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HIS  EXCELLENCY 


THE  EARL  OF  CARLISLE,  K.  G., 

VICEROY  OF  IRELAND, 

ETC.  ETC.  ETC. 


31  y  Lord, 

The  SCENES  and  CHARACTEKS  which  I  have  ENDEAVOURED  TO  DEPICT 
IN  THESE  VOLUMES  WILL  BE  NECESSARILY  NEW  AND  STRANGE  TO  YOU  ;  BUT  IP 
THEY  EXCITE  INTEREST  IN  THE  NATIVE  ANNALS  OF  A  COUNTRY  OF  WHICH  I  FIND  BUT 
LITTLE  REAL  KNOWLEDGE  EXISTING,  THE  OBJECT  OP  THE  WORK  WILL  HAVE  BEEN 
attained;  while,  by  the  kind  courtesy  WHICH  PERMITS  ME  TO  DEDICATE  IT 
TO  YOU,  YOUR  EXCELLENCY  CONFERS  UPON  ME  A  VERY  SINCERE  GRATIFICATION. 

I  HAVE  THE  HONOUR  TO  BE, 

Your  Lordship’s  very  faithful  servant, 

MEADOWS  TAYLOR. 


Old  Court, 

Harold’s  Cross,  near  Bubli.n, 

Auqust,  18<>3. 
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PROLOGUE. 


In  the  year  1839,  I  became  acquainted  with  the  late  Professor 
Wilson  ;  and  in  the  course  of  conversation  on  the  possibility  of  illus¬ 
trating  events  in  Indian  history  by  works  of  fiction,  the  details  of 
the  present  story,  among  other  subjects,  were  slightly  sketched 
out  by  me.  He  was  interested  in  them,  and  suggested  my  writing 
the  tale  for  “Blackwood’s  Magazine.”  I  could  not,  however,  then  , 
commence  it,  and  deferred  doing  so  till  my  return  to  India ;  but, 
falling  into  political  and  civil  employment  there,  was  never  able  to 
continue  what  I  had  begun  till  my  return  home. 

The  history  of  the  period  of  this  tale,  A.  n.  1657,  will  be  found  at 
length  in  Scott’s  “  Ferishta,”  and  vol.  i.  of  Grant  Duff’s  “  History 
of  the  Mahrattas ;  ”  and  to  these  works  I  beg  to  refer  such  of  my 
readers  as  may  be  curious  in  regard  to  its  particuiars,  of  which  a 
slight  sketch  may  not,  perhaps,  be  altogether  out  of  place. 

In  A.D.  1347,  a  great  portion  of  the  Dekhan  was  consolidated  into 
a  kingdom  by  Sultan  Alla-oo-deen,  who  founded  the  Bahmnni 
dynasty.  It  was  divided  into  three  great  provinces,  Dowlatabad, 
Beejapoor,  and  Golconda,  which,  on  the  decay  of  the  royal  house, 
became  separate  kingdoms  under  their  several  viceroys,  who  suc¬ 
cessively  declared  their  independence.  Of  these,  Beejapoor  was 
the  largest,  and  became  by  far  the  most  important  and  powerful. 
Yoosuf  Adil  Shah,  a  Turk  of  European  descent,  believed  indeed,  to 
have  been  a  son  of  a  Sultan  of  Constantinople,  threw  off  his 
allegiance  to  the  Bahmoni  dynasty  in  a.d.  1489,  and  established 
himself  at  Beejapoor,  which  afterwards  rose  to  be  the  greatest,  as 
't  was  the  most  magnificent,  city  of  Dekhan. 
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The  prosperity  of  the  Dekhan  kingdoms  excited  the  jealousy  of 
the  Moghul  Emperors  of  Dehli,  and  their  subjugation  was  projected 
by  the  Emperor  Akbur ;  but  it  had  made  little  progress  at  his  death 
in  A.D,  1G05.  In  the  reign  of  his  grandson  Shah  Jehan,  the  State  of 
Ahmednugger,  or  Dowlatabad,  was  finally  subdued  about  1630,  and 
the  Moghul  power  so  far  established  in  the  Dekhan.  His  son, 
Aurungzeeb,  pursued  the  reduction  of  the  two  remaining  kingdoms, 
Beejapoor  and  Golconda,  with  varying  success,  but  untiring  pertina¬ 
city  ;  and,  before  his  death  in  1707,  they  had  succumbed  to  him. 
Beejapoor  fell  on  the  15th  October,  1686 ;  Golconda  in  September, 
1687. 

Amidst  the  stniggles  of  the  Mahomedans,  the  predatory  power  of 
the  Mahratta  people  arose  under  Sivaji,  and  assumed  a  more  definite 
form  than  it  had  ever  before  possessed ;  and,  as  the  author  of  the 
Mahi’atta  History  observes,  “  stirred  those  latent  embers  till,  like 
“the  parched  grass  kindled  amidst  the  forests  of  the  Syhadree 
“mountains,  they  burst  forth  in  spreading  flame,  and  men  afar 
“wondered  at  the  conflagration.” 

Of  the  many  remarkable  and  romantic  events  connected  with  the 
rise  of  the  Mahratta  power,  those  which  form  the  subject  of  the 
■  present  tale  are,  of  all,  the  most  cherished  by  the  people ;  and  they 
are  recited,  or  sung  in  ballads,  with  an  interest  which  time  does  not 
diminish,  and  which  has  exalted  the  national  hero,  Sivaji  Rajah,  to 
the  distinction  almost  of  a  demigod. 

At  the  period  of  the  tale,  1657,  though  the  political  foundations  of 
Beejapoor  were  shaking,  notliing  had  affected  its  material  prosperity; 
and  the  palaces,  mosques,  mausoleums,  and  other  public  buildings  of 
the  capital,  w'ere  in  their  greatest  magnificence.  The  city  itself, 
except  its  vast  fortifications,  which  are  still  perfect,  has  now,  for  the 
most  part,  disappeared  ;  and  long  lines  of  shapeless  mounds,  covering 
an  immense  area,  mark  where  its  streets  existed.  In  some  quarters 
there  are  villages,  widely  separated,  w'hich  once'  formed  part  of  the 
general  masses  of  habitations  ;  and  there  are  everywhere  remains  of 
mosques,  tombs,  and  palaces,  wdiich  convey  a  true  estimate  of  the 
wealth  of  those  for  whom  they  w^ere  constructed,  and  the  taste  and 
skill  of  the  architects. 

The  citadel  is  still  perfect  as  to  walls,  towers,  and  ditch,  and  is  a 
very  complete  and  picturesque  specimen  of  Puthan  fortification. 
The  royal  pi  aces  situated  in  it,  are,  however,  roofless,  much  ruined. 
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and  advancing  to  destruction;  and  the  gardens  and  terraces,  with 
their  fountains,  are  covered  by  brushwood  and  tangled  creepers.  It 
is  a  happy  thing,  however,  that  the  liberality  of  the  Indian  Govern¬ 
ment  has  arrested  decay,  wherever  practicable,  and  th^t  all  the  most 
beautiful  buildings  have  been  restored,  while  repairs  continue  to  bo 
made  as  needful. 

The  buildings  so  restored  are — 

The  Mansoleam  of  Ibrahim  Adil  Shah,  called  the  Ibraliim  Eoza ; 

The  Mausoleum  of  Mahmood  Adil  Shah ; 

The  Mehturi  Mahal; 

The  Jumma  Mosque ; 

The  Assar  Shureef ; 

The  Koyal  Well,  with  its  cloisters ;  and  some  others. 

Of  the  above,  the  Assar  Shureef  is  one  of  the  ancient  royal  palaces, 
which  contains  some  sacred  relics ;  and,  being  in  the  actual  condi¬ 
tion  in  which  it  was  left,  is  perhaps  the  most  interesting  of  all. 

By  orders  of  Government  also,  draAvings  from  actual  measurement 
were  made  a  few  years  ago  by  a  clever  civil  engineer  and  architect, 
of  all  the  principal  buildings.  These  are  now  in  the  India  Library 
in  London ;  and,  to  any  one  curious  on  the  subject,  will  give  a  far 
better  idea  of  the  superb  Saracenic  architecture  of  the  Adil  Shahy 
dynasty,  than  any  description.  Mahomedan  architecture  in  India  is 
always  beautiful ;  but  there  is  a  combination  of  grandeur  and  grace 
about  that  of  Beejapoor  which  is  not  approached  elsewhere,  and  a 
beauty  of  ornament  and  execution  nowhere  exceeded.  The  Jumma 
Mosque,  with  its  side  aisles,  was  constructed  for  the  accommodation 
of  eight  thousand  persons  at  prayer ;  and  the  superb  dome  of  the 
Mausoleum  of  Sultan  Mahmood  Adil  Shah,  built  of  heAvn  stone,  is 
the  largest  in  its  outward  diameter  in  the  world. 

With  these  noble  remains,  the  country  around  them,  and  its  popu¬ 
lation  of  all  classes,  I  have  been  familiar  for  many  years  past ;  and 
such  descriptions  of  scenery  and  character  as  may  be  found  in  thest- 
volumes,  are  the  result  of  personal  knowledge.  The  actors  in  my 
story  are  Hindus  and  Mahomedans  ;  but  the  same  passions  and  affec¬ 
tions  exist  among  them  as  among  ourselves,  and  thus  the  motives 
and  deeds  of  my  characters  may,  at  least,  be  intelligible.  I  can  only 
hope  they  may  prove  of  interest. 

It  was  very  strange,  twenty-five  years  ago,  to  observe  the  remark¬ 
able  interval  of  exactly  one  hundred  years,  between  the  attack  of 
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Sivaji  on  the  Beejapoor  Mahomedans  in  1657,  and  the  victory  of 
Lord  Clive  over  those  of  Bengal  at  Plassey  in  1757.  Both  results  le^' 
directly  to  the  establishment  of  powers  widely  differing  in  their  ainv 
and  characters,  but  not  the  less  irresistible  by  the  Mahomedans ;  anc 
the  victory  at  Pertabgurh  was  as  directly  conducive  to  the  establish¬ 
ment  and  extension  of  the  Mahratta  authority,  and  the  decadence  o. 
Ihe  Mahomedan,  as  that  of  Plassey  has  been  to  our  own  sovereignty, 
and  to  the  political  extinction  of  both.  But  this  curious  accordance 
of  dates  becomes  still  more  interesting,  when  we  observe  that,  on  the 
anniversary  of  a  third  century,  June,  1857,  the  heads  of  Mahomedan 
and  Mahratta  power  were  leagued  against  that  which  had  subdued 
both ;  and  know  that  their  combined  efforts  however  desperate,  and 
their  intrigues  however  virulent,  proved  alike  futile. 


TARA :  A  MAHRATTA  TALE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

“  Tara,  O  Tara !  -where  art  thou  ?  ” 

“  Mother,  I  am  here.  Is  it  time  ?  ” 

“  Yes  ;  we  should  go  with  the  offeriugs  to  the  temple.  Come, 
thy  father  hath  long  been  gone,  and  it  will  be  broad  day  ere  we  can 
reach  it.  Come,”  said  her  mother,  entering  a  small  open  verandah 
which  skirted  the  inner  court  of  the  house,  where  the  girl  sat 
reading  by  the  light  of  a  lamp,  now  paling  before  the  dawn  which 
was  fast  spreading  over  the  sky. 

She  shut  her  book  with  a  reverential  gesture,  laid  it  aside  in  its 
quilted  cover,  and  stood  up.  How  beautiful  she  was !  Let  us 
describe  this  Brahmun  girl  to  you,  O  reader!  if  we  can,  and  tell 
*you  a  little  concerning  her. 

There  were  many  fair  women  of  her  sect  in  Tooljapoor,  and  they 
are  always  the  most  remarkable  of  their  country-women,  but  none 
so  fair  as  Tara,  the  daughter  of  Vyas  Shastree.*'  From  her  earliest 
childliood  she  had  given  promise  of  grace  and  beauty,  and  since  that 
period — from  the  time  when,  hanging  shyly  to  the  skirt  of  her 
mother’s  garment,  she  passed  daily  through  the  crowded  bazaar 
and  street  \vhich  led  to  the  upper  gate  of  the  temple — to  the  present, 
she  had  ever  been  an  object  of  remark  and  admiration  ;  while  the 
rank  and  learning  of  her  father,  and  his  position  as  chief  pi'iest,  had 
maintained  for  her  a  continued  and  increasing  interest  as  she  grew 
up.  None  who  had  the  privilege  of  addressing  her  ever  omitted  a 
loving  greeting  or  respectful  salutation :  the  public  flower-sellers 
intrusted  her  with  their  choicest  garlands  or  nosegays  to  offer  up  at 
the  shrine — the  confectioners  had  ever  a  delicate  sweetmeat  with 
which  to  tempt  the  child — and  even  the  rudest  peasant  or  soldier 
looked  at  her,  as  she  passed  him,  in  wonder,  stretched  out  his  hands 
to  her,  and  kissed  the  tips  of  his  fingers  in  a  worshipful  salutation 
and  benediction. 

*  For  explanation  of  Oriental  words,  see  Glossary. 
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The  promise  of  the  child  was  more  than  fulfilled  in  the  girl  now 
budding  into  early  womanhood  ;  and  her  appearance  was  so  remark¬ 
able  that,  while  many  of  her  old  friends  in  the  bazaar  now  rarely 
ventured  to  accost  her,  and  even  turned  aside  their  heads  reverently 
as  she  passed,  she  could  not  traverse  the  crowded  street  which  led 
from  her  house  to  the  temple,  or,  indeed,  move  anywhere  during 
the  day  without  attracting  admiration  from  the  crowds  of  strangers 
who,  from  all  parts  of  India,  visited  that  renowned  shrine  of  which 
her  father  was  the  chief  priest  and  manager.  Many  a  pilgrim  and 
worshipper  gazed  wonderingly  upon  the  calm,  gentle  face  which 
met  him  at  the  earliest  dawn  in  its  devotional  perambulation  round 
the  temple,  or  followed  with  his  eye  the  graceful  figure  which, 
carrying  the  daily  sacrificial  offerings,  descended*  the  flights  of  steps 
by  which  the  shrine  was  approached ;  and,  far  away  in  his  native 
village,  under  the  snows  of  Himalaya,  the  burning  sands  of  Rame- 
shwur,  or  the  green  plains  of  Bengal,  told  of  the  beautiful  vision, 
and  never  forgot  it. 

Tara  has  been  up  since  before  the  false  dawn.  She  has  assisted 
her  father  with  water  to  bathe,  and  in  his  private  worship  of  the 
household  gods.  She  has  bathed  herself,  and  is  now  dressed  in  the 
simple  saree,  or  robe  of  all  Hindu  females.  It  is  of  dark  blue  silk, 
striped  with  a  fainter  blue,  and  has  a  broad  border  of  a  light  but 
rich  pattern  harmonizing  with  the  colours  of  the  garment  which, 
consisting  of  one  long  piece  only,  is  wound  round  her  several  times 
to  form  a  skirt,  then  passed  about  her  body  and  over  her  head  on 
the  left  side,  whence  the  end,  which  is  of  rich  gold  tissue  interwoven 
with  crimson  flowei’s  and  green  leaves,  hangs  heavily  over  her  right 
shoulder  and  back.  Below  the  garment  is  a  closely-fitting  bodice 
of  striped  orange  silk  only  ;  but  no  portion  of  it  is  visible  except  a 
lit<-le  of  the  sleeve  above  the  elbow.  Tara  is  holding  the  border  of 
her  dress  close  to  her  cheek,  as  if  to  conceal  it  even  from  her  mother; 
and  the  graceful  outline  of  her  arm  may  be  follow  ;d,  from  the  tips 
of  the  taper  fingers  past  the  wrist  partly  covered  with  purple  bangles 
and  a  massive  gold  ring,  along  the  soft  round  arm  to  the  dimpled 
elbow,  whence  it  is  lost  among  the  folds  of  .the  saree  which  falls 
over  it. 

Do  you  expect  that  her  complexion  will  be  fair  hke  that  of  our 
own  noi’them  girls  ?  Ah,  no  !  that  would  not  liarmonize  ^^^th  the 
dress  or  the  country ;  and  yet  it  is  very  fair.  Hot  a  deep  rich  olive, 
but  what  seems  at  a  first  glance  pale  and  colourless ;  yet  the  skin  is 
so  glossy  and  transparent  that  the  warm  glow  of  her  lalood  is  suffused 
under  it  with  the  least  passing  emotion  or  excitement,  which,  as  it 
fades,  leaves,  as  you  think,  a  more  beautiful  tint  behind. 

And  the  features  harmonized  with  the  colour.  To  a  casual 
observer  their  expression  was  almost  one  of  habitual  sadness,  yet  it 
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was  not  so  in  reality  :  tliere  was  calm,  which  as  yet  had  known  no 
mde  raffling — a  sweetness  that  was  index  to  a  simple,  loving,  tmst- 
fnl  mind.  True,  she  had  cares  beyond  those  of  ordinary  household 
occurrences,  and  these  had  no  doubt  increased  the  pensive  expression 
always  remarkable.  So  her  countenance  was  not  easy  to  describe : 
nor  could  you  account  very  well  for  the  patient,  care-enduring  look 
which  met  you  from  one  so  young.  What  eveiy  one  saw  first,  were 
the  soft  brown  eyes,  shaded  with  long  eyelashes  which  rested  upon 
the  cheek.  Ordinarily  perhaps,  or  if  seen  when  cast  down,  these 
eyes  appeared  nowise  remarkable;  yet  if  passing  emotions  were 
noticed,  they  closed  when  she  was  merry,  till  only  a  bright  spark 
of  light  remained  glistening  through  the  long  lashes  ;  and  again,  if 
surprise,  wondei’,  or  admiration  were  excited,  they  suddenly  ex¬ 
panded,  so  that  one  looked  into  a  depth  of  clear  glowing  colour, 
violet  and  brown,  the  expression  of  which  could  not  be  fathomed. 
But  habitually  they  were  modest,  pensive,  and  gentle — full  of  in¬ 
telligence,  and  seemed  to  correspond  with  a  low  musical  cadence  of 
voice  perfectly  natural,  yet  assisted,  perhaps,  by  the  habit  of  reading 
and  studying  aloud,  which  she  had  learned  from  her  father.  In 
those  calm  eyes  there  was  as  yet  no  passion  of  any  kind.  Some 
suffering,  perhaps,  but  no  rough  awakening  to  the  reality  of  life. 

The  rest  of  her  face  left  nothing  to  be  desired.  The  Brahmuns  of 
Western  India  usually  possess  features  more  European  in  their  cha¬ 
racter  than  those  of  the  same  sect  in  other  parts  of  the  country,  and 
in  this  respect  the  women  share  them  with  the  men,  if  they  do  not, 
indeed,  exceed  them.  So  Tara  had  a  soft  oval  face,  with  small  full 
lips  and  mouth,  a  thin  straight  nose  with  nostrils  almost  transpa¬ 
rent,  which  seemed  to  obey  the  passing  emotions  of  her  countenance. 
Though  the  features  were  soft,  they  were  neither  insipid  nor  weak 
in  character  ;  on  the  contrary,  they  appeared  full  of  a  woman’s  best 
strength — endurance  and  patience ;  while,  in  the  full  glossy  cliin 
and  throat,  enough  of  determination  Avas  expressed  to  show  firmness 
and  consistency  of  no  common  order.  Except  the  eyes,  perhaps, 
there  was  no  feature  of  the  face  which  could  be  called  exactly 
beautiful,  yet  the  whole  combined  to  create  an  expression  which  was 
irresistibly  interesting  and  charming;  and  where  all  harmonized, 
separate  portions  were  not  remarked. 

Every  movement  of  her  lithe  form  was  displayed  by  the  soft  silk 
drapery  which  fell  over  it  in  those  graceful  folds  which  we  see  ex¬ 
pressed  in  ancient  statues,  and  it  was  cast  in  those  full  yet  delicately 
rounded  proportions  which  sculptors  have  best  loved  to  imitate. 
Standing  as  she  was,  the  girl  had  fallen  into  an  attitude  which  was 
most  expressive :  her  head  raised  and  turned  to  meet  her  mother’s 
entrance :  a  delicate  naked  foot,  with  a  chain  anklet  of  gold  resting 
on  it,  put  out  from  beneath  her  robe  :  her  eyes  open,  yet  not  to  their 
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full  width :  and  her  lips  apart,  disclosing  the  even  glistening  teeth : 
— she  appeared,  in  her  arrested  movement,  as  if  she  waited  some 
further  communication  from  her  mother,  or  had  herself  one  to  naake 
before  she  stirred. 

No  wonder  that,  as  each  morning  she  left  the  house  with  her 
mother  to  pay  her  devotions  at  the  temple,  and  passed  along  with 
downcast  eyes,  her  graceful  figure  attracted  increased  attention  day 
by  day.  Many  a  good  wish  followed  her — many  a  benediction  from 
the  aged  poor  of  the  town,  to  whom  her  charities  were  liberally  dis¬ 
pensed  ;  and  it  might  be,  too,  that  other  admiration,  less  pure  in  its 
character,  also  rested  upon  her,  and  often,  unknown  to  her,  dogged 
her  steps. 

The  contrast  between  Tara  and  her  mother  was  in  most  respects  a 
striking  one.  No  one  could  deny  that  Anunda  Bye  was  a  handsome 
woman ;  her  neighbours  and  gossips  told  her  so,  and  she  quite  be¬ 
lieved  it.  She  looked,  too,  very  young  of  her  age  ;  and  as  she  sailed 
down  or  up  the  street  leading  to  the  temple,  and  received  the 
humble  salutations  of  shopkeepers,  flower-sellers,  and  all  the  trades¬ 
men  of  that  busy  quarter,'  with  an  air  which  plainly  showed  how 
much  she  considered  it  due  to  her  rank  and  station — it  would  have 
been  difficult  to  say  whether  the  timid  girl  following  her,  and 
screening  her  face  from  the  gaze  of  the  people  as  she  moved  along, 
■was  her  daughter  or  youngest  sister.  Either  she  might  be,  and 
seemed  more  probable  the  latter,  than  the  former. 

Taller  than  her  daughter  as  yet,  Anunda  Bye  was  not  withou 
much  of  the  same  grace  of  figure  ;  but  it  was  cast  on  a  bolder  scah 
The  features*  were  more  decided  and  prominent,  the  colour  severe 
shades  darker.  The  face,  handsome  as  it  was,  had  little  of  th 
softening  element  of  intellectuality  in  it ;  and  Anunda  was  ignoran 
of  everything  but  household  management,  in  which  she  excelled,  i 
all  departments,  to  a  degree  that  made  her  the  envy  of  her  femal 
acquaintance,  and  her  husband  the  envied  of  his  male  a..oociatc 
whose  domestic  affairs  were  not  conducted  with  the  same  rcgularitj 
and  whose  cookery  was  not  so  good. 

Enter  the  Shastree’s  house  at  any  time,  and  you  were  at  one 
struck  with  its  great  neatness.  The  floor  was  always  plasterec 
with  liquid  clay  by  the  women- servants  when  he  was  absent  at  th( 
temple  for  morning  worship,  and  retained  a  cool  freshness  while  ii 
dried,  and,  indeed,  during  the  day.  It  was  generally  decorated  hy 
pretty  designs  in  white  and  red  chalk  powder  dropped  between  the 
finger  and  thumb,  in  the  execution  of  wliich  both  mother  and 
daughter  were  very  expert  and  accomplished.  The  Shastree’s  seat, 
which  was,  in  fact,  a  small  raised  dais  at  one  side  of  the  large  room, 
was  usually  decked  with  flowers,  while  upon  the  floor  before  it,  the 
greatest  artistic  skill  was  expended  in  ornament  by  Tara  and  her 
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mother.  Above  it  were  pictures  of  favourite  divinities,  painted 
in  distemper  colour;  the  amorous  blue-throated  Krishna  playing 
to  the  damsels  of  Muttra;  the  solemn  four-armed  Ganesha,  sitting 
with '  a  grave  elephant’s  head  on  his  shoulders ;  the  beautiful 
Lakshmee  and  Suruswuti,  the  goddesses  of  Avealth  and  learning, 
the  objects  of  household  adoration :  and  the  terrible  six-armed 
Bhowani  in  her  contest  with  the  demon  Maheshwur,  in  commemora¬ 
tion  of  which  the  temple  had  been  erected — all  surrounded  by 
wreaths  of  flowers  interwoven  with  delicate  border  patterns ; — had 
been  partly  executed  by  the  Shastree  himself,  and  partly  by  Tara, 
who  followed  his  tastes  and  accomplishments  after  a  pretty  fashion. 
Thus  decorated,  the  dais  had  a  cheerful  effect  in  the  room  :  and 
choice  and  intimate  friends  only  were  admitted  to  the  privilege  of 
sitting  upon  it. 

The  house  itself  was  perhaps  in  no  degree  remarkable.  Out¬ 
side,  facing  the  street,  was  a  high  wall,  with  a  large  door  within  a 
projecting  porch  or  archway,  which  had  a  seat  on  either  hand  as 
you  entered.  The  door-frame  was  richly  carved,  and  on  each  side 
a  horse’s  head  projected  from  the  upper  corner.  Above  the  door, 
in  a  space  left  for  the  purpose,  was  written  in  red  Sanscrit  letters, 
“Sree  Martund  Prussunn,”  “The  holy  Martund  protects;”  and 
Martund  was  one  of  the  appellations  of  Siva.  This  legend  was 
sttiTounded  by  wreaths  of  flowei’s  in  the  same  colour ;  and  across 
the  whole  was  a  garland  of  mango  leaves  now  Avithered,  which  had 
hung  there  since  the  last  festival. 

As  you  entered  the  court,  the  principal  room  was  before  you,  on 
the  basement  of  the  house,  which  you  ascended  by  three  steps.  It 
Avas  a  Avide  open  verandah,  extending  the  width  of  the  court,  sup¬ 
ported  upon  seven  wooden  pillars,  also  richly  carved,  on  which 
crossed  square  capitals  Avere  fixed,  and  from  these,  beams  were  laid 
to  form  the  roof.  This  verandah  was  double ;  the  inner  portion 
being  raised  a  step  above  the  other  to  form  a  dais,  and  at  each 
end  of  the  inner  portion  were  two  small  rooms  in  the  corners,  one 
of  Avhich  Avas  the  Shastree’s  library.  The  Avhole  of  these  verandahs 
could  be  shut  in  closely  by  heavy  curtains  of  quilted  cotton,  neatly 
ornamented  by  dcAuces  of  birds  and  flowers,  Avhich  hung  between 
the  pillars ;  but  usually  all  was  open,  or  closed  only  by  transparent 
blinds  of  split  cane  suspended  outside. 

Having  a  northern  aspect,  this  room  was  always  cool,  and  was 
the  ordinary  resort  of  the  Shastree.  Here  he  received  his  friends 
and  neighbours,  held  disputations,  and  instructed  his  pupils.  The 
Avomen  seldom  entered  it  except  in  the  evenings  when  undisturbed ; 
for,  though  unsecluded  from  men,  a  certain  degree  of  reserve  and 
retirement  is  always  observable  in  the  Avomen  of  Hindu  families. 
There  was  no  ornament  about  the  main  apartment  except  the. 


c 


TARA : 


Shastree’s  dais,  and  the  borders  painted  about  the  niches  and 
architraves  of  the  doors;  but  it  was  kept  a  pure  white,  and  was 
scrupulously  clean. 

In  the  centre  of  the  back  wall  of  the  inner  verandah  was  a  door 
which  opened  into  a  second  court,  round  which  was  a  verandah 
also  open,  and,  leading  from  it  on  three  sides,  sleeping  chambers 
and  a  bath-room.  In  this  verandah  there  was  nothing  but  a  few 
spinning-wheels  and  their  low  stools ;  for  Anunda  Bye  had  no  idea 
of  allowing  women-servants  to  be  idle,  and  when  they  were  not 
working  otherwise,  they  were  spinning  cotton  yarn  for  their  own 
clothes.  Anunda  herself  had  her  wheel,  and  Tara  hers,  and 
sometimes  they  spun  yarn  fine  enough  for  the  Shastree’s  waist- 
cloths. 

On  the  fourth  side  of  the  court  was  the  kitchen,  and,  passing  by 
it,  a  door  led  into  a  third  court,  more  private,  though  not  so  large 
as  the  second.  In  the  centre  of  it  was  an  altar  painted  in  distemper, 
on  which  grew  a  bush  of  toolsee  or  sweet  basil,  gi'ateful  to  the 
gods  ;  and  in  the  verandah,  another  altar,  similar  in  form,  on 
which  burned  the  sacred  fire  never  extinguished.  Close  to  it  was 
the  door  of  the  private  temple  of  the  house,  which  contained  the 
household  gods  of  the  family.  Here  it  was  that  Tara  best  loved 
to  sit  when  her  share  of  domestic  affairs  was  completed.  Here 
she  tended  the  sacred  fire,  and  offered  worship,  such  as  a  woman 
rould  perform,  in  the  temple.  She  had  a  small  garden  in  one 
corner  of  the  court,  which  contained  a  few  jessamine  bushes,  mari¬ 
golds,  and  other  common  flowers,  which  she  cultivated  for  offerings 
to  the  household  gods  in  the  daily  worship.  Here  she  could  study 
undisturbed,  and  did  so  with  all  her  heart — here,  too,  it  was  that 
her  mother  found  her. 

There  was  no  decoration  about  the  house,  except,  as  we  have 
already  mentioned,  border  patterns  and  quaintly  designed  birds  and 
flowers  upon  the  walls.  Furniture,  such  as  we  need,  -was  unknown. 
A  small  cotton  or  woollen  carpet  laid  down  here  and  there,  with  a 
heavy  cotton  pillow  covered  with  white  calico,  sufideed  for  sitting 
or  reclining ;  and  as  the  goddess  Bhowani,  in  her  incarnation  at 
Tooljapoor,  does  not  choose,  as  is  believed,  that  any  one  in  the 
town  should  lie  upon  a  bed  except  herself,  a  cotton  mattress  on  the 
floor,  or  a  cool  mat,  sufficed  for  sleeping. 

The  house,  therefore,  would  have  appeared  bare  in  any  of  my 
readers’  eyes ;  but  it  was  neat  and  pleasant  to  look  at :  and  one 
can  imagine,  though  decorated  in  a  higher  style  of  art,  the 
Roman  houses  at  Pompeii  to  have  been  similar  in  most  respects 
of  plan  and  domestic  arrangement. 

There  was  no  evidence  of  wealth,  yet  the  Shastree  was  a  prosper¬ 
ous  man  ;  and  could  you  have  seen  Anunda  Bye’s  stores  of  copper 
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and  brass  utensils — large  vessels  for  boiling  vast  quantities  of 
rice  on  festivals  and  bouseliold  ceremonies — ber  brass  lamps  and 
candelabra,  ber  silver  plates  for  eating  from,  and  silver  drinking 
vessels ; — could  you  bave  seen  tbe  contents  of  ber  private  room, 
in  wbicb  were  sundry  large  cbests,  full  of  sarecs,  or  women’s  gar¬ 
ments,  of  great  value ;  some  beir-looms,  woven  with  gold  and 
silver  thread,  eacb  having  its  peculiar  history ;  tbe  shawls  wbicb 
belonged  to  ber  husband,  the  gifts  of  princes  and  nobles,  ti’ibutes  to 
his  learning,  of  wbicb  she  was  very  proud ; — could  you  have  seen,  too, 
the  strong  box  that  lay  hidden  among  the  clothes  in  the  largest  chest, 
full  of  family  jewels  and  ornaments,  among  which  were  two  necklaces 
of  fine  pearls,  massive  gold  ornaments  for  ankles  and  wrists,  for  neck 
and  ears; — could  you  have  seen  all  these,  and  the  heavy  gold  cinctures 
round  Anunda’s  and  Tara’s  trim  waists,  and  their  massive  gold  brace¬ 
lets  and  anklets, — you  would  have  been  envious,  my  dear  I’eadcr,  of 
considerable  wealth  in  this  particular. 

Otherwise,  indeed,  the  Shastree  was  a  man  of  substance.  Being 
an  only  son,  with  no  other  sharers,  at  his  father’s  death,  he  had  in¬ 
herited  a  considerable  property.  He  had  himself  earned,  by  his 
scholarly  abilities,  a  small  estate  in  a  neighbouring  province, 
the  rent  of  which  was  punctually  paid,  and  was  improving,  for 
he  was  a  good  landlord.  He  derived  a  handsome  income  from 
the  temple  service,  and  from  the  offerings  made  to  him  as  head 
of  the  establishment.  He  farmed  some  land,  too,  near  the  town, 
on  the  bank  of  the  small  river  Boree,  and  had  an  excellent  garden 
near  the  village  of  Sindphul,  in  the  plain  below  the  hills,  the  daily 
supply  of  vegetables  from  which  was  very  profitable  from  the  large 
and  constant  consumption  in  the  town.  Finally,  as  one  of  the  most 
learned  Sanscrit  scholars  of  the  Dekhan,  his  instruction  was  held 
in  deserved  repute,  and  his  classes  were  attended  by  young  Brah- 
muns  from  all  parts  of  the  country,  from  whom  he  received  fees 
according  to  their  means. 


CHAPTER  II. 

In  many  i-espects  Vyas  Shastree  was  a  remarkable  man,  and,  very 
deservedly,  he  was  held  in  great  respect  throughout  the  country. 
No  one  could  look  on  him  without  being  conscious  of  his  extreme 
good  breeding  and  intellectuality.  Well  made,  there  was  no  ap¬ 
pearance  of  gi'eat  strength,  though  in  the.  town  gymnasium,  as  a 
youth,  he  had  held  his  own  among  the  wrestlers,  and  had  even 
been  famous  as  a  sword-player.  Those  were  troubled  times, 
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when  a  knowledge  of  Aveapons  was  needed  by  all  men,  and  even 
peaceful  merchants  and  pxaests  did  not  neglect  the  use  of  them ; 
but,  as  he  grcAV  older,  the  Shastree  had  laid  aside  these  exercises, 
and  spare,  strong,  muscular  arms  Avere  perhaps  the  only  evidence 
of  them  that  remained.  Certainly  the  head  and  face  were  fine. 
The  forehead  Avas  high  and  broad,  slightly  Avrinkled  noAv,  and 
furroAved  by  parallel  lines.  The  head  Avas  shaved,  except  the  lock 
behind,  and  its  intellectual  organs  AA^ere  prominent.  The  eye¬ 
brows,  strongly  marked,  but  not  bushy,  projected  1  ol  lly  over 
expressive  eyes  of  a  deep  steel  grey,  AA^hich  Avere  very  bright  and 
clear,  and  a  prominent  nose  of  Roman  character,  Avhich  corre¬ 
sponded  Avith  a  Avell-shaped  month  and  chin.  Certainly  it  Avas 
a  handsome  face — pale,  salloAV  perhaps  in  colour,  yet  healthy,  and 
Avhich  occasionally  assumed  a  noble  and  even  haughty  expression  ; 
but,  ordinarily,  it  AA’as  good-humoured :  and  evidently  elevated  and 
purified  in  character  by  intellectual  pursuits. 

The  Shastree  aa'us  a  man  of  note,  as  aa'o  have  said,  as  to  learning 
and  accomplishments.  He  aa'us  a  profound  Sanscrit  scholar ;  and 
in  laAv,  grammar,  and  logic,  AA’ith  the  deep  metaph}  si ‘s  of  the 
Vedas,  and  their  commentators,  he  had  fcAV  superiors.  With 
mathematics  and  astronomy  to  calculate  eclipses  and  positions  of 
])lanets,  ho  had  sufficient  acquaintance  to  assist  an  old  friend,  Avho 
AA'as  infirm,  in  the  arrangement  of  the  “Tooljapoor  Almanac,”  a 
task  by  no  means  easy,  as  it  included  calculation  of  the  eclipses  of 
the  year,  and  astrological  tables.  Of  the  popular  Poorans  he  had 
less  knoAvledge,  or  perhaps  did  not  believe  them  ;  and,  as  many  do 
noAV  in  these  later  days,  held  more  to  the  ancient  Vcdantic  theism 
than  to  the  modern  idolatry  of  the  Pooranic  worship.  The 
Shastree,  as  a  devout  Brahmun,  had  made  pilgrimages,  being 
accompanied  by  his  AA'ife ;  and  in  disputations  at  Benares,  Nuddea 
in  Bengal,  and  Gya — as  AA^ell  as  at  Madura  and  Conjevaram,  in 
the  south  of  India — had  gained  credit,  if  not  renoAvn. 

In  lighter  accomplishments,  too,  such  as  music,  he  had  a  fair 
amount  of  knoAvledge,  and  sang  sAvcctly  the  A'arious  Riigs,  Droopuds, 
and  other  measures  of  the  classic  styles.  He  considered,  perhaps, 
ordinary  songs  beloAA^  notice  ;  yet  Avhen  he  relaxed,  and  Avas  prevailed 
upon  to  sing  some  of  the  plaintive  ballads  of  his  OAA-n  Mahratta 
country,  to  his  oaa'u  Vina  accompaniment,  or  any  of  his  OAvn 
compositions,  the  effect  A\'as  very  charming.  Tara  had  been  care- 
'fuhv  taught  by  him,  and  the  neighbours  often  listened  to  her  SAveet 
voice  in  tbe  morning  and  evening  hymns,  and  chants  of  the  service, 
in  the  little  temple  of  the  house.  Yet  Avith  all  this  Avealtli, 
Avhich  ho  shared  liberally  Avith  the  poor — all  this  worldly  good  and 
honour — Vyas  Shastree  had  tAvo  gx*eat  cai’es  AA'hifh  pressed  upon  him 
heavily,  and  Avere  shax'cd  by  his  Avife.  The  li’jt  vas  that  he  had  xxo 
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son ;  the  second,  that  his  heautiful  daughter  was  already  a  virgin 
widow.  And  these  were  heavy  griefs. 

Anunda  Bye  had  borne  him  two  sons  and  a  daughter,  of  which 
Tara  was  the  first-bom.  The  othei’s  had  followed,  and  had  died 
successively  when  giving  promise  of  healthy  childhood.  In  vain 
had  the  parents  made  pilgrimages  to  the  shrines  in  the  Dekhan  after 
the  death  of  the  last  son,  and  to  Benares  also,  to  propitiate  Siva  in 
liis  holiest  of  temples,  and  had  from  time  to  time  remitted  propitiatory 
gifts  to  his  shrine — no  further  offspring  followed.  An  heir  was 
not  only  desirable  for  the  pi'operty,  which,  in  default  of  one,  must 
devolve  upon  a  very  distant  relative — but,  in  a  higher  degree,  for 
the  pei'formanee  of  those  ceremonies  for  himself  and  his  family 
after  death,  which  could  only  bo  effectual  from  a  son,  real  or 
adopted. 

Often  had  Anunda  urged  him  to  marry  again,  and  assured  him 
of  her  love  and  protection  to  a  young  wife,  as  a  mother  or  elder 
sister ;  and  she  had  even  named  several  parties  of  good  family  who 
would  have  considered  an  alliance  with  the  Shastree  a  positive 
honour.  Why  should  he  not  marry  ?  He  was  yet  comparatively 
young:  men  older  than  himself  had  married  twice,  nay  thrice,  or 
till  tlie  object  of  their  desire  was  accomplished.  Why  should  he 
not  do  the  same  ?  Was  he  too  old  at  forty,  nay,  even  less  ?  vSo 
urged  his  v.ufe  and  his  best  fi’iends. 

Yet  the  Shastree  had  not  consented.  The  fact  was,  ho  loved 
Anunda  very  dearly ;  she  had  been  a  good  and  true  wife  to  him. 
He  feared,  too,  a  certain  imperious  tone  of  temper  which  he  could 
control,  but  which,  in  contact  Avith  a  second  and  younger  wife, 
might  change  to  jealousy,  and  become,  to  say  the  least,  incon¬ 
venient.  Or,  if  he  made  new  connections,  there  would  be  the 
usual  tribe  of  ncAv  relations  to  provide  for,  or  to  trouble  him  Avith 
importunate  demands.  On  the  Avhole,  it  might  bo  better  to  adopt 
a  son  of  that  distant  cousin  Avho  lived  at  Nassuk,  and  brin"  him 
up  as  his  OAAUi.  In  any  form,  his  necessity  Avas  urgent,  and 
Anunda  grcAv  more  and  more  earnest  about  the  matter,  and  had 
even  induced  Tara  to  join  in  it. 

“If  you  had  a  son,”  she  Avould  say  to  her  husband,  “he  would 
be  a  young  man  before  you  were  old.  Even  if  you  died,  tha 
pi'operty  would  descend  to  him,  and  the  ceremonies  Avould  be  properly 
performed.  If  you  grcAv  old,  and  I  Avere  with  you,  he  Avould  ta;ke 
care  of  us  and  of  Tara.  Who  Avill  do  this  noAV  ?” 

Yes,  the  echo  in  his  heart  Avas  sad  enough.  Who  Avould  do  so  ? 
There  might  be  two  AvidoAvs,  perhaps,  mother  and  daughter,  both 
left  to  the  mercies  of  distant  relatives  Avho  had  no  pei’sonal  knoiv- 
l('dge  of  them,  and  to  Avhom  they  Avould  be  as  ordinary  AvidoAvs 
only,  no  matter  Avhat  amount  of  property  they  liad  brought  with 
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them — shaven,  dressed  in  the  coarsest  and  scantiest  raiment,  and 
used  for  menial  offices — perhaps  -worse.  Tes  !  the  echo — “  who 
would  do  so  ?  ” — often  as  the  words  were  said,  fell  heavily  on  the 
Shastree’s  heart ;  and  recently  he  had  told  his  -wife  that — “  he  would 
think  about  it  if  his  life  were  spared  for  another  year ;  until  after  the 
next  unfavourable  conjunction  of  planets  ” — “  he  would  think  about 
it ;  ”  and  so  Anunda,  without  making  any  formal  propositions,  was 
yet  collecting  information  as  to  the  appearance,  character,  property, 
and  accomplishments  of  many  girls  in  the  neighbourhood,  and,  in 
short,  wherever  she  had  any  acquaintance. 

Most  heavily,  however,  of  all  domestic  cares  did  the  situation  of 
his  daughter  oppress  the  Shastree.  She  was  growing  very  beautiful ; 
in  his  eyes  supremely  so.  So  kind,  too,  so  lo-vdng,  so  thoughtful,  so 
unselfish,  so  clever  a  scholar !  She  might  have  been  a  happy  wife 
— ere  this,  perhaps,  a  happy  mother — yet  at  sixteen  she  was  a  widow, 
with  a  gloomy  future  :  not  felt  as  yet ;  for  the  girl  had  grown  up 
with  him,  had  shared  in  his  studies,  and  had  in  all  respects  so  entirely 
enjoyed  her  young  and  peaceful  life,  that  any  thought  of  change  had 
never  occurred  to  her. 

She  had  been  married  at  an  early  age,  according  to  the  custom  of 
her  sect — when,  indeed,  she  was  little  more  than  six  years  old — to 
a  youth,  the  son  of  a  friend,  who  was  one  of  the  chief  priests  of  the 
temple  of  Punderpoor,  a  lucrative  office,  and  one  which  would  de¬ 
volve  upon  his  son  by  hereditary  right.  The  family  was  opulent, 
and  the  young  man  gave  promise  of  learning  and  of  character.  No 
matter  now ;  he  was  dead.  Three  years  after  the  marriage  he  had 
been  cut  off  suddenly  by  a  fever,  to  the  grief  of  his  family  and  to 
the  extinction  of  the  Shastree’s  hopes  for  his  daughter.  Since  then, 
with  no  further  worldly  hope  before  her,  Tara  had  betaken  herself 
to  the  study  of  the  holy  books'  in  which  her  father  delighted ;  and, 
doomed  as  it  were  to  a  life  of  celibacy,  had  vowed  it  to  the  perfor¬ 
mance  of  religious  exercises  after  the  manner  of  her  faith. 

It  was  unusual  then,  that  Brahmun  girls  were  taught  to  read 
or  -write — more  so  than  it  is  now ;  and  in  accordance  with  the  mles 
of  the  sect  and  the  customs  of  the  country,  Tara,  had  her  husband 
lived,  would  ere  now  have  joined  him,  and  become  mistress  of  his 
household — a  sufficient  distinction  for  a  Brahmun  girl ;  but  before 
that  event,  the  application  of  the  child  to  such  rudimental  teaching 
as  her  father  had  given  her  was  so  remarkable,  that  in  process  of 
years  the  conventional  rules  of  the  caste  had  been  set  aside,  and  it 
was  a  lo-ring  and  grateful  task  to  the  father  to  lead  his  -widowed 
daughter  through  the  difficult  mazes  of  Sanscrit  lore,  and  find  in 
hers  an  intellect  and  comprehension  little  short  cff  his  own. 

Many  of  his  friends  shrugged  their  shoulders  at  this  strange  innova¬ 
tion  of  ordinary  custom,  and  argued  astutely,  that  it  was  a  dangerous 
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thing  to  fill  a  girl’s  mind  with  learning.  Others,  his  enemies,  were 
loud  in  their  condemnation  of  the  precedent  it  would  afford  to  many, 
and  the  bad  uses  it  could  be  put  to ;  and  in  disputes  upon  the  subject, 
texts  were  hurled  at  the  Shastree  by  angry  parties,  to  be  answered, 
however,  by  appeals  to  ancient  times,  as  illustrated  in  holy  books, 
when  women  were  deep  scholars  and  emulated  the  men ;  and  so 
Tara’s  desultory  education  went  on.  “After  all,  what  does  it  matter  ?” 
said  her  father  very  frequently,  if  hard  pressed  by  caste  clamour; 
“  she  does  not  belong  to  the  world  now :  God  has  seen  it  good  to  cut 
off  her  hopes :  she  has  devoted  herself  to  a  religious  life,  and  I  am 
teaching  her  and  preparing  her  for  it.” 

But  this  did  not  satisfy  the  adverse  Pundits,  still  less  the  fact  that 
Tara  as  yet  wore  ordinary  clothes,  and  her  head  as  yet  had  not  been 
shaved.  The  degradation  of  Brahmun  widowhood  had  not  been 
put  on  her  ;  and  she  was  too  beautiful  to  escape  notice,  or  the  envious 
comments  of  others,  both  male  and  female.  The  rites  of  widowhood 
must  bo  performed  some  time  or  other.  Her  father  and  mother  both 
knew  that;  they  would  have  to  take  her  to  Punderpoor,  or  to 
Benares,  or  to  Kassuk,  or  other  holy  city,  and  after  ceremonials  of 
purification,  all  that  beautiful  hair  must  be  cut  off  and  burned,  the 
pretty  chaste  bodice  discarded,  and  she  must  be  wrapped,  ever  after, 
in  a  coarse  white  cotton — or  silk — or  woollen — sheet,  and  all  other 
dresses  of  every  kind  or  colour  be  unknown  to  her. 

Ah !  it  seemed  crnel  to  disBgure  that  sweet  face  which  they  had 
looked  upon  since  she  was  a  child,  and  had  watched  in  all  its  growing 
beauty !  Any  other  less  pure,  less  powerful  parents,  would  long  ago 
have  been  obliged  to  comply  with  those  cniel  customs ;  and  were 
they  not  performed  every  day  at  the  temple  itself  ?  “  Why  should 
the  rite  be  delayed  ?  ”  said  many ;  “  the  girl  is  too  handsome ;  she 
will  be  a  scandal  to  the  caste.  The  excuses  of  going  to  Benares,  or 
to  Nassuk,  are  mere  devices  to  gain  time,  and  sinful.”  “The 
matter  must  be  noticed  to  the  Shastree  himself,  and  he  must  be 
publicly  urged  and  warned  to  remove  the  scandal  from  his  house 
and  from  the  sect,  which  had  been  growing  worse  day  by  day  for 
the  last  three  years.” 

Yes,  it  was  true — quite  true.  Tara  herself  knew  it  to  be  true,  and 
often  urged  it.  AVhat  had  she  before  her  but  a  dreary  widowhood  ? 
Why  should  she  yet  be  as  one  who  ostensibly  lived  in  the  world,  and 
yet  did  not  belong  to  it  ?  For  whom  was  she  to  dress  herself 
and  to  braid  her  hair  every  day  ?  For  whom  deck  herself  in  jewels  ? 
She  did  not  remember  her  husband  so  as  to  regret  his  memory.  She 
had  had  no  love  for  him.  Married  as  a  child,  she  had  -seen  him  but 
a  few  times  afterwards,  when  he  came  to  perform  needful  annual 
ceremonies  in  the  house,  and  she  had  then  looked  up  to  him  with 
awe.  lie  had  rarely  spoken  to  her,  for  she  was  still  a  child  when 
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he  died.  Once  she  remembered,  when  he  was  on  a  visit,  her  father 
had  made  her  recite  Sanscrit  verses  to  him,  and  read  and  expound 
portions  of  the  Bhugwat  Geeta,  and  had  said  in  joke  that  she  would 
be  a  better  Pundit  than  he  was. 

She  I’emembered  this  incident  better  than  any  other,  and  soon 
after  its  occurrence  he  had  died.  Noav  she  felt  that,  had  he  lived, 
she  might  have  loved  him,  and  the  reproach  of  widowhood  w'ould 
not  have  belonged  to  her.  These  thoughts  welled  up  often  from 
her  heart  with  grief,  and  yearning  only  known  to  herself,  and  as 
yet  only  half  admitted  •  yet  which  increased  sensibly  wdth  time,  and 
recurred,  too,  more  frequently  and  painfully,  as  girls  of  her  own 
age,  honoured  wives  and  happy  mothers — girls  who  had  already  taken 
their  places  in  life — met  her  at  the  temple  with  laughing  crowing 
children  on  their  hips,  pi’oud  of  their  young  maternity  :  or  came  to 
visit  her,  and  spoke  of  domestic  matters  commonly — interests  w'hich 
she  could  never  create  or  enjoy,  and  yet  for  which  the  natural 
yearning  was  ever  present, 

“  Why  did  he  go  from  me  ?  ”  she  would  cry  to  herself,  often  with 
low  moaning  ;  “  w'hy  leave  me  alone  ?  Why  did  they  not  make  mo 
Sutee  with  him  ?  Could  I  not  even  now  be  burned,  and  go  to  him  ?  ” 
And  if  these  thoughts  changed,  it  was  to  the  idea  of  a  new  wife  for 
her  father,  who,  perhaps,  would  be  as  a  sister.  If  a  brother  were 
born,  Avhat  a  new  source  of  pleasant  care  and  occupation !  Yet  this 
had  its  dark  side  also,  “Would  she  be  friendly  to  her  and  her 
mother?  and  if  not - ” 

Her  father  and  mother  observed  when  gloomy  thoughts  beset  her, 
and  Avhen  she  became  excitable  and  nervous  in  her  manner,  and  they 
did  their  best  to  cheer  them  away.  “  She  might  yet  be  happy  in 
doing  charitable  acts,”  they  said,  “  in  reading  holy  books,  in  medi¬ 
tation,  in  pilgrimages ;  and  they  w'ould  go  with  her  to  Benares  and 
live  thei-e.”  “  AVhy  not,”  the  Shastree  would  say  ;  “  why  not,  daugli- 
ter  ?  We  have  but  thee,  and  thou  hast  only  us ;  it  will  be  good  to 
live  and  die  in  the  holy  city.” 

Well,  it  sufficed  for  the  time,  and  there  were  intervals  when 
people’s  tongues  were  quiet,  and  these  were  happy  days  because 
so  tranquil,  and  Tara  had  given  herself  and  her  destiny  into  her 
father’s  bands. 

“  Do  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  0  father,”  she  said ;  “  what  is  good 
to  thee  is  best  for  me ;  but  do  not  risk  anything  of  thy  honoui’ed 
name  for  one  so  hopeless  as  I  am.  Why  should  I  be  a  mockery 
to  myself  ?  It  may  cost  me  a  pang  to  part  with  all  these ;  ”  and 
she  would  pass  her  hand  through  those  long,  glossy,  curling 
tresses ;  “  and  ye  too  will  grieve  to  see  them  gone,  and  your  poor 
Tara  shaved  and  degraded;  but  there  is  no  help  for  it,  and  the 
honour  of  your  house  is  more  to  your  daughter  than  these 
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ornameuts.  Without  them  I  should  he  a  comfort  to  ye,  and  at 
peace  with  the  world  and  with  myself ;  with  them,  only  a  source 
of  disgrace  and  calumny,  and  I  were  better  dead.  Yes,  let  us  go 
to  Benares,  to  Nassuk — anywhere — so  that  I  leave  my  shame  be¬ 
hind  me.” 

If  that  poor  struggling  heart  were  laid  open,  was  there  nothing  in 
its  depths  which,  as  she  spoke  it,  combated  this  resolve  fiercely  and 
unremittingly  ?  If  it  had  not  been  so,  she  would  have  been  more 
than  human.  There  -was  the  natural  repugnant  dread  of  this  dis¬ 
figurement  and  disgrace.  Worse,  far  worse,  the  endurance  of  the 
after-life — the  life  of  chadless  barren  widowhood  of  which  she  knew 
and  saw  daily  sad  examples.  She  knew  of  the  bitter  experience  af 
such  widows,  when  all  modest  retirement,  respect,  and  honour  of 
virgin  or  marned  life  was  discarded  with  the  ceremonial  rites,  and 
men’s  insult  and  women’s  contempt  took  their  place :  and  that  from 
this  there  was  no  refuge  till  death. 

When  she  shuddered  at  these  truths — they  were  no  delusions,  and 
her  soul  rebelled  against  them — some  ideal  being,  mingling  his  life 
with  hers,  caressing  the  beauty  she  was  conscious  of  possessing, 
would  present  himself  in  dreamy  visions,  waking  or  sleeping,  and  beset 
her  in  terribly  seductive  contrasts.  The  very  books  she  read  offered 
such  to  her  imagination.  There  were  no  demigods  now,  no  heroes 
fighting  for  the  gloiy  of  Hinduism,  as  related  in  the  Kamayun ;  but 
there  were  ideal  examples  of  nobility — of  bravery — of  beauty,  which 
enthralled  her  fancy,  and  led  it  to  portray  to  her  realities.  Yet  there 
was  no  reality,  and  could  be  none.  She  had  not  seen  any  one  to 
love,  and  never  could  see  any  one.  Who  would  care  for  her — a 
widow — who  could  love  a  widow  ?  And  yet  the  dreams  came  never¬ 
theless,  and  her  poor  heart  suffered  terribly  in  these  contests  with 
its  necessity.  After  all,  it  was  more  the  calmness  of  despair  than 
conviction  of  higher  motive  which  brought  to  her  lips  words  such 
as  we  have  recorded : — “  she  would  leave  her  shame  behind  her.” 

But  her  parents  did  not  go,  and  the  rites  were  deferred  indefinitely. 
Last  year  they  were  to  have  gone  to  Nassuk  for  the  purpose  to  their 
relatives ;  but  the  planets  were  not  propitious,  or  the  business  of  the 
temple  and  its  ceremonies  interfered.  This  year,  when  the  cold 
season  was  nearly  over,  in  the  spring,  at  the  Bussunt  festival,  if  the 
conjunctions  were  favourable,  “  they  would  see  about  it.”  They  did 
not  get  over  the — “  if.” 

So  here  were  the  two  great  cares  of  the  household.  Which  was 
the  heaviest  ?  To  the  Shastree,  certainly,  Tara’s  ceremony  of  widow¬ 
hood.  His  own  marriage  was  a  thing  which  concerned  himself  only, 
and,  at  the  worst,  he  could  adopt  an  heir ;  but  that  Tara  should  be 
a  reproach  to  him,  the  revered  Shastree  and  priest,  and  remain  a 
reproach  among  women — it  could  not  be.  The  caste  wei’e  becoming 
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urgent,  and  the  Gooroo,  or  spiritual  prince,  the  “  Shunkar  Bharteo 
Swami,”  whose  agents  travelled  about  enforcing  discipline  and  re¬ 
porting  moral  and  ceremonial  transgressions,  sent  him  word,  pri¬ 
vately  and  kindly,  that  the  matter  should  not  be  delayed.  He 
quite  approved  of  the  ceremony  being  performed  at  Benares  or  at 
Nassuk,  out  of  sight,  for  the  old  man  knew  Tara — knew  her  sad 
history,  and  admired  her  learning  and  perseverance  in  study.  At 
his  last  visit,  two  years  before,  he  had  put  up  in  the  Shastree’s 
house,  and  had  treated  the  girl  as  his  daughter ;  but  the  require¬ 
ments  of  the  caste  were  absolute,  and  were  she  his  own  daughter 
he  dared  not  to  have  hesitated. 

But  we  have  made  a  long  digression. 

“  Come,  daughter,”  said  Anunda,  “  cast  that  sheet  about  thy  head. 
It  strikes  me  that  men  look  at  thee  too  earnestly  now  as  we  pass  the 
bazaar,  and  the  morning  air  is  chill  from  the  night  rain.” 

“  Nay,  dear  mother,  not  so.  Am  I  a  Toorki  woman  to  veil  my 
face  ?  ”  said  Tara,  quickly.  “  Am  I  ashamed  of  it  ?  Art  thou, 
mother  ?  ” 

“  If  thou  wert  not  so  beautiful,  Tara.  I  dread  men’s  evil  eyes  on 
thee,  my  child,  and  I  dread  men’s  tongues  more.” 

“  Ah,  mother !  I  dread  neither,”  replied  the  girl.  “  They  have 
done  me  no  harm  as  yet,  and  if  my  heart  is  pure  and  ‘  sutee  ’  before 
God  and  the  Holy  Mother,  she  will  protect  me.  She  has  told  me 
BO  often,  and  I  believe  it.  Come — I  think — I  think,”  she  added, 
with  an  excited  manner,  as  she  clasped  her  heavy  gold  zone  about 
her  waist,  her  bosom  heaving  rapidly  beneath  the  silken  folds  over 
it,  and  her  eyes  glowing  strangely,  “  I  think,  mother,  she  came  to 
me  last  night  in  my  dream.  She  was  very  beautiful,  0,  very  beau¬ 
tiful  !  She  took  hold  of  my  hair,  and  said,  ‘  Serve  me,  Tara,  I  will 
keep  it  for  thee.’  ” 

“  Tara !  art  thou  dreaming  still  ?  ”  exclaimed  Anunda.  “  Holy 
Mother !  what  light  is  in  thiine  eyes  ?  Put  the  thought  far  from 
thee,  0  dearest ;  it  is  but  the  echo  of  what  thy  father  said  last  night 
when  he  comforted  us  both — it  will  pass  aAvay.” 

“Perhaps  so,  mother,”  answered  the  girl,  abstractedly.  “  Yet  it 
^3eemed  so  real,  I  think  I  feel  the  touch  on  my  hair  still.  I  looked  at 
it  w'hen  I  rose,  and  combed  it  out,  but  I  saw  nothing.  Yes,  it  will 
pass  away — everything  passes  away.” 

“  And  what  was  she  like,  Tara  ?  ”  asked  her  mother,  unable  to 
repress  her  curiosity. 

“  O  mother,  I  was  almost  too  dazzled  to  see.  I  am  even  now 
dazzled,  and  if  I  shut  my  eyes  the  vision  is  there.  There  !  ”  cried 
the  girl,  closing  her  eyes  and  pointing  forward,  “  there,  as  I  saw  it ! 
The  features  ai’e  the  same  ;  she  is  small,  shining  like  silver,  and  her 
eyes  glowing,  but  not  with  red  fire  like  those  in  the  temple.  0 
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mother,  she  is  gone!”  she  continued,  after  a  pause,  “she  is  gone, 
and  I  cannot  describe  her.” 

“  Didst  thou  tell  this  to  him — to  thy  father,  TaraT  ”  asked  her 
mother,  much  excited. 

“Yes,  mother.  I  awoke  before  him  and  could  not  sleep  again.  I 
got  up  and  drew  water  for  him  to  bathe.  I  tended  the  fire,  and  sat 
down  to  read.  Then  he  went  and  bathed ;  and  when  he  had  come 
out  of  the  temple*  and  put  on  dry  clothes,  I  read  part  of  the 
‘  Geeta  ’  to  him,  but  I  was  trembling,  and  he  thought  I  was  cold. 
Gradually  I  told  him - ” 

“  And  what  said  he,  daughter  ?  ”  asked  her  mother,  interrupting 
her. 

“  He  seemed  troubled,  mother,  and  yet  glad,  T  could  not  say  which. 
He  said  he  would  ask  ‘  the  Mother  ’  after  the  moi’ninw  livmn  was 
ended.” 

“  Come  then,  Tara,  we  will  go  to  him  at  once.  Hay,  girl,  as  thou 
art,  thy  words  have  given  me  sti’ength,  my  pearl ;  come.” 


CHAPTER  III. 

The  Poorans  relate  that  the  goddess  Doorga,  Kalee,  or  Bhowani, 
the  wife  of  Siva,  once  slew  a  frightful  giant  named  Muhesha,  having 
the  head  of  a  wild  buffalo,  to  the  great  relief  of  the  people  who  suf¬ 
fered  from  its  existnce ;  and  Hindus  generally  believe  that  this 
event  took  place  at  Tooljapoor  in  the  Dekhan.  Toolja  is  another 
name  for  Bhowani  or  Kalee,  and  hence  Tooljapoor — the  city  of 
Toolja.  After  the  monster  was  slain,  and  the  presence  of  the  god¬ 
dess  was  no  longer  requmed  on  earth,  she  left  the  form  she  had 
appeared  in  as  witness  of  what  had  been  done,  changed  it  to  stone, 
and  it  was  in  after  years  di,scovered  in  the  ravine  Avhere  the  monster 
had  been  slain. 

The  image  still  remains  where  it  is  alleged  to  have  been  first 
found,  and  where  certain  mii’aculous  indications  of  its  in’esenco 
were  made.  A  temple  was  built  over  it,  and  a  town  gradually 
gathei’ed  round  the  temple,  which  became  famous  throughout  India, 
and  is  frequented  by  pilgrims  from  all  quarters.  It  is  now  the  idol 
worshipped  there,  and  is  a  figure  of  black  marble,  or  perhaps 
basalt,  highly  polished,  small,  bux  of  elegant  proportions,  with  fea¬ 
tures  of  the  pure  Hindu  type.  The  eyes  ai*e  composed  of  large 

•  ^lost  Brahmuns  perforin  tlieir  early  morning  worship  after  bathing  in  cold 
water,  and  with  their  garments  still  wet. 
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uncut  rubies ;  and,  as  the  image  stands  upon  its  altar,  clothed 
in  a  woman’s  garment,  in  the  small  dark  sanctum  of  the  temple, 
they  have  always  a  strange,  weird,  and,  to  the  worshippers,  a  fasci¬ 
nating  appearance,  glittering  through  the  gloom,  and  smoke  of  lamps 
and  incense  always  burning. 

The  temple  is  a  very  picturesque  object,  from  its  situation  in  a 
deep  glen,  the  bottom  of  which  is  nearly  filled  by  it.  Pious  worship¬ 
pers,  and  votaries  from  time  to  time,  have  enriched  it  by  buildings 
and  courts  surrounded  by  cloisters,  ascending  one  above  the  other, 
connected  by  flights  of  steps :  and  in  these  courts  are  several  cis¬ 
terns,  filled  fi'om  springs  in  the  sides  of  the  hill.  One  of  them, 
peculiarly  sacred,  as  believed  to  come  from  the  Ganges,  gushes  from 
a  cow’s  mouth  carved  in  the  rock,  and  enters  a  large  basin  and 
reservoir :  and  in  all  these  cisterns  pilgrims  to  the  shrine,  both  male 
and  female,  must  bathe  before  they  can  worship  the  image.  Crowded 
by  these  pilgrims  from  all  parts  of  India,  of  various  colours  and 
physiognomies,  languages  and  costumes,  men  and  women, — bathing, 
ascending  or  descending  the  broad  flights  of  steps,  pouring  into  the 
lower  comts  in  dense  throngs,  chanting  mystic  adorations,  and  sing¬ 
ing  hymns  in  diffei’ent  languages  and  accents;  it  is  impossible  to 
conceive  a  more  picturesque  or  exciting  scene  than  they  present  on 
occasions  of  particular  festivals,  or,  in  general,  on  the  day  of  the  full 
mooir  of  every  month. 

The  town  of  Tooljapoor  adjoins  the  temple  walls  on  three  sides, 
and  ascends  from  them — the  terraced  houses  clinging,  as  it  were,  to 
ledges  of  the  rugged  glen — on  the  north  and  south.  On  the  east, 
the  ascent  is  more  regular ;  and  the  principal  street  slopes  from  the 
crest  of  the  table-land  down  to  the  fir.st  flight  of  steps  leading  to  the 
first  court,  and  thence  down  successive  flights  of  steps,  through  other 
courts,  to  the  lowest,  which  is  the  largest,  and  in  which  stands  the 
principal  shrine,  surrounded  by  cloisters  and  other  buildings.  Large 
tamarind,  peepul,  and  other  trees,  have  grown  accidentally  among 
the  cliffs  around,  or  have  been  planted  in  the  courts,  and  have 
flourished  kindly,  affording  grateful  shade  ;  so  the  result,  in  the 
mingling  of  foliage  and  buildings  of  many  styles  in  the  temple — 
surrounded  by  the  rugged  sides  of  the  ravine,  occasionally  precipi¬ 
tous  : — and  the  teiraced  houses,  temples,  and  other  buildings  of  the 
town  above  them — is  remarkably  picturesque,  and  even  beautiful. 

The  temple  ravine  opens  into  another  of  large  dimensions,  which, 
in  the  form  of  an  irregular  semicircle,  is  perhaps  a  mile*lQng  by  nearly 
half  of  a  mile  at  the  broadest  part  of  the  diameter,  narrowing  to  its 
mouth.  It  is  called  the  Ram  Duira,  and  opens  gradually  beyond  the 
hills,  upon  one  of  the  great  undulating  plains  of  the  Dekhan.  To 
the  noi’th,  the  large  ravine  presents  the  appearance  of  an  amphitheatre 
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(sntli  precipitous  sides,  from  wliicli,  in  rainy  weather,  a  number  of 
small  but  lofty  cascades  descend  from  the  tableland  above,  and  form 
the  head  of  a  small  river  which  eventually  falls  into  the  Bheema. 

The  hills  which  bound  the  ravine  are  about  four  hundred  feet  high, 
and  are,  in  fact,  the  edge  of  a  very  extensive  plateau  called  the  Bala 
Ghaut,  which  extends  nearly  a  hundred  miles,  with  only  a  slight 
descent,  towards  the  east ;  and,  after  ascending  to  the  town  of  Toolja- 
poor  from  the  ravine,  a  flat  plain  is  reached,  on  which  the  greater 
portion  of  the  town  stands.  One  promontory  of  the  entrance  of  the 
great  ravine  juts  out  past  and  bounds  the  temple  on  the  left  or  south 
side,  and  along  its  face  is  the  road  by  which  the  ascent  is  made  from 
the  plain  below.  The  hill  then  turns  round  shai'p  to  the  east,  with 
precipitous  sides,  leaving  a  level  plain  of  a  few  hundred  yards  in 
width  between  the  town  and  the  declivity. 

On  the  edge  of  this  precipitous  side,  to  the  south,  are  two  other 
temples,  also  holy.  One,  a  tall  octagon  building,  now  covers  the 
rock  on  which  the  goddess  is  stated  to  have  alighted  from  heaven 
when  she  came  to  engage  the  monster  who  lived  in  the  adjoining 
ravine ;  and  the  other,  a  little  further  on,  and  much  more  ancient,  is 
situated  at,  and  encloses  the  head  of  a  spring  which  fills  a  cistern,  as 
it  trickles  down  the  precipice  at  all  seasons  of  the  year.  This  is  also 
a  sacred  place,  and  is  called  “Pap-nas,”  or  “the  sin  destroyer;”  and 
the  legend  says  that  the  goddess  bathed  in  this  spring,  and  washed 
the  monster’s  blood  from  her  hands,  after  she  had  slain  him ;  so  it  is 
held  sacred. 

Truly  the  whole  corner  of  the  plateau  is  very  beautiful.  The 
quaint  old  town  hanging  literally  on  the  mountain  edge :  the  deep 
gloomy  ravine  of  the  temple  opening  out  to  the  larger  one :  the 
precipices  and  rugged  hills  to  the  west  and  north,  and  the  beautiful 
undulating  plain  to  the  south,  over  which  the  eye  wanders  as  over 
a  map  for  fifty  miles  or  more,  checkered  with  thriving  villages  and 
their  rich  fields  and  gardens, — form  a  striking  assemblage  of  objects. 
But  the  interest  centres  in  the  temple  itself,  with  its  gilded  spires 
and  picturesque  groups  of  buildings,  as  well  as  its  strange  effect  in 
the  position  in  which  it  has  been  placed,  attesting,  no  doubt,  in  the 
opinion  of  the  people — if  there  were  any  question  on  the  subject, 
the  truth  of  the  legend. 

^  It  will  be  understood  from  the  foregoing,  that  the  town  is  situated 
considerably  above  the  temple,  and  part  of  it  on  the  level  ground 
of  the  plateau  or  plain.  The  Shastree’s  house  was  on  the  edge  of 
the  crest  of  the  ground,  looking  to  the  south  over  the  ravine  of 
the  temple,  the  cliffs,  and  a  portion  of  the  town  beyond,  across  the 
small  plain  which  lay  between  the  edge  of  the  temple  ravine  and  the 
precipitous  side  of  the  mountain,  and  thence  over  the  plain  which, 
in  the  far  distance,  mingled  with  the  sky.  To  the  south-east  the  line 
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of  hills  -was  ragged  and  broken,  descending  by  steep  spurs  into  the 
Iftvvti  plain  ;  but  from  its  edge,  all  round  to  the  north,  the  eye  followed 
a  fair,  rich  country,  sloping  eastwards,  covered  with  grain-fields, 
through  which  the  small  river  Boree,  here  only  a  brook,  pursued  a 
quiet  course  among  the  town  gardens.  Again,  to  the  north  and  west, 
looking  into  and  across  the  large  wild  ravine,  were  the  precipices  of 
the  Ram  Durra,  and  the  rugged  basalt  hills  beyond  them.  So, 
wherever  you  turned,  it  was  a  fair  or  wild  scene  alternately ;  and 
standing  upon  the  terrace  of  the  Shastree’s  house,  or  sitting  in  a  small 
chamber  which  had  been  built  over  one  of  the  corner  rooms,  you 
could  see  all  that  has  been  told ;  and  very  beautiful  it  was. 

The  Shastree  had  travelled  in  his  pilgrimages  all  over  India.  He 
had  seen  wilder  and  grander  scenes  perhaps,  but  none  pleasanter  to 
live  in,  than  this  cool,  breezy,  healthful  mountain  town,  enhanced 
by  the  presence  of  one  of  the  holiest  shrines  in  the  country.  Here 
he  must  bear  his  misfortune  calmly ;  and  though  his  necessity  urged 
the  change  we  have  alluded  to,  he  never  issued  from  his  door  and 
looked  over  the  fair  prospect  about  him,  or  performed  the  sacrificial 
ceremonies  at  the  temple,  without  being  strengthened  in  his  desire  to 
live  and  die  here  ;  and  therefore  the  struggle  in  regard  to  his  daughter 
was  the  more  bitter. 

That  morning  he  had  risen  unrefreshed — his  sleep  had  been  restless. 
Something  in  one  of  the  books  he  had  been  explaining  to  Tai*a  in 
the  evening  had  brought  up  the  subject  of  widowhood  and  its  con¬ 
sequences  and  obligations,  and  the  message  of  his  spiritual  prince  had 
been  discussed  with  much  grief  and  misery  to  all.  There  seemed  to 
he  no  evasion  of  them  possible — the  rites  must  be  fulfilled;  and  he 
had  again  spoken  of  Benares,  and  Tara  had  simply  and  meekly 
given  herself  into  his  hands,  and  prostrated  herself  before  him  and 
her  mother  in  submission.  She  was  no  doubt  excited;  and  her  first 
communication  in  the  morning  startled  him  exceedingly. 

You,  0  Christian  reader !  must  not  try  his  feelings  by  your  own 
standard.  You  live  under  a  holier  and  simpler  faith.  If  in  the 
ordinary  occurrences  of  life,  and  its  joys  and  soirows,  there  is  little 
difference  between  you,  it  is  very  different  in  regard  to  faith.  You 
have  bjit  one  object  of  calm,  loving,  trustful,  humble  adoration.  He, 
as  all  educated  Hindus,  believed  in  the  same  one  God,  but  it  w^s 
overlaid  by  a  gorgeous  and  picturesque  mythology,  and  two  dis¬ 
tinctions  of — as  he  believed  them  to  be — heavenly  beings,  to  whom 
separately  and  collectively  Avorship  was  due,  and  yet  whose  interests 
and  designs  were  so  different  and  apparently  irreconcilable. 

^  His  household  faith  was  for  the  most  part  a  pure  theism ;  but 
circumstances  arising  out  of  hereditary  rights  had  placed  him  at  the 
head  of  the  local  worship  of  the  dread  goddess,  whom,  either  lovingly 
or  in  deprecation  of  her  possible  wrath,  he  worshipped  daily.  But 
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the  worship  of  Doorga  or  Bhowani,  as  the  wife  of  the  creating  and 
preserving  power  in  her  beneficence,  and  of  the  same  power  in  her 
destroying  aspect — in  her  wi’ath  terrible  and  unrelenting — is  perhaps 
more  fascinating  to  women  than  to  men  ;  and,  alternating  with  both 
aspects,  a  woman,  in  all  moods  and  in  all  necessities,  may  most 
naturally  perhaps  apply  to  another  woman,  in  whose  power  she 
believes,  for  sympathy  and  assistance.  Has  it  not  ever  been  so  ? 
Greek,  Roman,  Egyptian,  Indian— nay,  even  Christian  ? 

Nevertheless  the  Shastree  believed,  not  lovingly  perhaps,  but  in 
deprecation  of  wrath ;  while  his  wife  and  daughter,  unable  to  follow 
the  mystically  subtle  metaphysical  creeds  of  the  Veds  and  Shastras, 
^w  in  their  goddess  enough  to  fill  their  hearts  with  practical  faith 
in,  and  reliance  upon,  her  power  over  their  destinies.  To  her,  both 
had  addressed  their  vows  and  daily  supplications,  very  simply  and 
earnestly,  for  this  devotion  of  theii-  lives  to  her  was  all  they  could 
give,  if  their  prayers  were  granted. 

What  wonder,  then,  that  Tara’s  vision  agitated  him  ?  The  Shas¬ 
tree  knew  of  many  women  on  whom  the  spirit  of  the  goddess  in 
divine  afflatus  had  descended.  They  were  possessed  by  her :  they 
spoke  and  prophesied  when  they  were  full  of  her  presence :  and  he 
dreaded  them  while  he  worshipped  the  power  displayed.  As  Tara 
told  him  her  dream,  and  the  service  the  goddess  had  asked,  could  it 
be  real  ?  Could  his  daughter,  as  an  inspired  priestess,  ever  speak 
before  the  image  ?  That,  however,  must  be  tried  without  delay, 
and  he  hastened  more  rapidly  than  usual  to  the  temple,  having  bid 
her  follow  when  her  mother  was  ready. 

He  arrived  as  the  ceremomes  of  bathing  and  dressing  the  image 
were  being  performed  by  the  inferior  priesthood,  and,  these  concluded, 
the  morning  service  began.  We  need  not  detail  it^the  decking  of 
the  altar  with  flowers,  the  marking  the  forehead  of  the  image  with 
the  sacred  colours,  the  offerings  of  daily  food  and  sacred  elements 
with  flowers,  and  the  singing  of  mystic  hymns.  Vyas  Shastree  was 
speedily  joined  by  other  Brahmuns  and  priests,  and  bare-headed, 
naked  to  the  waist,  ca^ying  the  sacred  fire  and  sacrificial  offerings’ 
and  chanting  hymns  with  the  accompaniment  of  clashing  cymbals  and 
lutes.  Thus  the  procession  was  passing  round  and  round  the  temple 
and  the  simple  but  strange  melody  rising  and  falling  amidst  the  build- 
ings,  trees,  and  cliffs,  and  filling  the  ravine  with  sound,  as  Tara  and 
her  mother  gained  the  outer  gate,  and  began  to  descend  the  steps 
which  led  to  the  lower  court. 

Ordinarily  they  did  not  bathe  in  the  sacred  cistern  where,  from 
the  carved  stone  cow  s  mouth,  the  stream  of  the  holy  spring  gushed 
sparkling  into  the  basin ;  but  Tara  paused  as  they  passed  it.  She 
had  felt  more  and  more  excited  as  she  neared  the  temple,  and  the 
melody  of  the  hymn  and  the  clashing  of  the  cymbals,  as  they  came 


up  together  through  the  trees  in  the  .still  air,  had  added  to  tlie 
effect  already  produced  in  her  mind  by  her  dream. 

“  ]\Iothei',”  she  said,  hesitatingly — “  mother,  ought  I  not  to  bathe 
here  ?  Can  I  go  into  the  presence,  even  -with  these  garments  on 
me,  after  what  the  Holy  Mother  said  last  night  ?  They  should  be 
wet  and  pure.” 

“It  is  too  cold  for  thee,  my  child,”  replied  Anunda.  “Come, 
Tara,  come  on  ;  the  hymn  will  be  finished  ere  we  can  join — come.” 

“  No,  mother,  I  am  hot — burning  ;  something  xirges  me  to  tbc 
well,  and  I  cannot  resist  it.  iMother,  I  piust  bo  pure  before  the 
shrine.  May  I  go  ?  ” 

“  The  spirit  of  the  goddess  is  with  her,  trnly,”  thought  her  mother. 
“Go,  Tara,  it  may  refresh  thee,”  she  said;  “  and  there  ai'e  dry 
clothes  in  the  temple.  Go,  be  quick,  my  child  !  ” 

The  girl  descended  the  steps  into  the  basin,  and,  turning  to  the 
east,  poured  libations  from  her  hands  to  the  four  quarters  of  the 
earth ;  then  the  three  libations  to  the  sun,  saying  a  short  hymn  from 
the  Veda.  Then  followed  her  prayer  to  the  goddess.  “Holy 
Mother,  do  what  thou  wilt  with  me ;  take  me,  leave  me,  or  use  me 
as  thou  wilt,  but  do  not  cast  me  away !  Behold,  I  come !  ”  Then 
she  stepped  forth  from  the  basin,  her  silk  garment  clinging  to  her 
sweet  form,  and  revealing  its  perfect  proportions  more  than  the 
innate  modesty  of  her  mind  permitted  ;  hastily,  therefore,  she  shook 
it  free  from  her  limbs,  while  her  mother  wrung  the  water  ^from  the 
ends. 

“  I  am  ready  now,”  she  said,  simply  ;  “  come,  mother,  I  will  go 
to  her  pure,  and  sit  before  her.  If  she  wants  Tara  she  will  speak. 
Come !  ” 

Her  mother  had  observed  her  glistening  eye  and  glowing  cheek, 
which  even  the  chill  of  the  water  did  not  subdue,  and  seeing  tho 
expression  of  her  face,  as  she  ascended  from  the  basin,  was  changed 
from  its  habitual  sadness  to  one  of  excited  triumph,  she  caught  the 
infection  herself,  and  seized  Tara  by  the  hand.  “  Como,”  she  cried, 
“Jey  Kalec,”  “Victory  to  Kalee!”  And  so  they  descended  tho 
.steps  more  rapidly,  while  the  music  of  the  hymn  and  the  clash  of 
the  deep-toned  cymbals  resounded  through  the  lower  court,  and 
seemed  to  be  echoed  and  repeated  in  the  cliffs  and  buildings  above 
and  around  them. 

The  procession  of  Brahmuns  and  priests  was  turning  the  corner 
of  the  temple  as  Tara  and  her  mother  met  it  in  the  full  swell  of  the 
music.  Usually  the  girl  and  her  mother  fell  in  behind,  reverentially 
and  calmly,  and  followed  it  as  it  passed  round.  Now,  however,  the 
Shastree  and  his  comjmnions  were  amazed  to  see  Tara  separate  her¬ 
self  from  her  mother,  and  put  herself  at  the  head  of  the  party,  toss 
her  arms  into  the  air,  and  join  in  the  hymn  they  were  singing — 
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leading  them  ou  more  rapidly  than  they  had  moved  before.  The 
Shastree  marked  that  she  had  bathed,  and  that  her  •\vet  garments 
dripped  as  she  "went  along.  “  She  is  pure,”  he  thought ;  “  she  has 
prepared  herself,  and  if  the  goddess  will  take  her,  it  is  her  will. 
There  is  something  in  this  that  cannot  be  stayed.” 

The  other  Brahmuns  stopped,  still  chanting,  and  looked  to  Yyaa 
Shastree  with  wonder  for  some  explanation,  -which  -was  as  quickly 
given.  “  The  goddess  spoke  to  her  last  night,  and  will  not  be  re¬ 
pelled,”  he  said.  “  Go  on,  do  not  stop  her ;  let  her  do  as  she  lists.” 

Xo  one  dai’ed  stop  her,  or  touch  Tara.  The  height  of  excitement, 
or,  as  they  thought,  inspiration,  was  in  her  eye,  and  that  sweet  face 
was  lifted  up  with  a  holy  rapture.  She  seemed  to  fly  rather  than  to 
walk,  so  completely  had  her  feelings  carried  her  forward  ;  and  as 
she  moved  she  looked  behind  to  those  following^,  still  chanting:  -with 
them,  her  arms  waved  above  her  head,  and  beckoning  them  onwards. 
They  could  not  resist  the  influence.  So  they  passed  on,  round  and 
round  the  temple,  still  singing.  Other  morning  -vv'orshippcrs,  at¬ 
tracted  by  the  strange  sight,  joined  them,  or  stood  by  wondering 
till  the  hymn  was  finished.  Then  Tara,  noticing  no  one,  entered 
the  porch  of  the  temple  rapidly,  and  advancing  alone,  knelt  down 
before  the  door  of  the  inner  shrine  in  front  of  the  image,  and  they 
watched  her  silently.  • 

What  did  she  see  to  cause  that  earnest  look?  The  image  was 
familiar  to  all.  The  light  of  the  lamps  within  shone  out  strongly  on 
the  kneeling  figure,  shrouded  in  its  Avet  clinging  drapery,  but  hardly 
illuminated  the  gloomy  space  in  the  deep  outer  vestibule,  around 
Avhich  the  spectators  arranged  themselves  reverentially.  The  ruby 
eyes  of  the  goddess  glittered  Avith  a  Aveird  brilliance  from  among 
the  cloud  of  incense  burning  before  her ;  and  the  fragrant  smoke, 
issuing  from  the  door,  wreathed  itself  about  her  form  and  ascended 
to  the  roof,  and  hung  about  the  pillars  of  the  room. 

Those  looking  on  almost  expected  the  image  Avould  move,  or  speak, 
in  greeting  or  in  reprehension  of  the  young  votary,  and  the  silence; 
Avas  becoming  almost  oppressive Avhen  thegirl’s  lips  moved :  “Mother,” 
she  cried,  in  her  Ioav  musical  voice — “Mother!  O  Holy  klothcr! 
Tara  is  here  before  thee.  What  Avouldst  thou  of  her  ?  ”  And  she 
leant  fovAvard,  SAvinging  her  body  to  and  fro  restlessly,  and  stretch¬ 
ing  forth  her  hands.  “  Mother,  take  me  or  leave  me,  but  do  not  cast 
me  aAvay  I  ”  She  could  only  repeat  this  simple  prayer,  for  the  yearn¬ 
ing  at  her  heart  could  find  no  other  Avords ;  but  her  bosom  heaved 
as  though  it  Avould  burst  the  bodice,  and  her  hands  and  arms,  Avith 
her  whole  frame,  trembled  violently. 

“  She  is  possessed,  brother,”  said  another  priest  to  her  father. 
“  What  hath  come  to  her  ?  When  did  this  happen  ?  ” 

“  Peace,”  said  the  father,  in  a  hoai’se  Avhisper ;  “  disturb  her  not ; 
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let  wliat  will  happen,  even  if  she  die.  She  is  in  hands  more  powerful 
than  ours,  and  we  are  helpless.  O  Tara,  my  ehild  !  my  ehild !  ” 

“  Mother,  dost  thou  hear  ?  I  will  do  thy  bidding,”  again  murmm’ed 
the  girl.  “  Come,  come  !  as  thou  wast  in  my  dream.  So  come  to 
Tara !  Ah,  yes,  she  comes  to  me !  Yes,  Holy  Mother,  I  am  with  thee 
and,  stretching  forth  her  arms,  she  sank  down  on  her  faee,  shuddering. 

“  She  is  dying  ;  my  child!  my  pearl !  ”  cried  her  mother,  frantieally, 
who  had  been  with  difficulty  restrained  and  who  rushed  forward. 
“  Will  none  of  ye  help  ?  ” 

“  Touch  her  not,  Annnda,”  exelaimed  her  husband,  holding  her 
back ;  “  this  brooks  no  interference.  Let  her  lie  and  do  as  the  Mother 
would  wish  her;  this  will  pass  away.”  So  they  gathered  round  Tara 
and  watched  her.  She  was  tranquil  now,  not  shuddering :  the  fair 
round  arms  were  stretched  out  towards  the  shrine,  and  the  light 
fell  on  the  rippled  glossy  hair,  which  had  escaped  from  the  knot 
behind,  and  hung  over  her  face  and  neck,  shrouding  them  in  its 
heavy  waves. 

“  Let  us  chant  the  hymn  to  the  praise  of  Doorga,”  said  the  old 
Pundit  who  had  before  spoken ;  “  brothers,  this  is  no  ordinary  occur¬ 
rence.  Many  come  and  feign  the  divine  afflatus,  but  there  hath  been 
nothing  so  strange  as  this  in  my  memory ;  ”  and,  striking  a  few 
chords  on  the  vina  he  held  in  his  hand,  the  hymn — a  strange  wild 
cadence — was  begun.  The  sound  filled  the  vaulted  chamber,  and  was 
taken  up  by  those  outside,  who  crowded  the  entrance.  Still  she 
moved  not,  but  lay  tranquilly ;  the  full  chorus  of  the  men’s  voices 
and  the  clashing  of  the  cymbals  were  not  apparently  heeded  by  her. 
As  it  died  away,  there  was  a  faint  movement  of  the  arms,  and 
gradually  she  raised  herself  to  her  knees,  tossed  back  the  hair  from 
her  face  and  neck,  which  fell  over  her  shoulders  and  back,  and 
looked  around  her  wildly  for  a  moment ;  then,  seeing  her  mother, 
she  leaned  towards  her  as  she  advanced,  and,  stretching  forth  her 
arms  and  clasping  her  knees,  hid  her  face  in  her  garment,  and  sobbed 
convulsively. 

“  My  child,  I  am  here  ;  I  am  with  thee,”  said  Annnda,  supporting 
her,  and  herself  sobbing  hysterically.  “  Speak  I  what  is  it  ?  What 
hast  thou  seen  ?  My  daughter,  my  sweet  one,  O  speak  to  us  !” 

“Water,  mother,  water!  my  throat  is  parched!  I  cannot  speak. 
Is  she  gone  ?” 

“  Who,  Tai’a  ?  ” 

“  The  Holy  Mother ;  she  was  with  me — she  entered  into  me. 
O  mother,  what  can  I  do  ?  Where  am  I  ?  ” 

“  Here  is  water  for  thee,  Tara ;  drink.” 

She  tried  to  do  so,  but  gasped  at  every  attempt;  at  last  she 
swallowed  a  little,  and  was  relieved.  “  She  was  not  angry,  mother,” 
she  said,  smiling.  “  Did  you  not  hear  her  speak  ?  What  did  T 
answer?” 
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“JS’o,  mj  cliild,”  said  her  father;  “thou  wert  silent,  and  we 
feared  the  goddess  had  taken  thy  spirit ;  but  thou  livest,  and  we  are 
grateful.” 

Tara  turned  to  her  father  with  an  imploring  look  for  silence,  and 
again,  but  noiv  calmly,  prostrated  herself  before  the  image,  while 
tlie  brilliant  ruby  eyes  s-eemed,  to  those  who  beheld  them,  to  glow 
brightly  through  the  smoke  of  the  incense. 

Koly  Mother  of  the  gods,”  she  said,  in  a  low  voice  of  prayer, 

1  am  thy  slave.  I  fear  thee  no  longer.  Blessed  ]\Iother,  I  will  love 
thee,  who  art  kind  to  Tara.  .  .  .  Hero  ivill  I  live  and  die  with 
thee  according  to  thy  word.”  Then  she  arose  and  continued  to  him : 

Come,  father;  behold,  I  am  calm  now.” 

“  She  is  accepted,  brethren,”  said  the  old  priest,  turnincr  to  the 
others ;  “  let  us  do  her  honour.  With  no  life  for  the  world,  let  her 
widowhood  remain  in  the  Mother’s  keeping:  she  has  chosen  her  ‘let 
no  man  gainsay  it.  Come,  daughter,  let  me  mark  thee  as  she  would 
have  it  done ;  and,  entering  the  shrine,  he  took  several  of  the  gar- 
lands  from  the  neck  of  the  image,  and  a  small  vessel  containino- 
water  in  which  were  the  leaves  of  the  sacred  Toolsee ;  dipping  his 
huger  into  which,  he  marked  her  gently  on  the  forehead,  sprinWincr 
some  on  her  head,  on  which  he  placed  his  hands  as  he  said  the 
incantation  which  denoted  the  presence  of  the  divinity.  Then  he 
hung  the  garlands  about  her  neck,  and  the  fragrant  red  powder  of 
the  morning  sacrifice  being  handed  to  him,  he  drew  some  gently 
across  her  forehead  and  bade  her  stand  up. 

Jey  Toolja  !  ”  “  Victory  to  Toolja !  ”  was  shouted  by  the  atten- 

dant  priests  and  worshippers.  “  Victory  to  the  Holy  Mother '  ” 

Victory  to  her  votary !  ”  “  Let  us  take  her  in  procession !  ”  “  Let 

us  go  with  her !  cried  all  around. 

Ah  no,  friends,”  said  the  girl,  rising  modestly;  “ye  see  but  a 
poor  helpless  child  who  was  in  grief,  and  whom  the  Mother  has  com- 
orted.  Leave  me  .  let  me  go  !  I  would  go  home.  Mother,  take 
me  away  !  Father,  do  thou  come  with  me !  ” 

It  may  not  be,  daughter,”  said  the  old  priest,  kindly ;  “  we  must 
neglect  nothing,  else  it  were  dangerous  for  thee  and  for  us.  Brino- 
a  palkee  he  shouted  to  the  attendant  priests,  “and  get  the  musi? 
ready,  and  flowers  too,  and  offerings  for  the  Pap-nus.  Yes,  brother  ” 
10  continned  to  her  fathe.-,  “  for  once  I  nsnrp  thy  office ;  thou 
knowest  what  is  needed.  Come,  let  us  not  delay.” 

Tara  looked  imploringly  at  her  father;  she  would  fain  have 
escaped  the  public  procession  if  she  could.  She  only  wanted  now  to 
get  kome  unperceived,  and  to  hide  herself  in  her  chamber.  What 
nad  she  done  to  be  so  honoured — to  be  so  noticed  ? 

“It  must  be,  my  child,”  he  snid;  “this  cannot  be  bogc.n  and 

thc^’^'^Come ! "  '^ith 


Tara  yielded :  she  beui  reverently  before  the  old  priest,  and  touched 
his  feet,  then  her  father’s,  and  going  round  the  Bmhinuns  assembled 
she  did  the  same ;  last  of  all  her  mother’s,  who  was  sobbing,  yet  not 
in  sorrow.  “  Come,”  she  said,  1  am  ready ;  do  with  me  as  ye  list. 
Ye  are  my  elders,  and  1  obey.” 


CHAPTER  IV. 

So  they  led  Tara  forth  and  placed  her  in  the  open  palahheen,  and,  as 
they  decked  her  "with  flowers,  and  sti'ewcd  garlands  over  its  canopy, 
the  temple  music  struck  up  a  joyous  marriage  measure.  Then,  as 
the  bearers  moved  gently  forward,  her  father  and  mother  holding  the 
sides  of  the  Jitter,  the  priests  arranged  themselves  on  all  sides  of  it, 
and  began  another  solemn  chant  of  victory  to  the  goddess. 

By  this  time,  news  of  the  event  had  passed  on  into  the  town,  and 
it  was  the  hour  when  all  the  people  were  astir.  Men  and  women, 
collected  in  groups,  heard  strange  tales  of  how  the  goddess  had  ap¬ 
peared  to  Tara  and  taken  her  away  to  heaven ;  again,  that  she  had 
died  before  the  shrine,  and  they  were  bringing  away  her  body.  The 
general  conviction  was,  that  she  had  died,  and  many  women,  collected 
in  knots,  were  Aveepiug  bitterly  and  beating  their  breasts.  But  as 
the  temple  trumpets  and  conchs  bleAv  a  sudden  and  quivering  blast, 
and  the  glad  music  was  heard  with  the  chant,  now  rising,  now  falling, 
as  the  procession  slowly  ascended  the  steps,  and  traversed  the  court, — 
and  at  last,  as  it  emerged  from  the  gateway  and  entci*ed  the  broad 
street  which  led  to  the  centre  of  the  toAvn, — the  popular  enthusiasm 
knew  no  bounds.  “  Jey  Toolja !  ”  “  Jey  Kaleo  !  ”  “  Borne !  Borne !  ” 
the  cries  of  victory — were  taken  up  from  those  wbo  led  the  proces¬ 
sion,  leaping  and  shouting.  Many  ran  for  incense  or  for  garlands : 
men  and  women  thronged  from  street  and  alley  and  joined  the  pro¬ 
cession  as  it  moved  up  ;  otheis  stood  upon  thetcri’accs  of  their  houses 
and  waved  garments  or  handkerchiefs,  or  hxing  out  cloths  from  the 
balconies  and  windows.  “Jey  Toolja  !  ”  “  Jey  Bhowani !  ”  shouted 
all  Avho  came.  Pilgrims  from  the  Ganges,  Sunniasis  holding  aloft 
their  withered  arms ;  Gosaees  with  their  orange  clothes  and  matted 
locks,  strange,  Avild,  eerie  folk, — issued  from  archAvays  Avhere  they 
had  slept,  or  vaults  Avhere  they  had  lodged ;  and  still  the  croAvd 
swelled,  and  the  shouting,  and  through  all,  and  over  all,  the  solemn 
chant  and  the  hoarse  and  shrill  quivering  notes  of  the  trumpets. 

Few  knew  why  this  Avas,  but  the  procession  advanced  oxit  of  the 
temple  gate,  so  it  belonged  to  it ;  and  as  the  girl  passed,  seated  calmly 
now  in  her  litter,  floAA^ers  were  cast  on  her,  incense  aa’SS  burned 
before  her,  and  fragrant  powder  throAvn  over  her,  Avith  blessings. 
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Her  old  friends,  the  flower- sellers,  emptied  their  morning  baskets  of 
jessamine  over  her,  and  tonehed  her  feet  reverentially ;  and  the  old 
confectioner,  who  had  always  kept,  a  sweet  morsel  for  his  young 
friend,  threw  showers  of  comfits  ujion  her  litter,  and  in  his  excite¬ 
ment  generously  flung  the  contents  of  his  baskets  among  the  crowd. 

So  they  passed  on,  through  the  eastern  gate,  and  over  the  plain 
which  led  to  the  Pap-nas  temple,  and  the  sun  was  now  rising  over 
the  distant  purple  hills  in  great  glory  among  gorgeous  golden  clouds. 
As  the  first  beams  fell  upon  the  procession,  the  priests  changed  their 
hymn  to  that  in  adoration  of  the  Sun,  from  the  Vedas,  which  we 
adopt  from  a  free  translation : — 

“  Risen  in  majestic  blaze, 

Lo,  the  Universe’s  eye, 

Vast  and  wondrous  host  of  rays, 

Shineth  brightly  in  the  sky. 

•  •  •  •  9 

^  See,  he  followeth  the  Dawn, 

Brilliant  in  the  path  above, 

As  a  youth  by  beauty  drawn 
Seeks  the  maiden  of  his  love. 

“  Hear  us,  O  ye  gods,  this  day  ! 

Hear  us  graciously,  we  pray  ; 

As  the  Sun  his  state  begins, 

Free  us  from  all  heinous  sins. 

“  ilitra,  Varun,  Aditi — 

Hear,  0  hear  us  graciously ! 

Powers  of  Ocean,  Earth,  and  Air, 

Listen,  listen,  to  our  prayer.”* 

And  the  people  still  shouted  the  cry  of  the  goddess,  or  joined  in  the 
hymn  of  the  priests,  till  the  small  temple  was  reached. 

The  ceremonies  there  were  brief  and  simple.  Tara  bathed  in  the 
sin-cleansing  basin,  but  she  would  not  change  her  wet  garments,  still 
resisting  h^  mother.  Once  more  were  holy  texts  and  incantations 
said  over  her  by  all  the  priests  collectively  ;  and  for  the  last  time  they 
led  her  round  and  round  the  little  shrine  and  court  of  the  spring, 
chanting  a  hymn  of  praise ;  her  father  leading,  but  submitting  to  the 
old  priest  who  has  already  been  mentioned.  It  was  finished,  and 
her  new  life  began.  The  excitement  which  had  possessed  her  and 
carried  her  on  was  already  passing  away,  and  giving  place  to  a  sick 
weariness  and  irrepressible  languor,  which  not  only  her  face  but  her 
limbs  expressed. 

“  She  will  need  careful  tending  for  a  long  time,  brother,”  said  the 
old  priest  to  her  father.  “  Give  her  a  cooling  drink  of  toolsee  and 

*  “  Specimens  of  Old  Indian  Poetry,  translated  from  the  original  Sanskrit.” 
By  R.  T.  H.  Griffith,  A.M. 
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tamarinds,  sweetened  with  honey  ;  put  her  into  dry  clothes,  and  let 
her  rest  quietly ;  she  may  not  even  speak  for  many  days ;  for  so  I 
have  known  it.  Let  us,  take  her  home.” 

“  I  am  thankful  to  ye  all,  friends  and  brethren,”  said  the  Shastrcc, 
much  affected.  “  This  manifestation  hath  filled  me  with  many  cares, 
for  we  -vTCre-upt  votaries  of  the  goddess.  Now  she  hath  come  into  the 
house,  and  the  service  she  exacts  is  rigid,  yet  we  will  obey  and  do 
her  will.  If  ye  will  depart  and  leave  us,  take  my  blessing.” 

“  Nay,  say  not  so,”  cried  all  who  were  near.  “  Let  us  take  her 
home  ;  and  in  honour  and  duty  let  this  rite  be  finished.”  So  the  pro¬ 
cession  was  again  formed,  and  in  the  same  order  that  it  had  reached 
the  temple,  it  again  returned  to  the  town-gate,  and  wound  through 
the  streets,  thronged  with  curious  gazers,  to  the  door  of  the  Shastree’s 
dwelling,  where  the  priest  and  Brahmuns  were  dismissed  with  thanks 
and  those  only  remained  who  were  specially  bidden  to  do  so. 

Tara’s  exhaustion  had  been  increasing  since  the  ceremony  was  con¬ 
cluded  ;  and  the  wet  garments  about  her,  which  had  not  been  felt 
while  the  excitement  lasted,  now  struck  a  chill  into  her  which  even 
dry  clothes,  cast  over  her  by  her  mother,  did  not  remove.  She  could 
not  speak,  and  could  hardly  move  from  the  litter  as  it  was  set  dowm ; 
and  when,  supported  by  her  mother  and  the  servants,  she  reached 
the  inner  apartment,  she  sank  helplessly  in  her  mother’s  arms.  But 
she  was  now  in  gentle,  careful  hands,  and  at  rest ;  and  though  she 
did  not  speak  as  yet,  her  grateful  looks  ere  long  expressed  all  the 
consciousness  her  mother  longed  to  see. 

She  had  ever  after  only  a  confused  recollection  of  what  had  oc¬ 
curred  ;  and  even  as  they  came  home  there  was  a  vacancy  in  her 
look  which  had  seriously  alarmed  her  parents.  Her  father  could 
remember  many  such  votaries,  in  w'hom  the  light  of  reason  had  been 
utterly  quenched,  and  he  trembled  for  his  daughter.  We  can  account 
for  the  occurrence  by  rational  causes :  a  long-continued  mental  ex¬ 
citement  and  suppressed  care  brought  on  by  the  nature  of  her  own 
belief  in,  to  her,  that  goddess  of  dread  power,  yet  of  sympathy  with 
human  requirements, — and  its  hysterical  effect ;  but  to*  her  father, 
and  more  so  to  her  mother,  as  also  to  all  the  priests  of  the  temple  and 
people  of  the  town,  it  was  a  manifestation  of  the  divine  interest,  and 
a  claiming  of  the  girl  for  her  own  peculiar  service. 

We  will  not  follow  the  conference  between  the  Shastree  and  his 
friends,  which  related  to  ceremonies  to  be  perfoimicd  and  sacrifices 
to  bo  offered :  nothing  must  be  neglected.  One  of  them  was  the 
I’csident  agent  of  the  spix’itual  prince  before  alluded  to,  who  had  only 
a  few  days  before  delivered  the  friendly  warning,  now  unneeded. 
“  The  Mother  hath  settled  this  matter  herself,  friends,”  ho  said, 
“  and  no  one  can  resist  it ;  we  will  write  collectively  to  the  ‘  Swami,’ 
and  tell  him  of  it;  ho,  too,  will  be  assured  that  this  divine  favour  is 
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the  result  of  Vyas  Shastree’s  piety,  and  his  daughter’s  devotion  to 
religious  rites;  better  this  than  worldly  allurements  and  ties,  sweet  as* 
they  are.” 

There  was  no  dissentient  voice.  Nor  in  the  town,  nor  among  th?. 
caste,  could  any  one  impugn  the  act.  It  had  been  involuntary  and 
public.  Thousands  had  witnessed  it,  and  they  bore  testimony  of  the 
holy  fervour  which  had  animated  all  who  accompanied  Tara  from  the 
temple.  All  seemed  to  have  caught  a  portion  of  the  divine  manifesto 
tion  and  enthusiasm. 

So  every  one  said  that  the  beautiful  daughter  of  Vyas  Shastrec 
had  become  a  Moorlee  or  priestess  of  the  temple,  and  that  the  goddess 
herself  had  called  her  from  her  disgrace  of  widowhood  to  the  glory 
of  her  own  service.  Was  not  this  better  than  worldly  ties  ?  Now 
she  was  free ! 

Did  Tara  think  so  ?  It  was  many  weeks  ere  the  feverish  excitement 
passed  away,  during  which  the  loving  eyes  glowed  with  unnatural 
lustre,  and  a  fierce  fire  seemed  to  possess  her.  It  was  to  be  expected  ; 
and  she  had  skilful  and  tender  attendance.  With  perfect  rest  and 
quiet,  and  simple  remedies,  it  would  pass  away,  they  said,  and  it  did 
so  gradually,  and  Tara  arose  weaker,  but  calm.  By-and-by  she  would 
be  allowed  to  make  her  sacrificial  offerings,  but  not  yet;  and  till 
then  her  beloved  books,  the  household  worship,  and  occupation,  were 
enough  to  occupy  her. 

“  Time  enough,”  said  the  old  Pundit,  who  frequently  visited  her 
and  had  become  interested  in  her,  “with  a  life  of  seiwice  to  be  done. 
When  you  are  strong  you  shall  come  to  us,  but  not  till  then.” 

Was  Tara  satisfied  ?  If  the  dread  of  her  shame  had  been  removed, 
the  void  in  her  heart  had  not  as  yet  been  filled  ;  but  the  new  life  had 
to  begin,  and  she  would  do  her  best,  and  so  she  comforted  herself. 

Were  others  satisfied  ?  Yes.  As  we  have  said,  most  who  knew  her 
envied  her  lot,  hut  some  sneered,  and  already  shook  their  heads. 

One  man  had  looked  at  the  distraught  girl,  as  she  was  placed  in 
the  litter  and  covered  with  garlands,  who  was  satisfied,  yet  not  as  the 
rest.  More  beautiful  in  the  unconsciousness  of  her  excitement  than 
he  had  ever  seen  her  before, — far  more  so,  to  his  sight,  than  she  had 
ever  appeared  while  ordinarily  attending  the  temple  worship  with 
her  mother,  and  where  he  ha^  watched  her  for  months  past,  Moro 
Trimmul  had  joined  the  throng  in  order  to  observe  her  better. 
Being  a  Brahmun,  he  had  closed  up  to  the  edge  of  the  litter  bare¬ 
headed  and  unnoticed,  singing  the  hymns  as  one  of  the  attendant 
priests,  and  had  thus  been  able  to  accompany  the  procession,  gloating 
UJ12P  the  girl’s  loveliness  with  an  unholy  desire.  As  the  litter  was 
taken  up  he  fell  out  of  the  procession,  and,  watching  it  depart,  sat 
down  alone  on  the  edge  of  the  cliff  looking  over  the  plain,  and  by 
the  side  of  the  small^tream  which,  issuing  from  the  Pap-nas  temple. 
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fell  down  the  face  of  the  rock  in  a  sheet  of  foam.  A  girl’s  voice 
aroused  him  from  a  reverie  which  we  dare  not  follow. 

“  So  the  Pundit  is  not  dancing  back  to  the  town  as  he  came  out, 
before  the  new  Moorlee,”  she  said  irouicallj. 

“  Nor  thou  either,  Gunga.  Post  thou  not  welcome  a  new 
priestess  ?  ” 

“  I  marvel  at  it,”  she  continued,  with  a  sneer  ;  “  thou  wast  looking 
enough  at  her.  I  dance  before  her  ?  When  she  dances  with  us 
before  the  Mother,  then  she  will  be  a  true  Moorlee— not  else.  Now 
I  hate  her  ;  I  shall  always  hate  her.” 

“  Ah !  she  will  never  join  ye,”  he  returned;  “  she  is  of  another  sort 
than  the  rest  of  ye  :  Gunga,  thou  art  jealous  of  her  beauty,  girl.” 

“  By  the  Holy  Mother,  shr  .shall  not  remain  so,  Moro  Trimmul. 
She — a  wddow — to  think  of  St-^ing  herself  above  us  !  That  cat-faced 
girl !  If  she  has  chosen  to  serve  the  Mother  she  must  obey  her  rules, 
and  be  one  of  us.  Think  ye  we  will  let  her  come  there  unless  she 
is  ?  ” 

The  Brahmun  shook  his  head.  “I  was  thinking  about  her,”  he 
said,  absently. 

The  girl  sighed.  “  I  thought  so,”  she  replied,  “  and  thou  wilt  love 
me  no  more— no  more  now.  Is  it  not  so  ?  say  it,  if  it  is  to  be  so.” 

“Love  thee!  ”  returned  the  man,  bitterly — “yes,  as  thou  canst  be 
loved — by  gold.  Hark  ye,  Gunga,  make  her  as  thou  art ;  get  her 
into  niy  power,  and  I  will  give  thee  a  waistbelt  of  gold.” 

“  As  heavy  as  hers  ?”  cried  the  girl,  excitedly. 

“  Thou  shalt  weigh  the  one  against  the  other  and  thine  shalt  turn 
the  scale — will  that  content  thee  ?” 

“  Wilt  thou  ? — shall  it  ?  Swear  on  my  neck  and  my  feet  to  give 
this,  and  I  will  do  thy  will.  Yes,  to  humble  her  pride  and  her 
father’s — %yho  drove  me  from  the  temple  one  day,  and  I  have  hated 
him  ever  since.  I  shall  hate  thee  too,  afterw’^ards ;  yet  I  will  do  it,” 
cried  the  girl,  excitedly,  clapping  her  hands— “yet  I  will  do  it.” 

I  swear,  said  the  man,  touching  her  neck.  “  Come  and  sit  here 
by  me.  She  did  so,  but  neither  spoke  for  some  time. 

Thou  hast  a  sister,  Moro  Pundit,  and  she  is  beautiful.  She 
ought  to  have  been  married  ere  this.  A  little  more  time,  and  can  i^ 
bo  done  ?”  she  said,  breaking  the  silence. 

The  Brahmun  winced.  “  She  was  betrothed  once,”  he  said,  “  but 
the  man  died.” 

Perhaps  she  was  maiTled,”  continued  the  girl,  with  a  sneer,  “  and 
she  IS  as  Tara  Bye,  or  worse.  Is  it  not  so  ?  ” 

“No  !  by  the  Holy  Mother,  no  I  ”  cried  the  Pundit,  sharply,  and 
with  flashing  eyes.  “  Breathe  such  a  thing  and  I  will  have  thy  life. 
Beware  what  thou  sayest,  even  to  me!  A  w'ord  more,  and  I  flincr 
thee  down  the  precipice  !  ”  ° 
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“0,  I  fear  not  for  my  life,”  said  the  girl,  carelessly,  “  the  Mother 
takes  care  of  that,  and  I  ■will  say  nothing,  lest  I  should  lose  my 
pretty  gold  zone.  But  what  of  thy  sister  ?  The  Shasti’ce  wants  a 
new  wife,  we  hear  ;  Anunda  Bye  wants  a  son  to  cheer  her  and  him, 
and  why  should  not  thy  sister  be  taken  there  ?  If  I  do  not  err,  she 
can  have  her  chance.  She  is  of  a  good,  age — why  not  ?  Could  she 
understand  what  to  do  ?  Could  she  be  taught  ?” 

“  Ah !  ”  said  the  Pundit,  abstractedly,  “  I  had  thought  of  it  too,  but 
it  seemed  impossible.  I  do  not  know  him — yes — if - ” 

“  If  ? — why  if  ?  Art  thou  afraid  ?  The  girl  is  here — let  me  see 
her  and  know  her,  and  leave  the  rest  to  us.” 

“Gunga,”  said  the  Brahmun,  after  a  pause.  “If  thou  canst 
bring  this  about — if  thou  canst  get  mo  speech  of  this  Shastree - ” 

“  Let  me  speak  to  the  girl  first.  ‘  Radha,’  that  is  her  name,  is  it 
not  ?  Let  me  see  if  she  is  resolute  and  as  I  hear  of  her.  If  she  be, 
she  shall  have  her  desire ;  thou  shalt  have  thine  ;  and  I — ah,  yes !  I 
will  have  more  gold.  Yes,”  she  cried,  clapping  her  hands  again, 
“  more  gold  !  I  ivill  have  gold  anklets,  like  Tara’s.  Why  should 
she  wear  gold  anklets  and  mine  be  only  silver  ?  Wilt  thou  give 
them  ? — all  I  can  hope,  now  she  hath  taken  thy  love  from  me - ” 

“When  my  sister  is  Vyas  Shastree’s  wife  thou  mayst  have  what 
thou  wilt,  Gunga.  I  swear  it  to  thee  on  thy  neck  and  feet.  Art 
thou  content  ?  Yes,  thou  shalt  see  her  now.  Manage  the  matter  as 
ye  will,  women’s  wits  are  sharper  than  mine,  Kow  follow  me  un¬ 
observed,”  he  said,  rising. 

“Once  more,  Moro  Pundit,”  continued  Gunga,  “tell  me  if  the 
marriage  can  be  performed  now  ?  Is  there  a  fitting  conjunction  of 
planets  ? — within  a  month  ?  ” 

“  Yes ;  till  the  Now  Ratree  ;  after  that  not  for  a  long  time.” 

“Enough  to  do,  enough  to  do,  in  the  time,”  muttered  the  girl  to 
herself.  “  Hast  thou  any  women  with  thee — any  relations  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  her  mother’s  sister — a  widow;  no  more.  Our  mother  is 
dead,  my  father  is  dead,  and  there  are  only  ourselves  left  of  a  largo 
family.” 

“  Then  the  Shastree  will  like  the  connection  all  the  better,  and — 
ye  are  rich,  they  say.  Yes,  I  will  bring  the  widow  and  Anunda  to¬ 
gether.” 

“  We  have  enough.  In  that  respect  I  can  satisfy  the  Shastree  fully.” 

“Ah!  he  will  ask  no  questions.  His  wife  is  shrewd  and  clever, 
and  will  guide  him,”  she  replied  ;  “  but  he  will  be  careful  about  the 
horoscope  of  thy  sister,  for  he  is  a  great  astrologer.” 

“My  aunt'is  wi.se,  as  you  will  find  when  you  know  her;  and 
as  for  the  rest,  Gunga,  it  is  in  my  hands.  1,  too,  am  an  astrologer 
and  can  cast  Radba’s  nativity  as  I  please.” 

The  girl  laughed  heartily.  “  Yes,  it  Avill  answer.”  she  said.  “  Now 
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go  by  that  path ;  we  must  not  be  seen  together,  I  will  come  to  thee 
before  noon ;  we  have  no  time  to  lose.  Only  remember  thine  oath, 
Moro  Trimmul,  and  beware  how  thou  triest  to  evade  or  debeive  me, 

I  would  not  hurt  thee  willingly  ;  and  for  the  sake  of -  No  matter 

now,”  she  continued,  gulping  down. what  was  rising  in  her  throat, 
“no  matter  now.  It  is  gone— I  see  no  more  of  it  in  thine  eyes.” 

^  “  I  am  in  thy  hands,  Gunga,  and  may  be  trusted,”  he  replied;  “nay, 

more,  there  may  be  better  days  for  thee  yet,  girl - ” 

“No— no  more.  No  more  like  the  old  ones,”  she  said,  shaking 
her  head  mournfully.  “  Only  the  gold  now — only  the  gold !  ” 


CHAPTER  V. 

“Yes,  surely  it  is  strange  that  the  two  nativities  should  fit  so 
exactly,’  said  Vyas  Shastree  to  himself,  some  days  after  the  events 
recorded  in  the  last  chapter,  as,  seated  by  himself  upon  his  dais, 
and  having  given  orders  not  to  be  disturbed,  he  appeared  absorbed 
in  a  table  of  nativity  which  lay  before  him ;  “  yes,  it  is  strange  indeed. 
The  date  of  birth,  the  signs  under  which  she  was  born,  and  the  few 
calculations  which  have  been  made  by.  a  master  hand,  all  agree,  as 
they  ought  to  do ;  and  the  result,  as  I  have  worked  it  out,  is  clear 
enough.  This  girl,  born  at  Wye,  an  utter  stranger  to  me  hitherto, 
and  bi’ought  here  by  a  chance  pilgrimage,  is  proposed  for  me ;  and 
Anunda,  Tara,  and  the  old  Josee  will  have  it  so.  Yes,  it  is  a  curious 
coincidence  indeed ;  but  let  me  test  these  formulse  again  ;  there  may 
be  error.” 

While  the  Shastree  is  busy  with  some  curiously  abstruse  calcula¬ 
tions  upon  his  own  and  the  other  horoscope  he  is  considering,  we 
must  digress  a  little,  to  show  by  what  steps  Gunga’s  plans,  roughly 
shadowed  out  to  Moro  Trimmul,  as  we  have  recorded,  were  appa¬ 
rently  fast  approaching  a  satisfactory  completion. 

Negotiations  had  been  satisfactorily  opened  by  Anunda  with  Sukya 
Bye,  the  aunt  of  Moro  Trimmul.  This  lady  had,  indeed,  already 
become  a  great  favourite  with  Anunda  and  Tara,  and  she  had  been 
guided  in  her  intercourse  with  them  by  the  directions  of  Gunga. 
Eventually,  the  question  of  marriage,  or  otherwise,  having  passed 
the  ladies  favourably,  rested  with  the  Shastree  himself. 

The  contrivances  by  which  this  result  had  been  brought  about  were 
apparently  too  sin  ole  to  cause  suspicion.  Yet  they  had  been  produced 
by  carefully  designed  arrangement.  It  was  first  of  all  necessary  to 
get  Sukya  Bye  and  Anunda  acquainted,  and  this  was  brought  about 
at  the  temple  on  the  night  of  the  ceremonies  of  the  last  full  moon, 
liie  wife  of  the  chief  priest  had  the  power  to  render  the  perform-' 
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ance  of  the  necessary  worship  convenient  to  any  one  she  pleased. 
She  could  direct  special  attendance  by  assistant  priests  on  her 
friends,  and  could  reserve  seats  for  them,  on  which  they  could  see 
and  hear  to  the  best  advantage.  So  as  Sukya  Bye,  whose  figure 
and  dress  bespoke  her  rank  and  respectability,  was  apparently  vainly 
endeavouring  to  reach  the  shrine  to  make  her  offerings  with  other 
women, — Gunga,  seeing  her  hustled  and  pushed  about,  assisted  her 
as  far  as  possible ;  and,  feigning  to  be  unable  to  do  more,  appealed 
to  Anunda,  who  had  herself  noticed  the  old  lady’s  struggles,  for 
assistance  to  her. 

Sukya  Bye  "was  one  with  whom  it  was  no  degradation  to  be  seen  asso¬ 
ciating.  Her  tall  figure,  dressed  in  the  richest  of  plain  silk  garments, 
and  the  heavy  gold  rings  she  wore  round  her  arms,  wrists,  and 
ankles,  betokened  wealth,  as  did  her  shaved  head  that  she  was  a 
widow ;  and  the  stout  Mahratta  serving- men,  who,  armed  with  sword 
and  buckler,  attended  her,  proved  that  she  was  of  some  rank,  certainly 
of  very  respectable  position. 

Gunga  had  left  her  under  Anunda’s  care,  and  ere  the  ceremony 
was  concluded  the  ladies  had  become  excellent  friends,  -  It  will  be 
remembered  that  Anunda  herself  was  from  the  ■western  provinces  of 
the  Dekhan,  and  the  dialect  and  intonation  of  the  lady  Sukya  sounded 
pleasantly  in  her  ears.  Questions  were  asked,  some  mutual  acquaint¬ 
ances  discovered,  and  a  visit  by  Anunda  soon  followed. 

Moro  Triminul,  his  aunt,  and  sister,  lived  or  lodged  but  a  short  dis¬ 
tance  from  the  Shastree,  and  it  soon  came  to  pass  that  the  ladies 
visited  each  other  frequently.  Sukya  had  a  point  to  gain,  so  had  her 
niece  Radha,  and  both  worked  in  concert  with  the  girl  Gunga,  to 
whom  whatever  happened  was  related.  Her  fresh  instructions  from 
day  to  day  guided  them  perfectly,  not  only  to  gaining  the  good  will 
of  mother  and  daughter,  but  of  establishing  a  more  affectionate  in¬ 
terest  in  their  concerns  than  would  othersvise  have  arisen  out  of  a 
common  acquaintance. 

Sukya,  proud  of  her  own  birth  and  connectioiis,  found  Anunda 
perfectly  in  accord  with  herself  on  that  subject.  She  saw  the  wealth 
tnd  comfort  of  the  house,  she  led  Anunda  to  detail  their  domestic 
fares,  and  offered  her  sympathy,  which  was  accepted.  “  Ah,  yes,  if 
the  Shastree  would  only  many  again  !  ”  said  Anunda  to  her  in  con¬ 
fidence,  “and  there  should  be  a  son  boim,  they  would  take  him  to 
Benares  and  devote  him  to  Siva.  They  had  wealth ;  yet  without 
this  it  was  a  weight  and  a  care  to  them,  which  increased  rather 
than  diminished.” 

During  these  visits  of  confidence  between  the  elders,  Tara  and 
Radha  had  their  own  pleasant  time  too,  and  Tara’s  trustful  nature  was 
easily  won  by  the  other.  Radha  was  ignorant,  it  was  true,  but  she 
was  to  all  appearance  open-hearted  and  simple,  and  she  soon  learned 
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to  feign  that  reverential  yet  intimate  association  with  the  beautiful 
widow  and  her  mother,  which  Gunga  counselled,  and  which  was 
indeed  necessary  to  the  success  of  the  whole  scheme. 

For  some  days  Anunda  made  no  communication  to  Sukya  Bye  of 
the  subject  nearest  her  heart ;  but  as  she  saw  the  intimacy  of  the 
two  girls  increase,  and  that  the  intercourse  had  served  to  tui-n  Tara’s 
thoughts  into  new  channels,  and  also  that  she  herself,  as  she  gradu¬ 
ally  gained  strength,  always  found  some  pretext  for  a  daily  visit  to 
her  young  friend,  the  thought  gradually  pressed  the  more  upon  her 
mind,  that  here  was  a  connection  which  was  most  desirable  for  her 
husband  ;  and,  finally,  the  question  alone  remained,  whether  Radha’s 
family  would  consent. 

Tara  had  no  objection  either.  Indeed,  from  the  first  sight  of  Radha’s 
present  extreme  beauty,  and  promise  of  its  development — from  her 
respectful,  nay  reverential,  demeanour  to  her  mother,  and  her  ap¬ 
parently  loving  trustfulness  of  herself — she,  too,  began  to  think  that 
a  better  selection  could  not  be  made,  if  her  father  were  willing  to 
take  a  second  wife,  than  this  giid.  So  she  grew  to  wish  it. 

Therefore,  with  much  exhortation  to  privacy,  and  in  the  fullest 
assurance  of  confidence,  Anunda  had  ventured  to  ask  Sukya  Bye, 
after  all  reserve  had  been  broken  down,  whether  the  alliance  might  be 
hoped  for.  She  dwelt  at  length  upon  her  husband’s  accompli.shments 
and  his  wealth.  He  was  not  old ;  many  men  married  far  beyond 
his  age.  ’Money  was  no  object — it  could  be  paid  if  necessary ;  and 
she  herself  would  be  as  a  mother,  and  Tara  a  sister,  to  the  new  wife. 
In  short,  Anunda  opened  her  'whole  heart  to  her  new  friend,  and  in 
the  end  found  the  sympathy  she  had  expected.  Yes,  the  more  Sukya 
Bye  considered  the  matter,  the  more,  as  she  told  Anunda,  was  she 
convinced  it  would  be  an  admirable  arrangement.  Radha  had  once 
been  betrothed  as  a  mere  child ;  the  person  had  died  lately,  else 
they  were  to  have  been  married  this  year.  Delay  had  occuri'ed  be¬ 
cause  the  intended  husband  was  poor.  He  had  not  sufficient  to  pay 
the  expenses  of  the  ceremonies.  .  Then  Radha’s  father  had  died,  then 
her  mother,  when  Moro  Trimmul  was  as  yet  a  youth.  He  had  made 
no  provision  for  his  sister.  How  could  he  ?  So  she  remained  un¬ 
married.  Another  connection  must  have  been  sought  for  this  year, 
and  Anunda’s  proposal  was  admirably  timed. 

Now,  all  this  was  true  enough  in  some  respects,  but  not  entirely. 
It  was  enough,  however,  for  two  persons  to  believe,  whose  affections 
were  already  enlisted  in  the  progress  of  the  matter ;  and  such  in¬ 
quiries  as  they  could  make  from  people  who  knew  Wye,  confirmed 
Avhat  had  been  told  them  by  their  new  acquaintance.  Was  the  girl 
herself  willing  ?  Apparently  she  was.  And  she  received,  with  all 
the  bashfulness  and  interest  necessary  to  the  occasion,  the  proposal 
made  to  her  by  Tara  on  the  part  of  her  mother.  Anunda  had 
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had  her  fears  on  this  subject,  lest  the  young  and  beautiful  girl 
should  refuse  to  ratify  what  her  aunt  had  proposed ;  but  b^ond 
a  natural  shyness  there  seemed  no  objection. 

One  doubt  only  remained, — were  the  horoscopes  of  the  parties  in 
good  accordance  ?  “  Moro  Trimmul,”  Sukya  Bye  said,  “  would  never 
consent  to  give  his  sister  where  the  planets  did  not  provide  good  for¬ 
tune — in  short,  till  he  was  satisfied  there  was  no  ceremonial  objec¬ 
tion  or  direct  hindrance.  And  before  the  proposition  was  made  to 
the  Shastree — before,  in  short,  the  men  were  to  discuss  the  proposed 
arrangement,  Moro  Trimmul  wished  to  see  the  Shastree’s  horoscope, 
in  order  that  the  last  point  of  doubt  should  be  removed.”  He  also 
would  give  his  sister’s  to  the  Shastree,  if  the  proposal  were  to  be  per¬ 
severed  in. 

Very  unsuspectingly,  therefore,  did  Anunda  take  the  scheme  of 
her  husband’s  n^ivity,  his  “  Junum  Putr,”  from  the  casket  in  which 
it  was  kept,  and,  with  many  injunctions  as  to  its  safety,  gave  it  to 
Sukya  Bye.  It  was  not  long  detained ;  and  she  was  gratified  by 
hearing  that  the  Josee,  seated  in  an  adjoining  apartment,  considered  it 
a  most  happy  one.  “Might  he  copy  a  few  portions?  they  had  been, 
so  admirably  calculated.”/  And  the  dame  had  no  objection. 

Certainly  the  plan  had  been  well  laid,  and  as  yet  ■\vell  executed. 
No  very  deep  persuasions  were  necessary  with  these  simple  unsus¬ 
pecting  people.  The  mother  and  daughter  had  yielded  long  ago ; 
and  the  result  of  the  examination  of  the  Shastree’s  Junum  Putr 
had  removed  the  last  obstacle  which  concerned  him.  The  matter,  as 
arranged,  should  be  broken  to  him  that  evening  on  his  return  from 
the  temple.  And  the  lady  Sukya  suggested  that  he  should  examine 
her  niece’s  horoscope  as  corroborative  of  his  own. 

So  Moro  Trimmul  had  that  day  put  the  finishing  touch  to  his 
work.  He  had  been  concealed  when  the  lady  Anunda  brought  the 
paper  we  have  mentioned ;  he  had  rapidly  copied  the  principal  points 
in  the  table,  and  noted  all  the  most  remarkable  of  the  latter  indica¬ 
tions  exhibited ;  and  he  knew  that,  before  evening,  he  could  prepare 
a  corresponding  document  regarding  his  sister,  which  the  Shastree 
himself  could  not  detect.  This  was  a  branch  of  science  which  Moro 
Trimmul  had  studied  deeply;  and  it  was  with  perfect  confidence  that 
he  followed  the  astrological  combinations  relating  to  the  Shastree, 
and  constructed,  yet  not  with  too  minute  detail,  the  table  in  his 
sister’s  name. 

Few  Hindu  parents  care  to  have  the  Junum  Putr,  or  “birth  letter,” 
of  their  daughters  worked  out ;  but  after  Moro  Trimmul  had  cast 
the  tabje  itself  on  an  imaginary  date  of  birth,  two  years  later  than 
the  real  age  of  his  sister,  and  as  if  it  had  been  done  carelessly  and 
then  abandoned,  he  followed  up  several  of  the  formulae  indicated, 
leaving  the  last  incomplete.  He  felt  assured,  therefore,  when  the 
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papw  was  submitted  to  the  Shastree,  that  he  would  himself  can’y 
out  the  last  calculation,  which  had  been  so  arranged  as  to  lead  to 
the  present  time,  and  to  a  combination  with  his  own. 

All  had  been  finished.  The  paper  on  which  it  was  written  was 
new,  but  it  was  not  paper  of  that  part  of  the  country ;  it  was  from 
his  own  district.  An  ornamental  border  was  quickly  drawn  round 
it,  in  red,  black,  and  yellow  lines ;  the  signatures  of  the  witnesses 
to  his  sister’s  original  and  tnTe  Junum  Putr  were  carefully  copied ; 
finally,  the  whole  document  was  held  over  wood-smoke  till  it  was 
of  a  proper  brown  colour,  then  rubbed  and  frayed  at  the  edges,  and 
creased  here  and  there  as  if  it  had  been  often  examined ;  and,  lastly, 
it  was  perfumed  with  camphor  to  remove  the  smell  of  wood-smoke,, 
and  -svith  the  odour  of  benzoin  and  sweet  pastille.  No  one,  vdthout 
much  difficulty,  could  have  detected  the  forgery ;  and,  without  sus¬ 
picion,  the  Shastree  had  set  himself  to  work  out  the  problem  left 
unfinished — the  occupation  which  we  have  already  noted. 

On  leaving  their  friends,  after  this  early  visit,  in  which  the  Junum 
Putr  w'as  taken,  Anunda  and  Tara  had  determined  to  lose  no  further 
time  in  breaking  the  matter  to  the  Shastree.  It  was  a  fortunate  day, 
as  they  had  been  told  by  the  old  astrologer,  the  Shastree’s 'friend, 
whom  they  had  consulted  as  they  went  home ;  whatever  they  did  was 
sure  to  prosper.  The  Shastree  was  in  good  humour  with  himself, 
with  them,  and  with  the  world  generally,  and  for  many  reasons. 
His  greatest  care  about  Tara  had  been  removed.  She  had  been  ac¬ 
cepted  as  a  votary  of  the  goddess,  and  had  already  recovered  from 
her  excitement.  He  had  written  with  others  a  joint  petition  to  the 
“  Swami  ”  on  the  subject,  and  she  had  been  duly  recognized  by  her 
spiritual  prince.  No  fear  of  reproach  now  existed  ;  and  ‘f  the  Shas¬ 
tree  had  at  first  winced  at  the  idea  of  his  daughter  Ijecoming  a 
Moorlee,  a  public  votary  at  the  temple,  the  feeling  was  passing  away. 
The  gods  forbid  she  should  become  as  other  girls,  who  were  de¬ 
voted  to  the  temple  service  !  No ;  she  desired,  to  be  pure,  and  should 
continue  so. 

The  long  and  expensive  journey  to  Nassuk,  or  worse,  to  Benares, 
had  been  saved,  and  half  a  year’s  rent  had  just  come  in  from  his 
estate.  The  crops  "were  fine;  there  v, 'ere  no  remissions  needed ;  prices 
were  high,  and  the  rent  had  been  punctually  paid.  The  produce  of 
the  gardens  and  farms  was  also  good  this  year,  and  the  fees  and 
dues  from  pilgrims  were  abundant.  This  was  a  special  year  for 
pilgrimages  to  the  shrine,  and  full  moon  after  full  moon  the  crowd 
would  increase. 

“  ^yhat  are  we  to  do  with  it  all  ?  ”  Anunda  would  ask,  as  day 
after  day  the  bag  containing  the  Shastree’s  dues  was  brought  from 
the  temple  by  the  attendant  clerk,  or  as  her  husband  gave  over  to 
her  the  liberal  gifts  presented  to  him  by  wealthy  visitors  to  the 
shrine. 
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As  she  asked  this  question  of  him,  the  Shastree  laughed,  and  told 
her  it  must  increase,  for  the  Now  Ratree,  or  nine  nights  of  the  god¬ 
dess,  then  coming  on,  were  attended  by  a  wonderful  conjunction  of 
planets  foreboding  marvellous  events,  and  which  could  not  indeed 
occur  again  in  many  years — indeed,  not  under  less  than  a  cycle. 
There  would  be  thousands  upon  thousands  of  worshippers  there,  and 
the  gain  would  be  enormous.  What,  indeed,  were  they  to  do  with 
it  all  ?  “We  must  spend  it  upon  poor  Brahmuns,  dig  wells  in  desert 
places,  and  give  marriage  portions — all  good  works,  and  pleasing  to 
the  gods :  what  have  Brahmuns  to  do  with  wealth  ?  ”  said  the 
Shastree. 

“  Nay;  but  we  will  have  a  marriage  at  home,”  thought  Anunda ; 
and  from  the  time  the  alliance  was  shaped  into  form  she  began  |o 
hoard  every  rupee  she  could  get.  Never  had  the  gardeners  found  her 
so  active  in  coming  down  to  Sindphul  to  look  after  the  fruit  and 
vegetables  in  the  garden  there.  Never  had  the  sellers  in  the  Bazar 
knoAvn  her  to  be  so  keen  after  the  i^eturns  of  sale.  As  she  said  to 
herself,  if  there  is  a  marriage,  my  lord  shall  have  a  good  one. 

This  very  plethora  of  wealth  brought  about  the  question  with  her 
husband.  “  What  can  we  do  with  it  ?  ”  he  said  one  day,  on  receiving 
an  unusually  large  gift. 

“  Wc  will  marry  you,”  said  the  wife.  “  Tara  and  I  have  determined 
upon  it  in  our  own  minds ;  and  oh,  my  dear  honoured  husband,  you 
are  not  to  object!  We  have  kept  this  from  you  as  yet;  but  if  you 
will  agree,  we  have  found  a  treasure,  a  jewel,  such  as  we  can  give 
to  you,  and  be  proud  and  thankful  to  see  you  wear.” 

There  was  no  circumlocution  in  the  matter.  Anunda,  watching 
her  opportunity,  as  a  wife  best  knows  how  to  do,  had  gone  direct  to 
the  point,  and,,  seconded  by  Tara,  had  smoothed  away  all  difficulties 
and  won  the  victory. 

The  Shastree  made  but  one  condition — that  which  Moro  Trimmul 
had  expected,  and  for  which  he  had  pi’ovided.  “I  care  not  for 
wealth  or  for  beauty,”  he  said  to  his  wife.  “We  are  rich — too  rich ; 
and  thou,  Anunda,  art  more  beautiful  than  ever;  but  the  ‘birth 
letter  ’  must  agcord  ;  and  she  must  be  pure  and  high  in  blood.” 

So  Anunda  had  told  him  that,  as  to  the  first,  she  would  ask  for  the 
“ birth  letter,”  and  hope  it  would  be  good;  as  to  the  second,’ wha'' 
doubt  at  all  ?  She  could  vouch  for  good  birth,  as  good  as  their 
own,  and  for  wealth  if  that  were  needed. 

Now,  therefore,  that  the  matter  all  hinged  upon  the  fitness  or 
otherwise  of  Radha’s  “  birth  letter,”  and  the  last  link  in  Anunda’s 
chain  was  to  be  completec*  or  for  ever  broken,  it  may  be  conceived  that 
she  awaited  her  husband’s  decision  on  the  subject  with  much  anxiety. 
He  had  requested  not  be  dist'  o-vl  d  while  he  made  the  examination. 
So  Anunda  and  Tara  ited  witliin.  The  outer  door  of  the  court 
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had  been  fastened  as  well  as  that  of  the  school,  and  he  was,  as  we 
found  him  at  the  beginning  of  this  chapter,  alone  on  his  dais,  ab¬ 
sorbed  in  the  contents  of  the  document  before  him. 

“  Yes,”  he  said  again  aloud,  “  that  it  is  strangely  coincident,  there 
can  be  no  doubt.  Again  and  again  I  have  checked  these  formulae, 
and  they  are  right,  and  the  abandoned  calculation  leads  direct  into 
my  own.  Ho,  Tara!  Anunda I ”  he  cried,  “bring  my  Junum  Putr, 
quick;  I  need  it.”  And  Anunda  took  it,  and,  laying  it  before  him, 
did  not  venture  to  stay  or  to  speak ;  but  she  saw  by  the  expression 
of  his  face  that  he  was  deeply  interested,  and  she  again  withdrew. 

He  opened  it,  that  strange  shadowing  of  his  life  which,  with  a 
fascination  he  could  not  resist,  he  had  occasionally  examined,  yet 
without  daring  to  pry  into  the  future.  Enough  that  he  could  follow 
the  past  as  nearly  as  might  be  from  the  fallible  nature  of  the  science. 
Now,  he  laid  both  papers  together ;  and  his  eye  passed  from  one  to 
another  rapidly,  as  his  chest  heaved  and  his  pulses  throbbed  with 
an  excitement  to  which  he  had  long  been  a  stranger,  forcing  from 
him  the  exclamations  of  wonder  which  we  have  recorded. 

“  Marvellous  and  mysterious  agents  in  our  existence,”  he  continued, 
“  who  can  withstand  ye  ?  who  can  refuse  your  directions  ?  Here  I 
bow  before  ye,  O  mystic  fates,  lead  me  as  ye  will ;  this  happiness, 
aided  by  these  heavenly  indications,  I  dare  not  resist.  Anunda  I 
Tara !  0  wife  I  0  child  I  ”  he  continued  as  they  entered,  stretching 
out  his  hands  towards  them,  “  be  it  as  ye  will,  beloved  !  ” 

That  was  a  happy  evening  for  the  three.  It  was  not  too  late  to 
ratify  the  act,  and  then  the  preparations  were  soon  made.  A  few 
lumps  of  sugar-candy  and  some  spices  were  placed  on  a  silver  salver, 
and  garlands  of  fresh  flowers  procured  from  the  flower-sellers. 
Anunda  dressed  herself  in  one  of  her  best  suits;  and  Tara  put  on  a 
simple  new  garment  befitting  her  position.  Several  of  the  servants 
-  who  had  suspected  the  matter,  poured  forth  their  congratulations. 
A  marriage,  with  all  the  new  clothes,  and  feasting ;  oh,  it  would  be 
delightful  I  And  now  the  betrothal  sugar  was  to  be  taken,  so  the 
matter  was  decided.  Might  they  accompany  the  lady  ?  Yes,  they 
were  all  to  come,  and  one  was  to  go  and  prepare  the  lady  Sukya ; 
and  so,  finally,  preceded  by  a  pipe  and  tabor,  the  little  procession  went 
forth  into  the  street. 

No  concealment  now.  As  the  neighbours  gathered  at  their  doors 
they  knew  why  the  lady  Anunda  and  Tara  went  forth.  Some  won¬ 
dered,  some  sneered ;  but  the  majority  thought  Anunda  wise.  The 
Shastree  was  to  marry  again,  and  there  might  again  be  a  male  child 
in  the  house. 

The  preparation  by  Sukya  had  been  made,  and  the  girl  Radha, 
dressed  by  her  aunt  and  Gunga,  who  was  there,  in  a  rich  saree  of 
orange  and  gold,  with  wreaths  of  flowers  hanging  about  her,  had 
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been  placed  on  the  dais  in  the  house  where  they  lodged.  She  wore 
heavy  ornaments  of  gold,  and  Anunda  felt  proud  of  her  selection  for 
her  lord,  as  well  for  Radha’s  great  beauty  as  for  the  wealth  of  which 
she  had  evidence.  No,  she  was  no  common  girl.  Here  ■were  no 
crow'ds  of  poor  relations ;  even  money  was  needless ;  but  they  would 
be  too  well  bred  to  refuse  it. 

So  they  were.  The  music  continued  to  play  a  merry  measure 
suited  to  the  ceremony.  The  girl’s  forehead  was  marked  with  the 
sacred  colours  ;  a  fragrant  paste  rubbed  upon  her  hands  and  ai’ms, 
neck  and  bosom,  by  Anunda  and  Tara.  Rice  and  other  grain, 
emblems  of  fertility,  sprinkled  over  her  head,  money  poured  into  her 
lap,  and  sugar  put  into  her  mouth ;  while  the  sacred  hymn  and 
incantation  from  the  Veda  was  chanted  by  Tara  and  her  mother, 
and  joined  in  by  those  who  had  collected  around. 

Then  all  went  into  the  household  temple  of  the  dwelling  and  paid 
their  adoration  to  Bho\^ani  and  Lakshmee,  and  the  rite  was  finished. 
Radha  was  the  betrothed  wife  of  Vyas  Shastree. 

“  Mayst  thou  be  happy,  0  my  sister !  ”  said  Moro  Trimmul,  who, 
though  present,  had  not  interfered  further  than  to  direct  the  cere¬ 
monies.  “  Surely  this  is  a  fortunate  day  for  us  all.  Now  I  go  to 
the  temple  to  lay  my  offerings  before  the  Mother,  and,  with  your 
permission,  lady,  I  will  visit  the  Shastree  to-morrow.  Long  have  I 
desired  to  know  him,  for  the  fame  of  his  learning  has  gone  far  and 
wide ;  but  who  would  make  a  stranger  known  to  him  ?  and  surely  it 
is  providential  that  our  houses  have  thus  been  united.” 

“You  will  be  welcome,  sir,”  said  Anunda,  as  she  rose  to  take  her 
departui*e. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Anl’NDA  was  not  a  person  to  allow  useless  time  to  elapse  between  llie 
ascertained  necessity  of  any  act  and  its  completion,  and  the  prepara¬ 
tion  for  the  marriage  went  on  men’ily.  What  stores  of  flour,  and 
rice  and  ghee,  and  condiments  were  laid  in  !  What  gorgeoixs  dresses 
selected !  Ah,  young  English  ladies,  and  indeed  I  may  include 
mothers  also,  who  may  read  these  pages,  you  are  not  to  believe  that 
wedding  trousseaux  are  confined  to  your  own  country  and  society  ! 
Very  far  from  it.  A  young  Hindu  lady,  or  Mahomedan  either — 
there  is  not  much  to  choose  between  them  in  this  respect — is  as  full 
of  hope  of  a  liberal,  a  handsome,  outfit  on  her  marriage,  as  any 
fashionable  young  lady  of  Belgravia  or  Mayfair  ;  and  believe  me,  is 
as  proportionably  delighted  if  it  be  so. 

There  was  much  to  spend,  and  no  grudging.  So  one  old  cloth- 
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seller  had  been  dispatched  to  Sholapoor,  and  another  to  Wyrag  ;  one 
to  Nuldroog  also,  then  a  large  camp  and  emporinm :  and  the  resist  was, 
as  we  may  say,  an  overplus  of  riches.  It  was  hard  to  select  from 
the  bales  on  bales  which  were  sent  up  from  the  shops  ;  still,  piece  by 
piece,  the  dresses  accumulated,  and  were  indeed  lovely.  Silk  and 
gold  sarees  ;  silk  and  cotton  j nixed;  plain  cotton  with  silk  borders  ; 
bodice  pieces,  stiff  with  gold  and  brocade — all  betokening  wealth 
and  comfort.  No  milliner  lequired  here.  The  garments  of  one 
piece,  only  remarkable  for  their  richness  and  diversity  of  colour  and 
pattern,  were  such  as  were,  and  are  still,  worn  by  the  better  classes 
of  society.  Anunda  was  determined  that  no  fault  could  be  found 
with  her  own  and  Tara’s  selection,  and  certainly  it  was  better  to  be 
on  the  liberal  side. 

Then  how  busy  the  goldsmiths  were !  In  the  Shastree’s  school  court, 
half-a-dozen  men,  sometimes  more,  were  to  be  seen  sitting  over  pans 
of  charcoal,  blowpipe  in  hand,  beating  silver  or  gold  on  small  anvils, 
and  fashioning  them  into  massive  and  quaiijtly  beautiful  ornaments. 
Anunda  had  given  some  of  her  old  things  to  be  broken  up  and 
re-made.  We  will  not  say  how  many  ounces  of  virgin  gold  were 
added,  but  here  too  the  good  lady  was  liberal — very  liberal ;  and 
Tara,  of  her  own  accord,  had  added  from  her  own  store  some 
valuable  jewels.  Yes,  the  arrangements  for  the  marriage  were  to 
be  pushed  on ;  it  must  be  completed  within  a  month,  for  after  that, 
there  was  a  “  gutt  ”  or  planetary  conjunction  averse  to  marriage, 
which  was  to  last  long.  As  yet  the  day  had  not  been  fixed,  but  it 
must  soon  be  ;  and  the  Shastree  was  passive  when  it  was  mentioned. 
Not  so  those  with  whom  he  had  now  irrevocably  connected  himself. 

On  the  other  side,  preparations  had  been  as  active,  though 
simpler.  Moro  Trimmul’s  object  was  haste,  and  he  had  .desired 
his  aunt  and  sister  to  spare  nothing  within  their  means  Strangere 
as  they  were  in  the  to^vn,  they  found  the  girl  Gunga,  with  whom, 
since  the  ceremony  at  the  temple,  Sukya  Bye  had  become  intimate,- 
a  very  useful  ally.  She  knew  what  Anunda  was  prepainng.  Her 
gossips — the  flower-sellers,  the  cloth-merchants,  and  the  goldsmiths — 
detailed  all  that  was  being  done,  and  to  aunt  and  niece  they  were 
amply  satisfactory.  They  knew  the  Shastree  was  wealthy,  but  the 
profusion  they  heard  of  8uiq)ri8ed  them. 

“The  Shastree  loves  thee,  girl,”  the  lady  Sukya  would  say.  “He 
will  spend  his  wealth  on  thee.  What  lucky  chance  brought  us  here, 
who  can  tell  ?  else  who  would  have  cared  for  thee  ?  To  whom 
could  wo  have  given  thee  ?  Be  content ;  he  is  not  old ;  he  will 
love  thee,  for  thou  art  beautiful.  Wait  and  see.” 

Truly  she  was  so  !  Not  Tara’s  tranquil,  pensive  beauty ;  not 
Anunda’s  even  in  her  prime.  This  girl  was  very  difPerent  from  both. 
She  was  darker  than  either — a  wami,  richly -tin ted,  clear,  golden 
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brown,  with  a  skin  like  velvet;  a  small  head,  oval  face — perhaps 
more  round  than  oval — and  a  mass  of  thick  wavy  hair,  which,  if 
loosened,  fel)  far  below  her  waist,  curling  at  the  ends ;  a  low  broad 
forehead,  strongly  marked  ai’ched  eyebrows,  and  a  nose  straight 
and  delicate  in  outline,  were  perhaps  the  ordinary  possessions  of 
a  good-looking,  well'rbred  Mahratta  girl ;  but  the  eyes  and  mouth 
were  more  remarkable,  because  they  gave  an  index  to  her  cliaracter. 

“We  will  not  tell  what  she  is  like,”  Anunda  said,  as  her  husband 
frequently  asked  her  of  Radha,  for  as  yet  he  had  not  seen  her. 
Perhaps  he  was  indifferent  on  the  subject,  yet  hardly  so ;  it  would 
have  been  unnatural  not  to  care  at  all.  Certainly,  as  the  days 
passed,  the  Shastree  grew  somewhat  curious,  and  he  had  to  wait 
many  more  ere  he  should  see  her. 

“  Content  thyself,  husband,”  Anunda  would  say,  as  he  questioned 
her;  “I  have  told  thee  she  is  beautiful,  else  I  had  not  noticed 
her :  she  hath  a  shape  like  a  nymph,  eyes  like  a  deer,  and  a  mouth 
like  that  of  Kamdeo.  What  need  to  say  more?  Wait  and  see.” 
So  the  Shastree  waited  patiently.  Another  would  have  followed 
the  girl — contrived  to  see  her  by  some  means  not  perhaps  over 
scrupulously ;  but  the  Shastree  was  very  honourable,  and  such  an 
alternative  did  not  even  suggest  itself  to  him. 

But  they  were  right.  What  Anunda  had  noticed,  and  Tara  too, 
were  only  the  eyes  and  mouth  and  the  figure.  Who  could  pass 
them  by  unheeded  ?  Such  eyes— so  large,  so  soft  in  their  velvet 
blackness  Avhen  at  rest,  yet  if  excited,  how  different !  The  long,  thick 
lashes,  which  were  positively  heavy  in  character,  shaded  them  ordi¬ 
narily,  and  produced  a  soft,  dreamy  effect ;  but  if  the  girl  looked 
up,  or  was  interested,  or  suddenly  roused,  these  eyes  seemed  to  glow 
internally,  and  to  assume  a  character  almost  oppressively  fascinating. 

Radha  Avell  knew  their  power ;  since  she  was  a  child  she  had  beem 
told  of  the  beauty  of  her  eyes,  and  she  believed  it — nay,  added  to 
•their  expression  by  slightly  staining  i,he  inner  portion  of  her  eyelids, 
which  gave  to  the  already  heavy  lashes  a  softer  character  if  the  eyes 
were  at  rest,  or  increased  their  effect  if  they  Avere  excited.  Lately  a 
habit  had  grown  upon  her  of  contracting  her  broAvs,  and  dilating  her 
eyes  till  their  effect  Avas  almost  fierce,  Avhich  both  her  brother  and 
aunt  had  tried  to  check,  but  it  did  not  Icav'c  her  easily.  Sometimes 
it  gave  place  to  a  look  of  dreamy  languor  inexpressibly  touching,  and 
BO  soiTOAvful  in  character  that,  had  the  girl  been  older,  it  might  have 
been  attributed  to  some  great  grief  lying  at  her  heart,  or  some  pain¬ 
ful  recollection.  As  it  was,  it  AA’as  unsuspected,  except  by  those  Avho 
knew  the  cause. 

The  mouth  followed  the  eyes.  When  they  were  excited  by  any 
emotion,  the  lips  at  once  clo.sed  and  AA'ere  firmly  compressed ;  but 
ordinarily  they  remained  a  httle  open  in  the  centre,  shoAving  teeth 
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white,  pure,  and  glistening  with  a  pearly  lustre.  The  lips  were  full, 
red,  and  moist — the  upper  deeply  arched  and  curved,  with  the 
comers  falling  back  into  deep  dimples  ;  yet  the  mouth  was  small  and 
delicate,  pouting,  and  decidedly  voluptuous  when  at  rest  or  smOing, 
yet  capable  of  being  hardened  into  an  expression  of  self-will  and 
obstinacy,  which  indicated  an  inflexible  determination  should  there 
be  occasion  to  exercise  it.  No  wonder  that,  seeing  her  in  her  most 
placable  moods — for  the  girl  from  the  first  had  appeared  charmed  by 
the  prospect  of  her  marriage — Anunda  and  Tara  had  been  captivated 
by  beauty  so  remarkable.  It  would  have  been  well,  perhaps,  could 
they  have  seen  the  face  under  other  expressions,  and  so  been  saved 
from  what,  under  difEerent  circumstances,  had  an  iiTesistible  fas¬ 
cination. 

Need  her  figure  be  described  ?  Being  younger  than  Tara,  there 
was  not  the  same  development  of  form.  The  arms  and  throat  were 
less  rounded,  yet  the  lines  were  as  graceful  and  full  of  promise  of 
perfection  as  hers.  Eventually  they  would  be  about  the  same  height 
— Radha,  perhaps,  a  shade  taller,  and  both  slighter  than  Anunda 
ever  had  been.  Her  hands  and  feet  were  small  and  beautifully  formed, 
more  so,  perhaps,  than  Tara’s ;  they  were  indeed,  remarkable  features 
in  her  figure — so  much  so  that,  as  Tara  was  bathing  her  one  day,  and 
washing  them,  she  had  held  them  to  her  lips  and  kissed  them  in 
succession  involuntarily. 

It  was  difficult  to  tell  her  age.  Her  “  birth  letter”  told  the  Shastrec 
she  was  not  yet  twelve.  Had  she  exceeded  much  that  age,  to  their 
knowledge,  Anunda  would  have  objected  to  the  mandage ;  indeed,  she 
could  not  have  been  married  at  all.  But  she  was  in  reality  four¬ 
teen,  nay  more.  Sometimes,  when  her  features  relaxed,  her  eyes  soft 
and  dreamy,  her  mouth  smiling,  and  her  whole  face  assuming  a 
loving  tenderness  of  expression,  she  appeared  hardly  the  age  she  was 
said  to  be ;  but  when  there  was  any  change,  and  the  rigid  look  already 
noticed  took  its  place,  she  appeared  considerably  older. 

Now,  Anunda  was  by  no  means  desirous  of  a  very  young  girl  for 
her  husband’s  new  wife.  !Many  had  been  offered  of  very  tender 
age  indeed,  whom  she  had  invariably  declined.  She  could  not  be 
troubled  with  a  child ;  and  if  a  thought  that  Radha  might  be  older 
than  she  was  represented  to  be,  ever  crossed  her  mind,  a  bi’ight  smile, 
a  tender  caress  from  the  girl  at  once  removed  the  doubt,  and  restored 
confidence.  As  to  her  figure,  it  did  but  furnish  earnest  of  mature 
development.  And  were  not  many  girls  precocious  ?  She  had  been 
so  herself.  Yes,  Radha  was  very  beautiful ;  and,  as  day  after  day 
passed,  Anunda  longed  the  more  for  the  time  when  she  should  be 
able  to  clothe  her  in  one  of  those  gorgeous  dresses,  to  deck  her  with 
flowers  and  jewels,  and  to  present,  her  to  her  husband  a  bride  worthy 
of  him — worthy  of  her  own  affection — the  most  precious  gift  she 
could  make  to  him. 
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We  have  said  that  Radha  was  older  than  she  was  represented — 
and  perhaps  a  brief  sketch  of  her  previous  history  is  needful.  She 
had  been  an  indulged  and  precocious  child,  of  a  vain,  weak,  but 
beautiful  mother.  Her  father,  one  of  the  hereditaiy  Josees,  or 
astrologers,  of  Wye,  had  died  some  years  before,  and  her  mother 
shortly  after  him.  Moro  Trimmul,  on  succeeding  to  the  care  of  the 
house,  had  give,n  charge  of  his  sister  to  his  aunt,  and  betaken  himself 
to  the  company  of  certain  wild  associates,  with  whom,  fpom  his 
powers  of  learning,  he  had  become  an  especial  favourite.  The  head 
of  these  was  the  Rajah  Sivaji,  whose  rapid  career  to  independence 
was  one  of  the  remarkable  events  of  the  times  ;  and  the  wdld  exploits 
of  the  young  prince,  his  raids  against  the  Moghuls  and  Mahomedans 
in  general,  had  long  since  enlisted  the  sympathies  of  the  Mahratta 
people. 

Sivaji ’s  early  career  had  been  dissolute,  but  that  was  a  venial  fault 
among  the  people.  His  companions  were  the  young  Mahratta  gentry, 
— yeomen,  and  farmers,  whom  he  best  loved  to  draw  about  him ; 
above  all,  young  Brahmuns  who  would  join  him,  whether  as  priests 
or  soldiers,  or  both,  in  his  wild  enterprises.  Moro  Trimmul  was  one 
of  these — one  who  had  gi'own  into  his  deepest  confidence.  So  long 
as  Moro’s  father  lived,  he  had  in  some  degree  restrained  his  son ; 
but  his  private  meetings  with  his  prince  were  still  frequent ;  and  in 
the  plays  and  recitations,  of  which  Sivaji  was  passionately  fond, 
!Moro  was  generally  an  actor  and  reciter.  Thus  it  was  that  Sivaji 
frequently  came  to  Wye,  and  put  up  at  the  Josee’s  house ;  and  so  he 
came  to  know  Radha — a  beautiful  child  then,  whom  he  could  caress 
■without  hindrance.  He  a  Mahratta,  she  a  Brahmun — any  nnion  was 
impossible ;  and  yet  she  grew  to  be  more  than  interesting  to  him  as 
she  advanced  in  age. 

Eventually  Radha’s  betrothed  husband  died.  Other  offers  were 
made  for  her,  but  were  always  refused,  so  peremptorily,  that  people 
believed  the  report  designedly  set  afoot  by  her  brother  and  Sukja 
Bye,  that  she  was  to  be  married  to  a  distant  relative  who,  now  absent 
on  pilgrimages,  would  return  and  claim  her,  or  she  woiild  have  to 
be  taken  to  liim.  And  so  the  girl  grew,  the  time  for  marriage 
passed,  and  the  Rajah’s  visits,  often  clandestine,  -were  encouraged  by 
aunt  and  nephew,  with  what  ultimate  hope  of  result  might  be  ima¬ 
gined.  Yet  both  were  careful  there  should  be  no  scandal. 

Perhaps  their  scheme  might  have  succeeded  had  not  Sivaji  himself, 
now  feeling  his  way  to  power,  seen  the  peril  of  the  connection.  Was 
she  wife  or  widow,  there  might  have  been  fewer  scruples,  but,  an  un¬ 
married  Brahmun  girl  vould  be  a  burden,  a  disgrace,  which  he  dared 
not  encounter — one  that  would  not  fail  to  be  resented  by  the  priests, 
whom  it  was  his  aim  to  gain.  He  could  not  spare  one  so  devoted,  so 
able,  and  so  unscrupulous  as  Moro  Trimmul,  nor  coiild  he  replace 
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hi>n ;  lie  needed  many  such,  and  lie  loved  him  too  much  to  break 
with  him  on  this  point. 

It  was  a  hard  struggle.  But  the  young  prince,  whose  firm  will  and 
self-control  finally  won  him  a  kingdom,  successfully  resisted  the  op¬ 
portunities  delibei'ately  offered.  As  the  girl  grew,  as  his  intercourse 
with  the  house  became  more  and  more  unreserved,  it  was  clear  to 
him  that  her  love  for  him  was  growing  as  part  of  her  existence.  The 
girl,  for’  Avhom  he  had  always  a  kind  word  and  free  greeting,  who 
claimed  the  privilege  of  serving  “her  Rajah,”  when  he  put  up  at  their 
house,  became  by  degrees  shy  and  reseiwed ;  cried  if  he  spoke  kindly 
to  her,  and  trembled  if  he  approached  her.  He  could  not  be  mistaken 
in  those  eyes  :  they  told  their  own  story — love. 

Under  such  circumstances,  among  such  people,  love  is  passion. 
It  has  no  medium  except  in  maturer  age  and  constant  association. 
The  girl — still  a  child  in  years — loved  deeply,  passionately;  and  as 
she  grew  older,  month  by  month,  day  by  day,  the  news  of  her  prince’s 
exploits,  now  begmning  to  be  cung  in  ballads  through  the  country, 
excited  her  fcai-fully.  Her  aunt  and  brother  had  detected  her  in  more 
than  one  attempt  to  escape  to  him,  and,  fearful  of  the  result,  had  pre¬ 
vented  it.  Had  he  taken  her  away,  would  they  have  pursued? 
Surely  not ;  but  he  was  careful — he  admitted  his  own  danger  to  him¬ 
self — and  he  gradually  avoided  the  house,  though  he  clung  the  more 
closely  to  Moro  Trimmul.  Radha  found  means  to  send  occasional 
messages  to  him — a  child’s  love,  a  child’s  yearning  for  him  were  told 
to  him ;  and  we  know  that,  in  some  instances,  a  child’s  love — there 
and  here  the  same — is  more  passionate,  because  more  pure  and  more 
absorbing,  than  a  woman’s.  What  was  marriage  to  her?  If  she 
could  only  be  with  her  Rajah — to  serve  him,  to  live  with  liim,  to 
ride,  nay,  to  fight  ■with  him — she  would  go,  or  die. 

The  last  time  Sivaji  had  seen  her  she  had  grown  desperate.  She 
had  never  spoken  so  to  him  befoi’e ;  but  she  had  told  him  she  must 
die  if  he  did  not  take  her  away.  “Nay,  but  I  will  come  with  thee,” 
she  cried,  “even  if  thou  cast  me  out  among  thy  servants.”  And  he 
confided  this  to  her  brother.  “  For  my  sa&,”  he  said,  impressively, 
“  if  not  for  thine  and  hers,  keep  her  safe ;  take  her  away  and  have 
her  married;  the  farther  away  from  hence  the  better.  It  is  no  use 
speaking  to  her.  I^loro  Trimmul !  save  me  from  the  temptation,  thy¬ 
self  from  the  contumely  this  would  bring  upon  us.  I  know  what  is  in 
thy  heart;  but,  beautiful  as  she  is,  it  cannot  be.” 

So  a  plan  was  quickly  arranged  between  them,  iloro  had  an 
intimate  acquaintance  with  the  Mahraitta  gentry  of  the  Dekhan,  and 
he  was  despatched  to  canvass  them.  This  necessitated  journeys 
from  place  to  place.  He  was  well  provided  with  money,  and  he 
tiavelled,  as  one  under  vows  of  pilgrimage,  to  different  shrines.  Thus 
opportunity  might  occur  for  inan’jing  Radha  ;  and,  leaving  all  ser- 
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vants  behind  him  but  a  few  men  in  whom  he  had  perfect  confidence, 
he  took  his  aunt  Sukya  Bye  with  him  as  protection  to  his  sister.  No 
one  cared  to  inquire  who  the  young  prince’s  envoy  and  counsellor 
was,  or  what  his  family  affairs  were.  Enough  that  he  had  a  sister 
and  an  aunt  with  him,  and  was  conducting  his  secret  mission  with 
admirable  policy  and  address. 

Thus  he  a^.  length  arrived  at*  Tooljapoor  alone.  The  rainy  season 
had  set  in,  and  travelling  was  no  longer  pleasant  or  easy.  The 
town  was  a  good  position  for  his  purpose,  and  there  were  many  i*ich 
families  and  landholders  in  the  “  Bala  Ghaut  ”  province  to  be 
brought  over.  For  a  time  he  secluded  himself,  and  lived  humbly 
in  a  hired  lodging  or  in  one  of  the  courts  of  the  temple.  Here  he 
had  seen  Gunga,  and  here  also  he  daily  watched  Tai-a  as  she  and  her 
mother  performed  their  worship.  Even  thus  early  the  advantage  of 
marrying  his  sister  to  the  Shastree,  of  whose  household  circum¬ 
stances  Gunga  had  told  him,  had  appeared  most  desirable ;  but  as  his 
passion  for  Tara  grew,  it  was  a  thing  to  be  accomphshed  at  all 
hazards.  Gunga  did  not  appear  able  to  help  him,  for  it  was  clear 
that  neither  the  Shastree  nor  his  wife  noticed  the  inferior  priestesses 
of  her  class,  and  Tara  never  spoke  to  them.  He  therefore  secured 
a  good  house  for  some  months,  and  sent  for  his  aunt  and  Radha 
from  Punderpoor,  where  he  had  left  them :  and,  till  their  arrival, 
had  busied  himself  in  obtaining  local  information  for  the  furtherance 
of  his  future  designs. 

On  leaving  their  home  at  Wye,  and  after  Radha’s  first  paroxysms 
of  disappointment  were  past,  Sukya  Bye  and  Moro  Trimmul  had  in- 
strueted  the  girl  what  to  do.  Perhaps,  in  despair  of  accomplishing 
her  ends,  or  with  the  desire  of  all  Hindu  girls  for  an  early  settle¬ 
ment,  she  was  an  apt  seholar.  Radha  was  to  deny  all  knowledge  of 
her  age,  to  assume  a- childish  demeanour,  to  acquiesce  modestly,  and 
as  she  saw  other  girls  do,  if  she  were  proposed  for.  She  was 
assured  she  would  be  given  to  none  but  a  man  of  wealth — her  beauty 
would  secure  her  this.  If  possible  he  should  be  young  ;  but  this  was 
a  diflBcult  point,  and  what  matter  if  he  were  old  ?  She  could  have 
jewels,  rich  clothes,  an  establishment  of  her  own — she  would  have 
all  these  secured  to  her,  and  afterwards  would  be  her  own  mistress. 

But  if  she  refused,  or  opposed  these  efforts  in  her  behalf,  she 
would  soon  be  too  old  to  be  assisted  at  all.  As  it  was,  few  would 
believe  her  to  be  within  the  maiHageable  period  for  Brahmun  girls. 
In  a  year,  nay  less,  her  marriage  would  be  impossible,  and  she  must 
be  treated  like  a  widow,  shaven  and  degraded,  or  married  to 
dagger,*  and  turned  into  a  temple  to  shift  for  herself. 

•  Female  devotees  are  married  to  a  sword  or  dagger,  as  emblematical  of  union 
to  the  divinity  to  which  they  have  been  devoted. 
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Was  it  wonderful  that  the  girl  submitted  to,  nay,  even  assisted  in, 
their  deceptions,  or  that  those  eyes  looked  dreamily  after  her  own 
prince,  while  her  spirit,  chafing  within,  carried  her,  in  those  moments 
of  abstraction,  away  into  his  glorious  mountains,  to  be  loved  and 
caressed  as  she  felt  he,  and  he  only,  could  love  and  caress  her  if 
she  were  with  him  ? 


CHAPTER  VII. 

After  preparations  for  the  Shastree’s  marriage  had  been  actively 
commenced  on  both  sides,  there  was  no  further  hindrance.  Moro 
Trimmul  having  been  made  known  to  the  Shastree  by  Anunda,  as 
she  had  promised,  the  two  men  soon  found  a  day  in  the  calendar,  so 
far  unexceptionable  as  regarded  planetary  influences,  that  they  at 
once  fixed  upon  it ;  and  the  ladies,  having  been  consulted,  declared 
there  were  no  objections  or  hindrances  now,  for  on  both  sides  of 
the  houses  everything  was  prepared. 

Meanwhile  liis  new  acquaintance  was  a  delightful  addition  to 
Vyas  Shastree’s  circle  of  friends.  Who  more  accomplished  for  his 
age  than  Moro  Trimmul,  more  fascinating  in  manner,  or  astute  in 
argument  and  judgment  ?  He  had  not  the  refined  beauty  of  his 
sister,  except  that  his  eyes  were,  like  hers,  large,  soft,  and  very  black, 
with  the  same  habit  of  dilation,  relaxing  into  an  almost  womanish 
tenderness :  but  when  aroused,  their  excited  expression  was  infinitely 
more  fierce  than  Radha’s,  even  to  savage  cruelty.  The  mouth  was 
always  coarse  and  sensual,  but  there  was  at  least  good-humour  about 
it  if  ho  were  not  angered,  and  a  strength  of  character  in  the 
countenance  which  could  not  bo  mistaken.  Now,  nothing  occurred 
to  cause  even  a  passing  cloud,  and  the  days  which  intervened 
between  the  betrothal  and  the  niamage  were  pleasantly  spent  by 
all.  Even  Radha  was  interested,  and  clung  more  closely  to  Tara 
than  ever ;  for  with  Anunda,  as  with  her  aunt,  she  preseiwed  the 
habitual  reserve  and  respect  required  by  their  positions. 

“I  will  go  to  the  temple,  daughter,”  said  Anunda  one  evening, 

“  and  keep  thy  father  there.  Do  thou  bring  Radha  here,  and  let 
her  look  at  the  dresses  and  jewels :  if  there  is  anything  she  wants 
in  addition,  toll  me,  and  we  will  get  it.”  The  good  lady  could  not 
do  too  much. 

Kind  Anunda !  it  was  so  considerate.  Could  any  doubt  of  her 
ultimate  happiness  remain  in  the  girl’s  heart  ?  What  other  “  sister 
wife  ”  would  have  cared  so  for  her  ? 

Oh,  the  girl’s  delight  at  those  gorgeous  clothes  and  jewels !  She 
had  heard  of  splendid  gifts  at  mamages,  and  there  was  one  at  Wye 
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in  which  she  had  helped  to  deck  the  bride ;  and  when  she  had  seen 
ter — she  was  but  a  mere  child — dressed  in  a  broeade  garment  stiff 
with  gold,  she  had  wondered  whether  it  would  ever  bo  possible  to 
possess  one  like  it.  There  w'ere  several — green  and  gold,  crimson 
and  gold,  purple  and  gold.  The  most  glossy  of  Pyetun  silks,  soft 
mushn  sarees  from  Narrainpett  and  Dhunwar,  of  which  she  had 
heard,  but  had  never  seen ;  they  did  not  come  to  her  country :  all 
were  beautiful.  » 

Then  the  ornaments.  There  were  massive  gold  chain  anklets, 
with  small  bells  to  them,  armlets,  bracelets,  ear-rings,  necklaces. 
There  Tvas  the  sacred  “talee,”  which  would  be  tied  round  her 
neck.  Tara  showed  them  all  as  they  were  laid  out  in  cotton  upon  a 
tray  covered  with  red  mushn.  How  beautiful  they  were  !  and  all 
would  belong  to  her ;  they  would  be  put  on  her  the  day  of  the  cere¬ 
mony,  and  her  own  taken  off  as  she  entered  the  house.  Then 
the  place  where  she  was  to  be  bathed  and  dressed  was  newly 
coloured  and  plastered,  and  the  comfort  of  the  house  and  its  pretty 
decorations — all  satisfied  the  gu-l’s  longing.  It  was  what  she  had 
pictured  to  herself ;  and  Tara  said  her  father  was  kind,  so  kind — 
he  would  love  his  little  wife  after  his  quiet  fashion,  and  deny  her 
nothing. 

'So  it  was  not  to  be  wondered  at  if  any  repugnance  which  she 
had  felt  was  fast  passing  away,  and  if,  when  her  brother  asked  her 
whether  she  would  be  content,  she  told  him  she  was  grateful  for  what 
he  had  done  ;  and  for  the  time  pex'haps  she  was  so. 

Sukya  Bye  had  told  her  nephew  of  Badha’s  visit  to  the  Shastree’s 
house  by  stealth  with  Tara :  she  was  afraid  he  might  hear  of  it 
otherwise,  pei'haps  through  the  servants  or  Gunga,  and  -was  rejoiced 
that  he  considered  it  a  happy  circumstance.  “  She  will  be  satisfied 
with  the  wealth,”  he  said,  “  and  all  that  she  sees  wiH  excite  the  desire 
for  more,  and  so,  aunt,  we  shall  best  hold  her  to  our  purposes.  She 
cannot  recede  now  ;  and,  while  moulding  the  Shastree  to  her  will,  by- 
and-by  she  need  not  forget  Sivaji  Rajah.”  But  he  did  not  tell  this 
to  Radha;  and  neither  by  her  brother,  nor  Sukya  Bye,  Avas  any 
reference  made  to  the  past.  When  all  was  beyond  chance  of  disturb¬ 
ance,  he  Avould  set  her  to  work  to  compass  his  OAvn  ends. 

The  Shastx’ee  and  Pundit  were  of  different  schools  of  philosophy ; 
the  former,  as  we  know,  belonged  to  the  ancient,  and,  as  he  con¬ 
sidered,  oi’thodox,  Vedantic  school  of  Veda  Vasa ;  the  Pundit  to  the 
mox'e  modex’n  Mimansa  school  of  Joxniai,  and  to  the  doctx'ines  and 
mythological  histories  of  the  Poorans.  So  they  had  discussions,  in 
which  other  Bx-ahmuns  of  the  town  joined,  Avhile  the  ladies  sat 
behind  a  screen  and  heard  their  disputations,  and  Tara  explained 
to  them  what  she  could  follow.  Or  the  fx’iends  played  at  chess,  both 
having  excellent  skill ; — the  Shastree  calm  and  steady,  the  Pundit 
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fiery  and  impetuous,  as  were  their  natures ;  and  so  they  had  many  an 
earnest  battle. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  politics  which  then  agitated  the  coiintry 
began  to  be  discussed  between  them.  They  lived  under  the  same 
Mahomedan  government,  that  of  Beejapoor :  but  while  Tooljapoor 
and  the  districts  around  it  were  as  yet  in  entire  subjection,  those 
to  the  west — particularly  the  wild  rugged  country  beyond  Wye,  the 
Mawuls  or  mountain- valleys  of  the  Ghauts,  stretching  into  the 
Dekhan — owed  but  a  slight  allegiance  to  the  Mahomedan  dynasty, 
and  perhaps  had  never  been  completely  subdued.  Here  it  was  that 
many  of  the  oldest  Mahratta  families  had  taken  refuge  after  the 
overthrow  of  the  Hindu  dynasty  of  Deogurh,  the  modern  Dowlutabad, 
and  the  subsequent  subjection  of  the  country  by  the  Mahomedan 
Emperors  of  Delhi;  and  it  was  among  these  families,  the  Bhoslays, 
Nimbalkurs,  Morays,  Ghoreparays,  and  others,  that  the  germs  of  that 
combination  to  resist — to  them  an  oppressive  and  corrupt  govern¬ 
ment— existed,  which  was  presently  to  be  ripened  into  a  successful 
revolution. 

On  the  other  hand,  this  dynasty  of  Beejapoor  had  already  been 
attacked  by  the  immense  poAver  of  the  Emperors  of  Delhi ;  and 
while  the  independent  kingdom  of  Ahmednugger — itself  at  one 
period  little  inferior  in  splendour  to  that  of  Beejapoor — had  been 
entirely  subdued,  and  the  princes  of  its  house  annihilated  by  the 
Moghuls,  any  combination  to  resist  them  by  the  two  states  had 
not  only  been  rendered  impossible,  but  it  was  clear  that  Beejapoor 
would  follow  its  example :  and  those  were  not  wanting  who  hoped, 
under  a  new  power,  to  regain  many  pi'ivileges  which  hitherto  had 
been  withheld  frem  them. 

But  it  was  in  the  antagonism  of  the  two  contending  Mahomedan 
powers  that  the  Hindu  families  of  the  Dekhan  saw  the  means  of 
emancipation  from  both.  It  might  be  a  work  of  time,  and  of  im- 
mense^labour  and  skill :  but  the  opportunity  seemed  to  present  itself  • 
and  while  feigning  submission  alike  to  the  Moghuls,  as  after  the  con¬ 
quest  of  Ahmednugger  their  forces  were  poured  into  the  provinces 
which  had  formed  that  kingdom,  and,  on  the  other  hand,  to  the  older- 
established  dynasty  of  Beejapoor,  a  stirring  spirit  began  to  be  aroused 
among  the  Mahrattas ;  and  that  secret  combination  silently  pro¬ 
gressed,  of  which  Moro  Pundit  was  one  among  many  other  agents 
employed  by  Sivaji,  the  prince  to  whom  all  now  looked  as  th^ pre¬ 
sent  head,  if  not  the  instigator,  of  the  movement. 

It  had,  in  fact,  already  been  some  time  covertly  in  progress.  Shahji 
Bhoslay,  the  fath'*r  of  Sivaji,  had  commenced  it  in  a  series  of  wild 
regular  forays  and  raids  from  his  patrimonial  estate,  which  was 
situated  among  the  Mawuls  west  of  Poona,  against  the  Mahomedan 
posts  and  garrisons  of  the  western  provinces  of  Beejapoor.  For  a 
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time  he  was  successful,  but  only  as  a  mere  freebooter ;  and  in  the 
end  he  was  defeated,  taken  prisoner,  and  confined  in  a  dungeon  in 
Beejapoor  for  several  years  by  the  monarch  Mahmood  Adil  Shah, 
the  father  of  the  king  reigning  at  Beejapoor  at  the  period  of  our 
tale.  But  Mahmood  was  . not  implacable.  On  the  intercession  of 
his  mother,  by  Avhose  wise  counsels  he  had  often  been  guided,  Shabji 
was  not  only  released  but  raised  to  a  high  command,  and  during  the 
subsequent  invasion  of  Beejapoor  by  the  Moghuls  did  good  service, 
and  so  the  progress  of  the  ]\Iahratta  power  was  stayed. 

Of  his  two  sons,  Sivaji  early  took  the  lead,  and,  encouraged  by 
his  mother,  a  lady  of  high  family  and  ambition,  and  admirable 
judgment,  he  aspired  to  be  the  head  of  a  Mahratta  confederacy. 
What  progress  he  eventually  made  is  already  matter  of  history, 
which  will  have  no  record  in  these  pages ;  but  at  the  time  of  which 
Ave  write,  ho  was  strengthening  himself  in  his  own  Avild  country, 
collecting  adherents,  canvassing  those  who  still  held  aloof,  fortify¬ 
ing  rugged  and  inaccessible  strongholds,  and,  by  the  suddenness 
and  successful  issue  of  his  continuous  forays,  was  rendering  l.rni- 
self  famous  in  the  eyes  of  the  people.  WTiile  he  treated  with  both 
of  the  rival  Mahomedan  powers  by  turns,  he  took  his  own  course ; 
and  yielding  alternately  to  each  whenever  their  force  Avas  locally 
in  excess  of  his  OAvn,  was  in  reality  faithful  to  neither. 

To  Sivaji,  also,  belonged  the  prestige  which  none  else  had  dared 
to  assume — that  of  receiving  aid  from  heavenly  powera.  The  god¬ 
dess  Bhowani  was  the  tutelar  deity  of  his  family ;  and  it  Avas  the 
popular  belief  that  she  had  chosen  his  father  as  the  champion  of 
her  faith,  but  that  he  had  transgressed  warnings  and  visions,  and, 
implacable  as  she  was  believed  to  be,  she  had  cast  him  off.  It  was 
otherwise,  .however,  Avith  his  second  son  Sivaji.  She  had  chosen 
him  to  be  the  scourge  of  the  cow-slaying,  impure,  and  licentious 
Mahomedans.  The  cries  of  her  votaries  had  arisen  to  her,  and  the 
land  was  to  be  purged  of  uncleanness.  Temples  Avould  be  again 
filled  Avith  Brahmuns,  and  the  sweet  incense  of  pure  sacrifice  would 
ascend  to  her.  The  mother  of  Sivaji,  it  was  reported,  saAv  and 
recorded  visions,  too  glorious  to  relate,  in  which  her  son  was  a  vic¬ 
torious  conqueror,  and  the  infidel  Mahomedans  were  slain  in  tens  of 
thousands  by  the  ^Mahratta  people  in  those  great  battles  which  were 
to  ensue.  And  these  visions  were  believed. 

As  yet  these  prophecies  were  circulated  privately  among  the 
people,  but  there  Avas  not  a  Mahratta,  far  or  near,  Avho  did  not 
knoAv  of  them.  Ballads  were  written  about  them,  and  sung  at 
fairs  and  markets.  Women  composed  and  chanted  extempore 
verses  as  the  household  mills  flew  merrily  round  in  the  early  morn¬ 
ing.  Men  sang  them  to  their  oxen  as  they  ploughed,  or  dreAV 
water  from  their  wells ;  and  so  a  spirit  spread  through  the  people 
which  eventually  became  irresistibly  powerful. 
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In  this  excitement,  too,  existed  the  incentive  to  the  worship  of 
Bhowani  at  all  her  most  celebrated  shrines;  and  everywhere — to 
gather  her  votaries  together,  to  excite  them  to  action,  and  to  warn 
them  to  be  ready  when  the  time  arrived — were  agents  such  as  Moro 
Triramul,  despatched  by  the  young  chieftain.  Nothing  appeared  on 
the  surface.  Experience  had  taught  extreme  caution.  There  were 
no  assemblies  of  armed  men,  no  displays  of  force :  an  occasional  suc¬ 
cessful  raid  or  resistance  by  Sivaji  kept  up  what  might  well  be 
called  the  national  spirit ;  but  all  delayed  to  strike,  till,  in  the  expres¬ 
sive  Mahratta  phrase,  Donguras,  lavile  Deva,  “  the  fire  was  on  the 
hills.” 

Very  dexterously,  therefore,  and  after  having  prepared  him  for  the 
communication,  did  Moro  Trimmul  confide  to  the  Shastree  some 
of  the  popularly-reported  plans  of  his  friend  and  prince,  and  sought 
his  counsel  and  assistance,  and  partly  also  the  purport  of  his  own 
mission.  He  asked  information  as  to  the  families  of  the  Bala 
Ghaut,  the  Nimbalkurs  of  Wasi,  the  Kallays  of  Nelinga,  the  Bhoslays 
and  Ghoreparays  of  Akalkote,  all  neighbours  ;  and  also  respecting 
the  wealthy  yeomen  and  farmers  of  the  country.  He  did  not  men¬ 
tion  Pahar  Singh,  with  whom,  through  the  Gosaees  of  Kullianee, 
and  their  agency  at  Tooljapoor,  he  had  already  opened  negotiations, 
and  found  the  robber  chieftain  fickle  and  undecided,  extravagant  in 
his  demands  for  estates,  for  high  command,  and  other  rewards. 

Nor  did  he  disclose  that  weightier  secret,  known  to  his  prince  and 
himself,  on  which,  for  the  present,  the  success  of  their  enterprise 
rested.  Khan  Mahomed,  the  Wuzeer,  or  Prime  Minister,  of  Beejapoor, 
might  be  detached,  it  was  said,  from  the  royal  interest  of  his  house ; 
and  he  was  then,  with  a  large  army,  lying  at  and  about  Nuldroog, 
little  more  than  twenty  miles  distant  from  Tooljapoor.  To  this  man, 
at  his  own  request,  in  phrases  only  to  be  interpreted  by  himself,  a 
letter  had  been  fowarded  through  the  Gosaee  banker’s  agent  at 
Tooljapoor;  but  no  reply  had  been  received.  Nor  was  Moro 
Trimmul  sanguiue  on  the  subject,  for  reports  of  the  Wuzeer’s 
intrigues  in  other  quarters  were  in  men’s  mouths.  No ;  it  was  from 
the  Mahratta  families  alone  that  he  had  expectations ;  and  he  knew  that 
at  the  ensuing  festival,  all  or  most  of  the  province  would  assemble  at  ‘ 
Tooljapoor. 

To  say  that  he  found  a  zealous  coadjutor,  or  hoped  for  one,  in  the 
Shastree,  would  not  be  correct.  The  Shastree  was  not  ambitious. 
He  enjoyed  already,  as  we  know,  a  very  lucrative  and  prominent 
position,  in  which  he  was  honoured  and  respected.  Ho  avoided  all 
Mahomedans  upon  principle;  but  the  governors  of  the  province  often 
sought  his  advice  and  assistance  in  civil  and  judicial  matters  regard¬ 
ing  Hindus,  and  he  was  not  only  never  molested,  but,  on  the  con¬ 
trary,  respected  and  treated  with  consideration,  and  had  even  been 


invited  to  court.  He  had,  therefore,  no  quarrel  -^s  ith  the  Mahomedans, 
and  he  well  knew  their  power.  He  had  watched  Shahji’s  failures, 
and  he  had  noted  the  effect  of  Sivaji’s  efforts ;  still  he  admitted  there 
was  more  chance  of  success  now  than  befoi’e ;  and  he  agreed  to  assist 
Moro  Trimmul,  bj  bringing  him  into  communication  with  the  gentry 
of  the  province,  provided  he  were  not  required  to  take  any  prominent 
part  in  what  should  follow.  To  say  that  Vyas  Shastree  was  indif¬ 
ferent  in  this  matter,  would  be  incorrect ;  but  to  anticipate  enthu¬ 
siasm  or  pei-sonal  zeal  would  have  been  impossible  from  his  character, 
and  Moro  Trimmul  did  not  expect  them. 

“After  the  ceremony,”  he  said  to  the  Shastree,  “Radha,  of  course, 
will  remain  with  you.  Sukya  Bye  will  return  to  AVye  with  the 
servants.  Give  me,  then,  letters  to  the  Nimbalkurs  of  Wasi,  and  to 
such  others  as  you  please,  and  I  will  go  alone.  Introduce  me  as  a 
reciter  of  plays,  and  I  will  make  my  owm  way  unnoticed  and  unsus¬ 
pected.  Here  1  can  be  of  no  use,  and  may  even  attract  suspicion.” 

To  this  plan  Vyas  Shastree  gave  his  cordial  consent.  Moro  Trimmul 
would  go  before  the  Now  Batree,  and  return  for  the  festival. 


CHAPTER  VITL 

I  AM  afraid  it  would  take  more  time  than  the  limits  of  this  history  will 
afford,  were  I  to  describe  minutely  all  the  festivities  and  observances 
of  Radha’s  marriage.  I  assure  you,  dear  readers,  that  a  proper, 
orthodox  Hindu  marriage,  is  a  very  tiresome  affair ;  and,  like  many 
other  raaiTiages,  perhaps,  everybody  is  glad  when  it  is  over.  Very 
noisy,  tediously  minute  in  ceremonial,  liable  to  interruption  from 
disputes — it  is  often  an  arena  for  rival  factions  of  families  to  fight 
.»  out  all  the  ill  feeling,  discontent,  and  jealousy  which  have  accumu¬ 
lated  for  years.  Sometimes  the  feasts  provided  are  not  eaten,  and 
have  to  be  thrown  away  or  given  to  beggars.  Musicians  won’t  play, 
proce.ssions  can’t  be  formed,  or  are  interrupted  in  progress:  offence 
is  taken  at  trifles,  and  the  whole  proceeding  rocks  to  and  fro  as 
though  it  would  tumble  to  pieces  altogether,  till  it  Suddenly  comes 
right,  and  affairs  go  on — to  a  happy  conclusion,  or  otherwise,  as  it 
may  be. 

When  all  prospers,  it  is  a  right  merry  affair;  but  I  am  afraid  you, 
dear  young  lady,  would  be  very  Aveary  if  you  had  to  be  married  as 
Radha  was.  No  such  thing  as  going  to  church  comfortably  in  a 
luxurious  carriage,  to  be  attended  to  the  altar  by  six  loving  and 
lovely  bridesmaids,  to  hear  there  a  short,  simple,  affecting  service 
and  blessing,  to  sign  your  maiden  name  for  the  last  time  in  the 
vestry,  and  to  go  home,  having  dried  your  eyes  on  t\ie  most  delicate 
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of  lace-bordered  cambric  pocket-bandkercbief8,to  a  champagne  break¬ 
fast,  all  the  delicacies  of  the  seaaon,  a  carriage  and  four,  and — un¬ 
limited  bliss  in  prospect. 

Ah,  no !  with  Radha  it  was  very  different.  Her  marriage  cere¬ 
monies — will  you  believe  it  ? — occupied  ten  days  of  really  veiy  hard 
work.  So  many  dressings  and  undressings  ;  so  many  bathings  ;  so 
many  anointings  ;  so  many  changes  of  ornaments  ;  such  smotherings 
in  flowers,  and  in  large  sheets,  lest  her  husband  should  see  her ; 
such  being  carried  from  place  to  place  by  the  servants,  lest  her  feet 
might  touch  the  ground — once  too  by  her  husband,  whom  she  could 
feel,  but  not  see ;  and  a  rare  strong  arm  and  hand  his  was,  taking 
her  up,  she  felt,  as  if  she  were  a  child,  and  gently  and  respectfully 
too.  Then  worshippings  at  the  great  temple,  where  she  had  never 
been  before,  and  where  the  priests  put  flowers  on  her  and  led  her 
into  the  shrine  where  “the  little  Mother”  sat,  with  her  weird  red  eyes 
blinking  through  the  smoke,  and  Radha  was  half  frightened  by 
them  ;  greetings,  too,  from  the  people  with  whom  the  marriage  was 
popular ;  and  the  flower-sellers  and  comfit-makers  poured  baskets  of 
their  stocks  over  her  and  her  decorated  Litter,  while  she  looked 
curiously  about  her  fi’om  under  the  veil  of  jessamine  flowers  which 
covered  her  face,  and  aclcnowledged  with  shy  timid  gestures  their 
hearty  salutations.  No  doubt  a  great  deal  of  this  was  excellent  fup, 
and  the  girl’s  spirits  rose  with  the  genial  joyousness;  but  at  times 
she  was  very  weary. 

Seldom  had  there  been  a  merrier  wedding.  What  jokes  were 
played  off  by  her  brother,  who  was  a  capital  hand,  as  we  know,  at 
acting  plays,  disguising  himself,  and  personating  characters,  with 
which  he  mercilessly  interrupted  the  orthodox  ceremonies.  Now 
a  Mahomedan  mendicant,  whose  intrusion  was  resi  sted  by  the 
servants,  and  whose  presence  had  polluted  the  food,  proved  to  be 
he ;  or  the  pipers’  instruments  were  filled  with  wax,  and  they  blew 
discordant  screeches,  or  could  not  blow  at  all ;  or  a  pertinacious 
begging  Brahmun  or  Byragee  pestered  them  when  most  engaged, 
insisted  on  seeing  the  bride,  or  threatened,  otherwise,  to  cut  himself 
and  biing  trouble  on  her.  Now  one  thing,  now  another ;  teasing 
his  sister,  playing  a  sly  joke  with  Aminda,  tormenting  the  Shastree 
in  all  manner  of  ways,  he  was  the  life  of  the  meeting,  and  always 
so  disguised  as  to  dress,  figure,  and  even  voice,  that  no  one 
recognized  him. 

Then  were  there  not  all  the  pipers  of  the  country  ?  the  temple 
musicians,  and  drums  of  all  kinds,  tenor  and  bass  ?  Such  crashes 
of  noise !  Village  bands,  the  temple  musicians,  and  the  hired  per- 
formere,  and  dancing  women,  all  playing  different  tunes  at  the  same 
moment.  The  hora-players  and  drums  of  half  the  country  came 
in  hopes  of  largess ;  and  there  was  one  burly  fellow  from  Andoora, 
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near  Nuldroog,  whose  horn  had  wreaths  of  flowers  tied  to  it,  with 
gold  and  silver  tinsel  ribbon,  the  wild  screams  of  whose  instrument, 
and  sometimes  its  mellow  quivering  notes,  could  be  heard  high 
above  all  the  othei’s. 

And,  to  be  sure,  what  feasting  !  The  household  cooking-pans 
were  not  half  big  enough,  and  those  from  the  temple  had  to  be 
borrowed :  and  the  neighbours’  kitchens,  on  both  sides,  were  filled 
with  cooks.  Pecks  and  bushels  of  rice,  butter,  vegetable  stews,  and 
curries ;  sweet  things,  hot  things,  savoury  things ;  and  Anunda’s 
famous  “  poorees,”  reserved  for  the  choicest  guests — some  even 
made  by  herself  and  Tara. 

There  was  no  room  in  the  house  or  in  the  courts  for  eating,  so 
the  street  outside  was  swept  and  watered ;  and  every  day,  early 
in  the  afternoon,  you  might  see  a  posse  of  stout  young  Brahmuns 
laying  down  fresh  green  plantain-leaves  in  double  rows  on  the 
ground,  with  broad  alleys  between  them,  and  then  long  files  of 
clean-shaven  Brahmuns  sit  down  behind  them  ;  and  after  them  a 
procession  of  men  bearing  on  their  shoulders  huge  pans  full  of  rice, 
hot  from  the  kitchen,  and  slung  on  poles — baskets  of  hot  bread, 
poorees,  curries,  stews,  and  the  like,  would  march  down  the  middle, 
ladling  out  portions  of  all  to  each,  and  helping  liberally  to  melted 
butter,  hot  “  chutnees,”  and  other  toothsome  condiments. 

And  the  men  ate  and  ate  till  they  could  eat  no  more,  and  the 
crowds  on  the  house-terraces  above  them  watched  the  eating,  cheered 
the  eaters,  and  bandied  free  jokes  from  side  to  side  of  the  street  at 
themselves,  the  eaters,  the  carriers  of  the  viands,  cr  the  passengers. 
So  they  ate  and  ate  by  hundreds  and  hundreds  at  a  time  ;  and  many 
a  hungry  Brahmun,  hardly  knowing  how  to  get  a  meal  of  coarse 
jowaree  cakes  in  his  own  home,  took  his  water- vessel  and  blanket, 
travelled  from  twenty  to  thirty  miles  round  to  the  wedding,  received 
a  hearty  welcome,  and  ate  as  he  had  perhaps  never  eaten  before,  and 
remembered  it  all  his  life  afterwards. 

Yes,  it  was  a  capital  wedding;  and  the  village  and  town  gossips 
who  criticised  it  at  the  time,  and  spoke  of  it  afterwards,  could  ac¬ 
tually  find  no  fault.  There  was  not  a  poor  old  hag  in  Tooljapoor  or 
Sindphul,  ay,  and  for  the  matter  of  that,  in  other  villages  further 
distant,  who  did  not  got  a  hearty  meal ;  or  if  she  were  too  infirm  to 
stay  and  eat,  a  liberal  dole  of  flour,  or  rice  and  butter,  with  salt  and 
pepper.  Not  a  family  of  Mahrattas  in  the  town,  noi’,  indeed,  re¬ 
spectable  Mahomedans  either,  who  had  not  materials  for  a  meal  sent 
to  them,  accompanied  by  pipe  and  tabor,  horn  and  drum,  or  band  and 
trumpets,  according  to  the  scale  of  their  rank.  And  from  all  friends, 
presents  for  the  bride,  in  proportion  to  their  means,  from  the 
richest  silken  and  gold  sarees,  do^vn  to  a  humble  cotton  bodice, 
idded  t-i  the  stores  with  which  Badha  was  already  provided. 
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One  by  one  the  ceremonies  were  finished.  The  last — the  solemn 
rite  of  actual  marriage — as  the  bride  and  bridegroom  sat  side  by 
side,  when  the  consecrated  thread  was  wound  round  them  by  the 
attendant  Brahmuns,  and  the  mystic  hymns  and  invocations  chanted ; 
when  their  garments  were  tied  together  in  the  irrevocable  knot, 
and  they  repeated  the  promises  and  vows,  much  like  our  own,  to 
love  and  cherish  each  other — then  Radha’s  veil  was  raised;  and 
though  he  had  seen  her  form  for  many  days  in  succession,  Vyas 
Shastree  now  saw  his  young  wife’s  beautiful  face  for  the  first  time. 

It  was  a  happy  look,  in  one  of  her  happy  moods.  Those 
glorious  eyes  were  not  excited,  but  soft,  timid,  and  shyly  raised  to 
him  in  trust  and  confidence.  Anunda  and  Tara  had  watched  for 
the  effect  upon  him  with  beating  hearts  and  clasped  hands.  There 
could  be  no  doubt  of  the  expression  of  his  face — wonder  first,  then 
gTatification,  perhaps  love.  “Thou  wast  right,  wife,”  he  said 
afterwards;  “she  hath  a  nymph’s  form,  a  deer’s  eyes,  and  a  mouth 
Like  Kamdeo.” 

So  it  was  all  finished  at  last ;  the  guests  departed,  the  courts  were 
swept,  and  the  house  again  cleaned  out.  The  garlands  of  leaves  and 
flowers  still  hung  at  the  gate,  and  from  pillar  to  pillar  of  the  verandah; 
and  certain  post-nuptial  ceremonies  performed  at  the  temple  was  all 
that  remained  of  the  outer  show  of  the  marriage.  Within  was  the 
girl-bride,  happy  in  being  free  from  her  brother,  whom  she  feared 
though  she  loved  him,  and  from  her  aunt,  whom  she  disliked  as  well 
as  feared;  happy  in  her  new  sister-wife,  to  whom  she  felt  like  a 
daughter;  happier  in  Tara,  a  sister  in  truth,  and  she  never  had 
known  one  before ;  content,  too,  to  see  the  Shastree  unreservedly,  and 
to  feel  that  her  beauty  grew  on  him — for  as  yet,  beyond  a  few  words, 
they  had  not  spoken. 

As  Moro  Trimmul  had  determined,  Sukya  Bye  was  despatched  to 
their  home  a  few  days  after  the  ceremony.  She  had  pleaded  hard 
to  be  allowed  to  stay  over  the  Now  Ratree,  and  Anunda  had  asked 
the  favour  at  her  instance ;  but  her  nephew  was  distinct  in  his  re¬ 
fusal,  yet  not  so  as  to  display  auger  or  vexation.  It  was  simply 
impossible,  he  said ;  she  had  been  too  long  absent  from  home,  and 
he  himself  must  go  on  his  own  affairs.  So  she  received  parting 
gifts  of  rich  silk  cloths  from  Radha,  Anunda,  and  the  Shastree,  and 
departed  to  Wye. 

•  •  •  •  ... 

The  last  night  that  Moro  Trimmul  was  to  remain  at  Tool  japoor,  he 
took  an  opportunity  of  telling  Radba  that  he  should  pretend  to  go 
out,  but  conceal  himself  in  the  school  court,  which  was  not  lighted, 
and  that  she  was  to  come  to  him  when  all  were  asleep  or  retired ;  he 
should  wait  for  her  there,  for  he  had  much  to  say  to  her. 

So  he  had.  How  he  had  restrained  himself  hitherto  he  knew  not 
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How,  day  by  day,  lie  bad  seen  Tai’a,  spoken  to  her,  amused  her,  ex¬ 
cited  her,  gloated  over  her  beauty,  which,  if  remarkable  abroad 
where  she  was  guarded,  was  in  a  thousand  degrees  more  captivating 
and  enthralling  in  the  free  household  intercourse — and  yet  had  done 
nothing  towards  possessing  himself  of  her — was  what  he  could 
neither  understand  nor  endure  any  longer.  Gunga  could  not  help 
him ;  he  saw  clearly  that  Tara  utterly  refused  communication 
with  her :  utterly  refused  to  participate*  in  the  lower  degrees  of 
ceremonies  and  orgies  at  which  Gunga  assisted  with  a  lower  order 
of  priests  who  officiated  for  the  inferior  castes  of  the  people ;  and  she 
refused  the  mystic  marriage  to  the  sword  of  the  goddess,  which 
the  “  Moorlees  ”  perfoi’med  in  order  to  cloak  their  profligacy. 

Gunga,  therefore,  baffled  for  a  Avhile,  bided  her  time ;  but  she 
and  her  sister  priestesses  had  vowed  revenge,  and  were  all  in  Moro 
Trimmul’s  interest.  Meanwhile  his  sister  must  help  him;  and  this, 
with  cruel  perseverance,  it  was  his  object  to  effect  through  her  at 
any  risk. 

He  waited  long,  for  the  girl  could  not  get  away  xxnobserved. 
At  last  she  came,  scared  and  tei’rified  lest  her  absence  should  be 
detected;  but  all  were  asleep — Tara  beside  her  in  the  verandah, 
the  Shastree  among  his  books  in  the  book-room,  Anunda  in  her 
own  sleeping-room  within.  She  did  not  find  her  brother  in  better 
temper  for  his  detention. 

“Take  this,”  he  said  to  her,  returning  a  gold  anklet  of  Tara’s, 
which  Radha  had  borrowed  from  her  to  be  copied ;  “  for  I  go  to¬ 
morrow  early,  and  shall  not  see  thee  again  till  the  Now  Ratree ; 
but  thou  hast  kept  me  long,  girl,  and  I  had  much  to  say  to  thee.” 

“  The  Shastree  was  awake  reading :  even  till  now  I  could  not  pass 
his  door,”  she  said  ;  “be  quick,  brother.” 

“  Ah,  thou  art  trembling.  Is  this  the  girl  who  would  have  fled  to 
Sivaji  Rajah ;  and  art  thou  changed  already  into  a  Shastree’s 
wife  ?  ”  he  said,  with  a  sneer. 

The  girl  shivered.  “  Do  not  ‘say  such  things,  brother.  I  strive 
to  put  them  away,  and  they  will  go,  perhaps ;  yes,  they  -will  go,  when 
no  one  tells  me  of  him.” 

Her  brother  laughed.  “  No,  they  shall  not  go,  Radha,  if  I  can 
prevent  it ;  but  thou  must  be  patient,  girl.  So  much  for  thyself ; 
now  for  me.” 

“  What  can  I  do,  brother  ?  ” 

“  Thou  canst  gain  Tara  for  me.  Nay,  Radha,”  he  continued,  as 
she  trembled  still  more,  and  hung  to  the  court  door  in  terroi’, 
“  none  of  this  cowardice !  I  tell  thee  it  must  be,  and  thou  ntust  do  it.” 

“  Brother !  brother !  ”  gasped  the  girl,  piteously.  “  Not  I — not 
I !  What  can  I  do  ?  0,  not  I !  O,  not  I !  ” 

“What  canst  thou  do?  Much,”  ho  returned,  sharply;  “listen, 
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B-adha.  Such  things  are  no  sin.  She  is  a  Brahmun,  as  I  am ;  she 
is  a  widow.  She  is  a  Moorlee,  as  free  as  0-uuga,  or  any  of  them, 
and  she  can  please  herself.  I  know  she  is  not  indifferent  to  me : 
it  is  for  thee  to  improve  this.  Speak  to  her  of  me,  lead  her  to 
think  of  me,  tell  her  what  deeds  I  have  done  with  thy  Rajah — I 
am  with  him  in  them — and  sing  her  our  country  ballads.  I  tell 
thee,  girl,  if  thou  doest  all  this,  it  will  gain  her.” 

“  Never,  brother,  never ;  she  has  no  heart  for  thee.  She  shud¬ 
dered  yesterday  when  I  spoke  of  thee.  I  saw  her — I  could  not  be 
mistaken.  Her  heart  is  with  the  gods,  in  her  books,  cold  and  dead. 
O  brother,  think  not  of  her !  What  can  I  do  ?  ” 

“Is  it  so,  sister ?  ”  he  said  sneeringly.  “ Then  she  must  be 
awakened,  and  that  dead  heart  gain  new  life ;  Radha,  thou  must  do 
it,  thou ! — else  ” — he  felt  the  girl  shivering  as  he  grasped  her  arm, 
and  shook  her  savagely — “else,  wilt  thou  be  long  here?  Would 
this  Shastree  keep  thee  one  hour  in  his  house  if  he  thought,  much  less 
if  he  knew,  thou  hadst  been  married  before,  girl?  Yes,  married 
before  !  Ah,  that  touches  thee !  And  listen  more,  if  my  affair  is  not 
furthered  he  shall  know  it.  What  if  he  cast  thee  out  ?  Thou  canst 
go  to  the  temple  like  Tara;  thou  canst  go  to  him — to  Sivaji — but 
thou  wilt  be  a  reproach  and  an  outcast.  Choose  ! — to  be  happy  as 
I  have  placed  thee,  or  as  I  have  said.  One  or  other,  girl !  the  last, 
and  what  I  have  risked  for  thee — what  I  have  done  for  thee — will 
be  repaid.  0  sister !  what  Sivaji  Rajah  is  to  thee,  a  burning  thought 
day  and  night,  so  Tara  is  to  me,  and  more.  Dost  thou  hear  ?  ” 

“  I — I,”  gasped  the  terrified  girl,  “  I  hear — I  hear.  0  brother,  be 
not  cruel,  do  not  destroy  me ;  or,  if  thou  wilt,  one  blow  of  thy  knife 
— now — now — ^here,”  and  she  bared  her  breast.  “  It  will  be  mercy 
— strike  !  ” 

“  Poor  fool,”  said  Moro  Trimmul,  “I  would  not  harm  thea,'  Go,  re¬ 
member  what  I  have  said,  and  do  as  I  tell  thee.  If  she  be  in  the  same 

mood  when  I  return,  why  then - Go,”  he  continued,  interrupting 

himself,  “  I  can  wait  no  longer.  Fear  not,  my  blessing  is  on  thee,”  and 
he  put  his  hands  on  hei  head.  “  For  his  sake,  my  lord,  my  prince  and 
thine,  thou  shalt  come  to  no  harm.  Go  !  ”  And  saying  this  he  put 
her  gently  away  from  him  into  the  court,  closed  the  door,  and  easily 
climbing  the  low  wall,  dropped  into  the  street  beyond. 

“  One  thing  more  ere  the  night  passes,”  he  said,  as  he  walked 
rapidly  through  the  deserted  streets  to  the  house  they  had  lived  in,  near 
the  Shastree’s :  “  if  she  is  there,  well ;  if  not,  I  must  seek  her.  What 
she  wanted  must  have  been  brought  ere  this.” 

“  She  is  within,  master,”  said  a  man  sitting  at  the  gate,  with  a 
black  blanket  round  him,  who  spoke  ere  Moro  Trimmul  could  ask ; 
“  she  has  been  here  an  hour  or  moro ;  and  here  are  some  things  the 
sonar  brought  this  evening  when  you  were  absent.” 
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“  Good,”  said  tbe  Pundit,  passing  in ;  “  see  that  no  one  enters.” 

The  man  laughed,  ”  It  is  too  late,  master,  now.  No  one  will  come. 
Are  we  to  leave  early  ?  ” 

“  Tell  them  to  bring  the  horses  at  daylight,”  he  replied ;  “  we  will 
get  on  to  Darasew  before  noon.  We  must  be  at  Thair  before  night. 
Is  all  prepared  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  the  saddle-bags  are  packed,  and  Bheenia  and  myself  remain ; 
all  the  rest  went  with  the  lady  Sukya,” 

“  Then  go  and  sleep,  for  we  have  a  long  journey  to-morrow,  I  do 
not  need  thee.  Give  me  the  key  of  the  court  door.  I  can  lock  myself 
in,  and  I  shall  be  awake  long  before  you  in  tlie  morning.” 

He  entered  the  court  and  locked  the  gate  behind  him.  A  lamp  was 
burning  in  a  recess  of  the  verandah,  and  its  light  fell  upon  the 
figure  of  the  girl  Gunga,  who  had  covered  herself  with  a  sheet,  and, 
most  likely  weary  with  waiting  for  him,  had  fallen  asleep.  She 
did  not  hear  him ;  and  as  he  had  left  his  shoes  by  the  side  of  the 
outer  door,  there  was  no  noise  whatever  from  his  bare  feet. 

More  Trimmul  stood  over  her,  and,  as  he  did  so,  she  moved  un¬ 
easily  in  her  sleep,  turned  and  said  something  ;  ho  could  not  catch  the 
words.  Then  some  cruel  thoughts  passed  suddenly  through  his 
mind.  Gunga  knew  too  much ;  a  blow  of  his  knife  would  silence 
for  ever  all  chance  of  disclosure  of  what  had  been  done  for  Radha ; 
the  gold  he  had  to  give  her  would  be  saved.  There  Avas  a  large  well 
or  cistern  behind  the  house ;  the  wall  of  the  back-yard  hung  over  it; 
it  was  a  place  where  the  women  of  the  town  washed  their  clothes, 
and  was  so  held  to  be  unclean.  That  would  hide  her.  A  ]\Ioorlee  ? 
What  Moorlee  had  not  jealousies  and  strifes  ?  Who  would  care  for 
her?  And  he  drew  the  dagger  and  stood  over  her  in  an  attitude 
to  strike. 

Why  he  hesitated  he  could  never  tell ;  certainly  it  was  not  from 
fear.  Perhaps  some  lingering  feeling  of  compassion  for  one  so  young 
— perhaps  the  memory  of  some  caress — stayed  the  blow  for  an  in¬ 
stant,  for  he  did  not  strike.  The  light  fell  full  on  her  eyes  and  face 
as  she  turned,  and  she  smiled  and  awoke  suddenly, 

“  I  dreamed  of  thee,  beloved,”  she  said,  stretehing  out  her  arms  to 

him,  “and  thou  art  here -  But  why  the  knife?”  she  continued, 

quickly  sitting  up,  as  the  light  gleamed  on  the  blade.  “  ISIoro  ! — I — 
I — I  fear  thee ;  why  dost  thou  look  at  me  so  ?  Ah !  ”  and  she  covered 
her  eyes  Avith  her  hand,  expecting  death. 

“  Only  to  cut  these  strings,”  he  said,  Avith  a  hard  laugh,  recoverino’ 
himself  and  dividing  the  cord  Avhich  Avas  tied  round  the  paper  coi” 
taining  the  gold  anklets,  “  Look,  Gunga !  ”  and  he  held  them  up  to 
the  light,  and  shook  them  till  the  little  bells  on  them  clashed  gently. 

“  Thou  art  good,”  she  said,  looking  up  as  he  held  them  above  her, 
still  shaking  them ;  “  they  are  very,  very  beautiful,  but  thou  Avilt  not 
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give  them  to  me,  for  thou  hast  not  got  Tara.  Ah  !  thou  hast  just 
come  from  her,  and  wilt  not  give  them.  Go  !  go  back  to  her.” 

“  But  my  sister  is  her  father’s  wife,  and  these  are  heavier  than 
Tara’s.  I  have  not  broken  faith  with  thee,  Gunga,”  he  replied,  “  nor 
my  oath  at  the  Pap-nas  temple.  Take  them — they  are  thine  hence¬ 
forth.  And  now  wilt  thou  go  with  me,  Gunga  ?  I  have  prepared 
a  horse  for  thee,  and  Bheema  can  walk.” 

“  To  the  end  of  life,”  cried  the  girl,  who  had  risen  to  her  knees  to 
put  on  the  anklets,  and  who  now  clasped  his  feet, — “  to  the  end  of 
life !  Kill  me  if  thou  wilt,  Moro  Trimmul,  who  would  care  ?  It 
would  be  no  pain  to  Gunga.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

A  THICK  heavy  rain  was  falling,  which  had  lasted  nearly  all  day  with¬ 
out  intermission,  and  the  afternoon  was  now  advanced.  The  sky  was 
one  imiform  tint  of  dark  grey,  in  which,  near  the  horizon,  some  yellow¬ 
ish,  lurid  colour  occasionally  appeared.  Dark  masses  of  cloud  came 
up  slowly  from  the  south-west  at  times,  causing  a  deeper  gloom  as 
they  passed  overhead,  accompanied  by  bursts  of  rain,  which  some¬ 
times  fell  in  sheets,  deluging  the  ground,  and  dashing  up  muddy 
spray  from  the  soft  earth.  The  air  was  stifling;  and  there  was  a 
strong  sulphurous  smell  with  the  rain,  which  increased  the  disagree¬ 
able  effect  of  the  close,  hot  atmosphere.  Sometimes  a  gentle  breeze, 
hardly  sufficient  to  give  the  rain  a  slanting  direction,  arose,  and  felt  re¬ 
freshing;  but  as  the  heavy  clouds  passed,  it  died  away,  and  the  rain 
fell  perpendicularly  again,  with  a  constant  monotonous  plash,  which, 
coming  from  a  wide  plain,  sounded  like  a  dull  roar. 

Little  could  be  seen  of  the  plain  itself ;  for  not  only  was  the 
rain  too  thick  to  allow  of  any  distance  to  appear  definitely,  but 
there  was  a  steamy  mist  rising  from  the  previously  heated  earth, 
which  increased  the  alrea'dy  existing  dimness  and  gloom.  Some¬ 
times  a  few  trees  in  the  vicinity,  which  appeared  tall  and  ghostly^ 
in  the  grey  light  and  thick  air,  stood  out  more  in  detail  as  the  rain 
slackened  for  a  while,  and  seemed  to  give  promise  of  breaking ;  and 
on  these  occasions  two  villages  became  dimly  visible ;  one  of  them 
nearly  a  mile  distant,  the  other  perhaps  half  a  mile  farther,  situated 
to  the  right  and  left  of  what,  in  dry  weather,  was  a  well-beaten 
road-track,  but  which  could  only  now  be  known  as  such,  by  being 
bare  of  grass,  and  by  the  slightly  raised  banks,  covered  here  and 
there  by  low  bushes,  which  bounded  it. 

The  place  we  are  about  to  describe  occupied  the  summit  of  a 
small  eminence,  below  which,  in  a  valley  watered  by  a  rivulet,  was  a 
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village  surrounded  bj  tall  crops  of  grain,  now  coming  into  ear, 
mingled  with  fields  of  cotton,  as  yet  very  low,  and  pulse,  and  other 
cereals,  generally  about  waist- high.  This  difference  in  the  height  of 
the  crops  left  the  valley  comparatively  open;  and  the  road-track 
could  be  followed  by  the  eye,  whenever  the  mist  and  rain  cleared 
a  little — through  the  fields  to  the  gate  of  the  first  village,  before 
which  there  was  an  open  piece  of  ground,  past  a  small  Hindu 
temple  surrounded  with  trees,  and  up  a  slight  ascent  beyond,  to  a 
plain,  along  which  it  continued,  tdl  it  disappeared  among  the  tall 
jowaree  fields  and  other  cultivation  of  the  next  village.  These  two 
villages  were  called  the  greater  and  less  Kinny. 

The  valley,  or  hollow,  was  little  more  than  a  descent  in  the  un¬ 
dulation  of  the  country ;  but,  when  the  rain  fell  heavily  at  the 
nearer  village,  so  as  almost  to  conceal  it,  the  effect  from  the 
eminence  we  describe  was,  as  though  it  were  actually  deep  and 
broad ;  and  then  also  the  farther  village,  with  its  trees,  appeared 
distant,  and  sometimes  was  not  visible  at  all.  Thus  alternating, 
as  sometimes  plainly  in  view,  and  at  others  not  to  be  seen,  these 
villages  appeared  to  be  objects  of  deep  interest  to  three  men,  who 
occupied  the  spot  we  have  just  mentioned.  Occasionally,  and  as 
the  rain  cleared  a  little,  one  or  other  of  them  would  proceed  to  the 
top  of  a  heap  of  stones  near  at  hand,  and  look  anxiously  along 
the  line  of  road,  past  the  fields  and  the  open  space  before  the 
gate  of  the  first  Kinny,  up  the  ascent  beyond,  and  over  the  plain 
to  the  second  ;  and  there  were  moments  when  a  man  on  horseback 
might  easily  have  been  descried  even  at  the  further  village,  cer¬ 
tainly  at  the  second,"'  or  between  them,  had  such  a  person  been 
upon  the  road ;  but  no  one  appeared. 

The  spot  was  remarkable  as  the  highest  point  for  a  long  distance 
either  way  upon  the  road- track  ;  and  indeed,  had  the  day  been 
clear,  a  large  extent  of  country  could  have  been  seen  from  it  in 
all  directions.  Now,  however,  the  view  was  very  limited ;  and  on 
the  opposite  sides  from  the  two  villages  nothing  could  be  seen 
but  a  plain,  thinly  covered  with  grass  and  bushes,  and  strewn 
thickly  with  black  stones,  which,  uncultivated  as  it  was  for  miles, 
looked  doubly  desolate  through  the  misty  air,  being  partially 
covered  with  pools  of  water  of  a  yellowish  brown  colour,  the  result 
of  the  present  rain.  Over  this  plain,  three  roads  or  paths  diverged 
from  the  place  the  men  occupied.  The  main  track,  which  had  the 
appearance  of  being  somewhat  beaten,  was  broader  than  the  others, 
and  led  westward  to  the  town  of  AUund,  about  six  miles  distant, — 
the  others  to  villages  from  two  to  four  miles  to  the  south  and  west. 

The  plain  was,  as  we  have  said,  very  stony,  and  at  the  place 
we  allude  to,  the  heap  of  stones  had  been  formed  gradually  by 
travellers  who,  coming  from  all  sides,  took  up  one  from  the  path, 
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and  threw  it,  with  a  prayer  to  the  local  divinity,  upon  the  pile. 
This  had  been  done,  no  doubt,  for  centuries ;  still  the  stones  upon 
the  path  appeared  as  thick  as  .ever,  and  sorely  impeded  and 
harassed  all  travellers,  whether  on  foot  or  horseback. 

Over  this  heap  of  stones  grew  a  largo  banian,  and  close  to  it 
several  sci’aggy  neem  trees;  a  peepul,  too,  had  once  existed,  but 
was  dead.  Part  of  the  trunk  and  one  large  branch  remained  stand¬ 
ing,  white  and  dry,  and  a  portion  of  another  lay  on  the  ground, 
from  which  chips  of  firewood  had  been  cut  from  time  to  tiine. 
It  looked  as  if  it  had  been  struck  with  lightning,  whicli,  indeed, 
was  not  improbable,  as  several  branches  of  the  banian  were  scathed 
and  riven,  probably  from  the  same  cause.  Of  aU  these  trees,  however, 
the  banian  or  “  burr,”  as  it  is  called  in  the  language  of  the  country, 
was  most  remarkable. 

Not  possessed  of  the  luxuriant  foliage  common  to  this  tree  in 
other  places,  probably  because  the  soil  was  too  poor  and  rocky, 'its 
huge  gnarled  boughs  were  bare  of  small  branches  and  leaves ;  some 
were  naked  and  actually  withered,  others  apparently  so,  and  all 
stretched  their  white  gaunt  arms  into  the  sky,  with  a  wild  and 
ghastly  effect  against  the  leaden  grey  of  the  clouds.  In  process  of 
the  centuries  of  its  existence,  several  boughs  had  become  detached 
from  the  parent  trunk,  and  were  upheld  by  stems  which  had  once 
been  pendant  roots,  and  had  struck  into  the  ground.  These 
portions,  if  anything  more  bare,  and  more  gnarled  and  twisted  than 
the  parent  tree,  rose  loftily  into  the  air,  and  with  the  same  effect 
we  have  already  noticed. 

The  larger  boughs  and  steUis  were  full  of  holes,  which' sheltered  a 
numerous  colony  of  small  grey  tree  owls,  whose  bright  yellow  eyes 
stared  from  behind  large  boughs,  and  out  of  crevices  in  the  trunks, 
or  from  among  the  ornaments  of  the  roof  of  the  temple  below ;  while 
they  kept  up  a  perpetual  twittering,  as  if  they  conversed  together, 
which  indeed  perhaps  they  did.  On  hot  bright  days  lizards,  large 
and  small,  crept  out  of  crevices  and  basked  in  the  sun ;  and  among 
them  a  family  of  huge  black  ones,  with  bright  eyes  and  scaiict 
throats,  which  they  inflated  as  they  appeared  to  swell  with  impor¬ 
tance.  Shepherd  boys  believed  these  to  bo  evil  spiiits,  and  if  they 
were  brave,  pelted  them  with  stones,  or  if  otherwise  ran  off,  as  one 
of  them  issued  forth  and  looked  about  cmiously. 

Some  largo  holes,  too,  near  the  top  of  the  tree,  contained  great 
homed  owls,  which,  if  attracted  by  any  noise,  sat,  with  stupidly-grave 
aspect  and  wide  saucer-eyes,  looking  down  upon  the  road — the  tufts 
of  feathei’S  over  their  ears  alternately  erected  and  depressed — till  they 
flew  out  with  a  loud  hoot  to  look  for  some  more  undisturbed  retreat. 
These  owls,  great  and  small,  with  the  lizards,  had  the  tree,  for  the 
most  part,  to  themselves.  Probably  there  was  not  enough  foliage  to 
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tempt  other  birds  to  rest  there  ;  for  except  an  occasional  wandering 
flock  of  chattering  parroqnets,  mynas,  or  green  pigeons,  none  fre¬ 
quented  it  by  day.  By  night,  however,  it  was  otherwise :  for  it  was 
then  the  roosting-place  of  the  vultures,  eagles,  and  other  carrion 
birds  of  the  district,  with  whom  the  owls  did  not  apparently  interfere. 

At  the  back,  partly  behind  the  parent  tree  and  the  heap  of  stones, 
was  a  small  and  evidently  ancient  Hindu  temj^e,  consisting  of  one 
chamber  and  a  porch.  The  chamber  was  not  much  larger  than 
sufficed  to  contain  the  image,  and  allow  a  priest  to  officiate  before  it 
in  case  of  necessity,  and  was  too  low  to  admit  of  a  man’s  standing 
upright.  The  porch,  which  was  supported  in  front  by  two  roughly- 
hewn  stone  pillars,  was  somewhat  larger ;  and  the  three  men  we  have 
mentioned,  were  enabled  to  sit  in  it  comfortably,  protected  from  the 
rain.  The  doorway  was  narrow  and  low,  and  the  inside  of  the 
chamber  was  dark ;  but  a  small  Phallic  emblem  could  be  seen  within 
set  upon  a  low  altar,  and  a  rudely-sculptured  stone  bull,  in  a  sitting 
posture,  liad  originally  been  placed  before  the  porch  facing  the  image. 
The  temple,  image,  and  bull  showed  that  the  gi’ove  had  been  ori¬ 
ginally  dedicated  to  Siva,  or  Mahadeo,  in  the  form  of  that  ancient 
“  pillar  and  calf  ”  worship  so  fatal  to  the  Israehtes  of  old,  and  which 
for  them  possessed  so  strange  a  fascination. 

The  temple  was  deserted,  and,  except  on  the  annual  festival  of  the 
god,  when  some  priest  from  a  neighbouring  village  swept  out  the 
chamber,  brought  a  light  to  bum  before  the  image,  poured  the  usual 
hbations,  and  hung  a  few  garlands  of  jessamine  and  marigold  flowers 
over  it,  no  one  ever  came  with  intent  to  worship,  and  the  place 
was  utterly  neglected.  Last  year’s  garlands  were  now  but  dry  brown 
leaves  hanging  to  a  cotton  thread ;  the  chamber  was  dirty,  and 
strewn  with  dead  leaves ;  the  stone  bull  in  front  was  overthrown, 
and  lying  on  its  side,  and  even  in  bright  sunshine  the  place  presented 
a  melancholy,  deserted  appearance,  Sometimes,  in  the  heat  of  the 
day,  village  lads,  in  charge  of  goats  and  cattle,  would  meet  there, 
but  only  in  lack  of  other  shelter  from  the  sun ;  for  indeed  the  spot 
had  an  evil  reputation,  and  not  without  reason. 

It  is  not  surprising  that  it  was  believed  to  be  the  resort  of  malig¬ 
nant  spirits  which  love  to  dwell  in  such  places,  and  of  tricksy  and 
mischievous  sprites  which  inhabited  the  large  holes  in  the  old 
trunks,  sharing  them  with  the  owls  and  lizards  that  lived  there : 
vexed  travellers’  horses,  causing  them  to  cast  shoes  in  the  stones,  or 
led  wayfarer^  astray,  especially  at  night,  among  the  many  paths  over 
the  stony  plain — or  bewitched  cows  and  buffaloes,  and  dried  up  their 
milk.  So,  ofttimes,  shepherds  came  with  flowers,  and  poured  liba¬ 
tions  of  milk  and  curds,  after  a  rude  fashion,  over  a  few  large  stones 
which  lay  among  the  gnarled  roots  of  the  great  tree,  and  had  been 
placed  there  as  devoted  to  the  local  divinities — Fauns  and  Dryads — 
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and  therefore  held  in  rude  reverence ;  and  these,  on  such  occasions, 
were  smeared  with  red  or  black  powder  in  a  kind  of  deprecatory 
worship. 

It  was  not  for  these  reasons  alone  that  the  place  was  di*eaded  ;  it 
had,  from  other  causes,  even  a  worse  reputation.  It  was  notorious  as 
the  place  of  meeting  for  most  of  the  gang  robberies  in  the  oountry  ; 
for  assemblies  of  parties  of  highway  robbers,  and  the  distribution  of 
stolen  property.  "Watchmen  on  village  towers  at  night,  sometimes 
saw  fires  twinkling  about  the  temple,  and  well  knew  the  cause  of 
them;  and  shepherd  boys  next  day  found  rude  clay  crucibles  and  ex¬ 
tinguished  charcoal  fires  in  one  place  where  the  trunk  was  hollow 
at  Sie  root  of  the  tree,  and  thus  knew  that  gold  and  silver  had  been 
melted  there  at  night. 

Murder,  too,  had  been  done  there.  On  one  occasion,  not  very  long 
ago,  several  fresh  corpses  had  been  found  in  the  old  well  barely 
concealed  by  leaves  and  bushes ;  and,  more  recently,  a  body  found 
lying  on  the  road  had  been  dragged  from  the  line  of  one  village 
boundary  to  another — for  several  boundaries  of  village  lands  diverged 
from  that  spot — to  escape  the  king’s  fine,  till  it  was  eaten*  by  vul¬ 
tures  and  hyenas,  and  the  bones  lay  and  bleached  under  the  great  tree 
for  many  a  day,  to  the  terror  of  all  wayfarers.  In  short,  the  place 
was  thus  esteemed  evil  for  many  reasons  ;  and  whether  villagers  or 
travellers  came  past  it  by  any  of  the  roads  over  the  plain,  or  from 
the  two  Kinnys,  alone  or  in  company,  they  hurried  past  the  temple, 
breathing  a  spell  or  prayer  against  the  ghosts  and  spirits  which 
dwelt  in  it,  and  heartily  wishing  themselves  safe  beyond  its  precincts. 


CHAPTER  X. 

# 

The  three  persons  who  were  sheltering  themselves  in  the  porch  of 
the  temple  had  apparently  no  apprehensions.  Each  in  turn,  throw¬ 
ing  a  coarse  black  blanket  about  him,  moimted  the  heap  of  stones 
and  looked  eagerly  toward  the  villages  and  along  the  line  of  road. 
The  others  sat  toother,  rolling  up  leaves  of  the  hanian  tree  from 
time  to  time,  which  they  filled  with  tobacco  from  their  pouches,  and 
smoked  as  fast  as  made.  All  three  were  heavily  armed  with  long 
straight  swords  with  solid  basket- handles,  from  which  a  spike  pro¬ 
jected  below^the  hilt,  enabling  the  wearer  to  use  his  weapon  double- 
handed,  as  well  as  to  protect  the  wrist ;  shields  of  stout  hide,  with 
brass  bosses,  hung  at  their  backs,  and  daggers  of  different  forms 
were  in  their  girdles.  In  the  chamber  of  the  temple  their  three 
matchlocks  leaned  against  the  waU — two  being  ordinary  ones  with 
long  bright  barrels,  the  other  short  and  handsomely  inlaid  with  gold, 
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evidently  of  superior  value  to  the  others.  The  men  wore  their  large 
crooked  powder-horns,  and  bullet-bags,  with  tinder-boxes,  attached 
to  soft  leather  waistbelts,  and  their  priming-horns,  hung  to  the 
breast-buckles  of  their  sword-belts,  of  buff  leather.  The  matchlocks 
were  ready  for  instant  use ;  for  the  matches  were  lighted,  and  the 
smoke,  from  the  match-ends,  and  that  of  a  small  fire  made  of  dried 
tmgs,  filled  the  chamber  and  issued  from  the  door. 

The  two  men  who  were  sitting* in  the  porch^^^no  had  just  gone 
and  taken  post  again  upon  tho  stones — were  stout  square-built 
fellows,  of  dark-brown  complexion,  with  peculiarly  round  powerful 
shoulders,  which  gave  them  almost  tho  appearance  of  deformity. 
They  wore  coarse  cotton  tunics  and  tight  drawers,  which  reached  to 
the  knee,  leaving  the  lower  part  of  the  legs  bare,  and  showing  them 
to  be  sinewy  and  w'dl  exercised  by  constant  travel.  They  had  not 
removed  their  sandals,  which  were  strong  and  studded  with  large¬ 
headed  naOs,  and,  as  they  sat  together,  the  resemblance  in  figure  was 
very  striking.  They  were,  in  fact,  twin-brothers,  and,  being  Mahrattas, 
had  been  named,  as  is  usual,  Hama  and  Lukshmun,  after  the  popular 
heroes  of  the  Mahabarut.  Even  in  features  there  was  a  strong  resem¬ 
blance  ;%ut  the  expression  of  the  elder,  Rama,  was  as  gloomy,  if  not 
savage,  as  that  of  the  younger,  Lukshmun,  was  cheerful  and  good- 
natured. 

The  brothers  had  been  long  silent,  and  the  third  person,  who,  with 
a  heavy  black  blanket  thrown  over  his  head,  had  been  sitting  for 
some  time  upon  the  stones,  got  up  and  returned  to  the  porch  as  a 
fresh  cloud  passed  overhead,  accompanied  by  heavier  rain  than  be¬ 
fore,  which  gradually  shut  out  the  village  and  road  from  his  view, 
shook  the  wet  from  the  blanket,  and  stood  looking  gloomily  at  tho 
sky  and  the  torrents  of  water  which  were  running  off  tlio  ground 
towards  the  declivity  of  the  eminence.  There  was  a  great  contrast 
between  this  person  and  the  others  in  every  respect,  and  he  merits, 
perhaps,  a  separate  description. 

Though  young,  he  was  evidently  the  leader  of  the  party,  and  his 
comparatively  fair  complexion  and  regular  features,  as  well  as  tho 
caste-mark  on  his  forehead,  showed  hini  to  be  a  Rajpoot,  descended 
from  those  emigrants  from  Northern  India  whom  military  service, 
even  at  that  period,  had  tempted  from  Oude  and  Delhi  to  the 
remote  Dekhan.  In  stature,  as  in  powerful  make,  he  much  exceeded 
his  companions,  and  his  carriage  was  soldierlike  and  graceful.  He 
wore  a  quilted  turdc  of  what  had  once  been  gay  red  “  mushroo,” 
the  strong  satin  of  the  country,  but  now  stained  and  frayed ;  long 
tight  drawers,  turned  up  to  the  calf ;  a  dark  red  turban,  of  fine  tex¬ 
ture,  jauntily  cocked  aside,  its  gold  thread  end  being  turned  back 
over  the  top ;  and  his  powder-horn,  buUct-bag,  and  shield,  as  well  as 
a  little  gold  embroidery  upon  his  sword-belt,  all  of  a  better  quality 
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than  the  others,  with  a  fine  single  pearl  ear-ring — proved  him  to 
be  as  much  superior  to  them  in  rank,  as  his  expression  and  deport¬ 
ment  were  in  intelligence. 

Gopal  Singh,  for  such  was  his  name,  was,  in  truth,  decidedly 
good-looking.  Large  black  eyes,  full  of  light,  a  prominent  nose, 
bushy  *v\  niskers,  very  neatly  trimmed,  and  a  small  moustache  twisted 
upwards  into  close  curls  at  the  corners  of  a  mouth  delicately 
formed  and  almost  effeminate  in  character  when  relaxed,  but  which, 
when  the  lips  were  compressed,  seemed  full  of  deep  expfession  both 
for  good  and  evil,  the  chin,  clean-shaved  and  prominent,  betokening 
firmness, — all  combined  to  form  a  countenance  in  which  decision  and 
energy  were  evident ;  but,  in  spite  of  his  good  features,  their  general 
expression  was  repellant,  expressing  cruelty  and  lawlessness  of  no 
common  order. 


‘‘He  will  never  get  across  the  Benathoora  to-day,  my  friends,”  he 
said,  stepping  into  a  dry  corner  of  the  porch  and  sitting  down ;  “  and 
we  have  a  Aveary  journey  to  Itga  before  us  in  this  mud;  yet  I  dare 
not  face  the  master,  my  uncle,  without  some  news  of  him.” 

“  Maharaj,”  replied  Rama,  respectfully,  folding  his  hands— “  Great 
pnnee  ”— by  which  title  (an  ordinary  one  of  respect),  or  thft  of  Je¬ 
madar,  Gopal  Singh  Avas  usually  addressed  by  them— “  I  know  the 
Benathoora,  and  she  AA^ill  not  come  doAvn  before  night ;  and  if  it 
be  true  that  the  man  left  Kullianee  yesterday,  there  is  plenty  of 
time  for  him  to  be  here  by  sunset.  Depend  upon  it,  he  will  make 
for  Allund  to-day,  and  there  will  have  been  no  deep  mud  for  some  hours 
after  he  left.  Couldst  thou  see  nothing  on  the  road  ?  ” 

“  Nothing,  Rama.  At  one  time  I  thought  I  saw  him  at  the  gate  of 
the  village  yonder,  but  as  the  rain  cleared  off,  it  Avas  only  some  cattle 
going  in  ;  then  the  mist  closed  up  the  view,  and  I  could  see  no  more, 
and  came  away.  By  Krishna,  but  this  rain  is  something  to  see! 
I  question  whether  he  could  cross  the  nulla  doAvn  there  before 
Kinny,  it  seems  filling  so  fast.” 

T  1  ford  it  well  enough  if  he  is  bent  on  coming,”  said 

ukshmun,  “  and  he  could  not  stop  at  either  village,  for  I  told  the 
UoAvra  this  morning,  if  a  stranger  came,  to  send  him  on  with  a 
^ide,  and  to  shut  the  gate  if  he  wanted  to  stop.  So,  if  he  left 
Kullianee  yesterday,  he  ought  to  have’ come  a  good  distance  before 
t ;  and  if  he  started  again  this  morning,  there  is  no  river,  or 
nulla  betAveen  to  stop  him  but  the  Benathoora,  and  that  will  be 
torclable  till  midnight,  even  with  heavier  rain  than  this.  He  would 
not  stay  for  the  rain  to  clear  ?  ” 

+1,  **  the  Jemadar ;  “  he  dared  not  stay 

ere.  Gne  of  old  Lukniun  Geer’s  disciples  Avas  to  accompany  him 
o  a  VI  age  half  way  to  Allund  yesterday,  and  send  him  on  from 
ence  wi  guides  from  village  to  village.  We  offered  escort, 
but  he  Avould  take  no  one — the  fellow  Avas  suspicious.” 
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“  Then  he  is  quite  safe,  Maharaj.  The  guides  may  plague  him;  but 
if  he  started  under  injunctions  fi’om  the  old  Bawa’s  disciple,  he  -will 
be  passed  on  carefully,”  returned  Rama. 

“  I  hope  he  is,  brothers.  I  would  not  lose  our  chance  of  the  gold 
he  has  for  something — nor  indeed  of  himself.” 

“  Gold !  Jemadar,”  cried  both  eagerly,  in  a  breathi 

“  Yes,  my  friends ;  good  royal  mohurs,  I  know ;  for  the  day  before 
yesterday  ho  rested  at  the  Gosai’s  Mntt,  and  had  a  Hoondee  cashed 
in  the  shop.  It  was  a  goodly  pouchful,  I  know,  and  it  will  come  to  us 
if  we  wait  patiently.” 

Gopal  Singh  lighted  some  tinder  with  his  flint  and  steel,  and  then 
a  leaf  cigarette,  a,s  we  may  call  it,  and  began  to  smoke  in  silence 
which  was  only  broken  by  the  dripping  of  the  rain  from  the  porch  of 
the  temple  and  the  tree,  the  general  plash  over  the  plain,  and  the 
loud  and  continuous  croaking  of  the  frogs  in  the  pools  and  puddles. 

The  Jemadar  first  broke  silence.  “Someone  must  look  again,” 
he  continued,  after  a  while ;  “  and  it  is  brighter  now.  Go  thou, 
Lukshmun,  take  the  blanket  and  sit  close.” 

“  It  is  not  weather  to  turn  out  a  dog,”  muttered  the  iwin,  sulkily, 
getting  Tip  and  stepping  down  from  the  porch;  “but  I  will  go, 
Maharaj,  if  it  is  your  order.  Shall  I  go  on  to  Kinny,”  he  continued, 
“  and  see  if  I  can  get  tidings  of  him  ?  Better  that  than  sitting  up 
there  like  a  drenched  scarecrow  in  a  field.” 

^  “  Good,  brother,  go  !  Try  the  nulla  before  you  venture  into  the 
middle  of  it,  lest  it  be  too  strong  for  you,”  said  Rama. 

“  And  wait  there  for  a  time,”  added  the  Jemadar.  “If  he  do  not 
arrive  before  night  thou  canst  bring  some  flour,  ghee,  and  sugar  from 
the  Patel ;  for  if  we  are  to  watch  here  all  night  we  had  need  to  eat, 
and  I  must  make  some  bread ;  but  if  the  man  comes,  bring  him  on — 
he  will  be  well-mounted  and  will  not  fear  the  nulla,  and  thou  canst 
invent  something  about  going  back  to  Allund  on  urgent  business.” 

“  Trust  me  for  that.  Jemadar.  If  I  have  an  ugly  face  I  can  speak 
soft  words  when  I  choose,  and  I  know  enough  of  the  camp  language 
to  make  him  understand.  Now,  I  am  going.”  So  saying,  he  doubled 
the  blanket  in  a  peculiar  manner,  so  as  to  form  a  cloak,  threw  it 
over  his  head  and  shoulders,  and  folded  the  sides  tightly  about  him  ; 
then  taking  off  his  sandals,  which  he  carried  in  his  hand,  he  strode 
away  in  the  rain,  as  rapidly  as  the  mud  would  admit. 

“  Take  care  of  the  thorns  in  the  lane  near  the  village ;  put  on  your 
sandals  there :  we  can’t  have  you  troubling  us  with  a  Babool  thorn  in 
your  foot,”  shouted  the  Jemadar. 

Lukshmun  turned  round  and  nodded  his  assent,  and  continued  as 
before.  They  watched  him  silently  till  he  disappeared  over  the  brow 
of  the  eminence,  Avhen  Rama  said  to  his  companion,  “  What  if  they 
have  sent  the  man  on  by  the  other  road,  or  warned  him,  Jemadar  ?  ” 
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There  was  another  road  which  passed  about  half  a  mile  to  the  south 
of  where  they  sat. 

“  He  dare  not,  Rama ;  by  his  soul  he  dare  not,”  replied  the  Jema¬ 
dar,  with  flashing  eyes  and  distended  nostrils.  “  Do  you  think  he 
would  dare  my  uncle’s  vengeance  ?  does  he  wish  his  cattle  to  be  har¬ 
ried  by  Pahar  Singh,  and  his  village  burnt  ?  ” 

“  Perhaps  not ;  and  it  would  be  likely  enough  to  happen.  Jemadar,” 
said  Rama,  laughing ;  “  and,  I  suppose,  we  should  have  tb  come  to  do 
it.  But  what  is  to  be  done  with  the  man  ? — That  ?  ”  and  he  pointed 
significantly  to  the  old  well  with  his  thumb. 

“  O  no,  Rama,”  returned  the  other,  laughing  in  his  turn.  “  No¬ 
thing  of  that  kind,  now.  The  man  himself  is  precious,  why,  the 
uncle  knows,  and  some  more  of  them,  though  they  have  not  told  me. 
I  only  hope  he  will  not  make  a  fight  of  it  and  get  hurt.’* 

“  Then  we  could  not  help  it,  of  course.  Jemadar.” 

“No,  indeed,  friend.  But  we  are  three  to  one,  and  he  is  only  a 
Mutsuddee  after  all — not  a  man  of  war — he  will  be  quiet  enough,  I 
dare  say.” 

“  Well,  i^I  am  to  say  the  truth,  Maharaj,  I  am  glad  of  it,”  returned 
Rama.  “It  is  all  very  Avell  to  kill  people  in  a  fair  foray,  or  if  any¬ 
body  will  fight  in  a  Dur6ra,  one’s  blood  is  up,  and  it  does  not  matter ; 
but,  somehow  or  other,  the  last  affair  here  was  not  agreeable,  and  ever 
since  I  have  not  liked  the  place  at  night.  We  need  not  add  to  the 
people  that  lie  yonder,”  and  he  pointed  over  his  shoulder  to  a  comer  of 
the  tree,  “  unless,  indeed,  it  is  to  be,  then  of  course  we  can’t  help  it.” 

“  Nor  I  either,  Rama.  It  is  only  pleasant  here  when  there  are  fifty 
or  sixty  good  fellows  assembled,  and  the  gold  and  silver  are  boiling 
in  the  pots  yonder.  I  don’t  like  this  new  business  as  well  as  the 
old -  By  Gunga,  what  a  flash  !  ” 

Indeed  the  flash  of  lightning,  which  caused  both  to  start  to  their 
feet,  was  nearly  blinding.  Without  warning,  except  by  the  passage 
of  another  dark  cloud  above,  it  had  fallen  on  part  of  the  old  tree 
which  was  separate  from  the  rest — a  branch  supported  by  two 
roots  which  had  struck  into  the  ground — and  had  riven  away  part  of 
it,  which  fell  across  the  mound  of  stones  with  a  loud  and  heavy  crash, 
and  was  followed  by  a  cracking  peal  of  thunder,  so  loud  and  so  near 
that  the  men  involuntarily  put  their  hands  to  their  ears. 

“It  would  have  killed  him  if  he  had  been  on  the  stones,”  said 
Kama,  who  first  spoke,  as  the  peal,  spreading  itself  over  the  heavens, 
was  dying  into  deep  growls  in  the  distance.  “  By  all  the  gods  !  was 
there  ever  such  thunder  ?  ” 

“  It  will  break  up  the  clouds,  perhaps,”  returned  the  Jemadar, 
“and  this  rain  will  then  stop.  Yes,  it  was  a  narrow  escape,  indeed, 

and  we  may  be  thankful  he  went.  It  is  a  eood  omen  for  us, 
Uama ! ”  a  . 
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“  1  vow  a  rupee  to  be  inlaid  in  the  floor  of  the  temple  of  Devi,  at 
Tooljapoor,  and  to  feed  twenty-four  Brahmnns,”  said  the  man,  rever¬ 
ently.  “Yes,”  he  added,  looking  up  and  over  the  plain,  “I  think  it 
•will  break  up  before  sunset.” 

But  we  must  follow  the  spy  on  his  double  errand,  while  the  pair, 
who  still  converse,  speculate  upon  the  probable  issue  of  it,  smoke  by 
tui'ns,  and  long  for  a  break  in  the  rain.  And  there  is  another  person, 
too,  who  must  needs  be  looked  after  on  his  journe'r  hitherward. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

A  STOUT  seiwing-man  was  holding  a  powerful  grey  horse,  wdiich,  well, 
if  not  handsomely,  caparisoned,  stood  neighing  loudly  before  the  door 
of  an  ordinary  house  in  the  main  street  of  Surroori,  a  small  village 
nearly  midway  between  the  towns  of  KulHanee  and  Alluud,  as  a 
person  within,  evidently  of  a  superior  class,  w^as  girding  up  his  waist 
with  a  shawl,  and  otherwise  preparing  himself  for  a  day’s  journey. 
Of  middle  stature,  thin  but  well-proportioned,  with  a  light  bamboo- 
coloured  complexion  of  a  pale  cast,  and  a  slight  habitual  stoop, 
the  mau  seemed  unaccustomed  to  rough  exertion ;  and  the  sword  he 
had  just  fastened  into  his  waistbelt,  along  with  an  ivory- handled 
poniard  and  knife,  was  apparently  more  for  ornament  than  for  use 
— such  a  one  as  might  be  used  at  court,  or  by  a  boy, — not  the 
weapon  of  a  soldier. 

The  man’s  face  rvas  clean  shaven,  except  a  long  moustache,  which 
drooped  very  much  at  the  corners,  and  the  features  were  by  no 
means  ill-favoured.  A  first  glance  showed  an  expression  of  much 
intelligence,  mingled,  however,  as  you  looked  further,  with  much 
cunning.  The  eyes  were  small,  deep-set  uudci’  bushy  eyebrows, 
and  of  a  light  grey ;  Jthe  nose  high  and  aquiline,  but  broad  across 
the  nostrils,  and  hung  over  the  moustache  in  a  peculiar  manner ; 
the  forehead  was  wrinkled  into  fuivows  by  habitual  elevation  of  the 
eyebrows ;  and,  as  far  as  the  upper  part  of  the  face  was  concerned, 
it  had  au  appearance  of  firmness,  which  the  lower  portion  belied ; 
for  the  mouth,  drawn  up  at  the  comers  in  a  constant  and  apparently 
hypocritical  attempt  to  smile,  was  evidently  perfoi*ming  an  ofiice 
foreign  to  its  intention  ;  and  the  chin,  which  suddenly  retreated  into 
a  somewhat  bony  thi’oat,  had  no  character  but  decided  weakness,  if 
not,  indeed,  actual  cowardice  and  deceit.  Thus,  the  w'hole  features 
wore  a  restless,  suspicious,  and  hypocritical  expression,  ■vN’hich,  most 
likely,  Avas  a  true  indication  of  the  possessor’s  mind. 

Lalla  Toolsee  Das  w^as  not  a  native  of  the  Dekhan,  but  had  served 
for  the  last  two  years,  or  nearly  so,  in  the  D after,  or  Record  Office  of 


TARA : 


(!•; 


llic  Empoi’or  Anruiigzceb.  Tlic  Lalla  had  been  sent  from  Delhi  io 
Ills  nnclc,  ^Yho  was  in  the  Empei’or’s  service:  .and,  having  given 
proofs  o£  ability  .as  a  Persian  scholar,  ho  had  bccii  appointed  to  a 
coiiiiclenti.al  situation  .aboiit  the  Emperor  himself.  Wh.at  use  the 
Lalla  had  made  of  his  position  will  appear  hereafter,  as  also  why 
ho  now  nndcvtoolc:  a  long  journey  alone,  in  a  str.angc  country,  and 
at  an  inclement  season  of  the  year.  Meanwhile  we  have  only  to 
describe  his  progress,  which,  so  far  as  the  weather  is  concerned, 
appears  uncertain. 

The  Lalla  had  risen  early,  bathed,  breakfasted,  and  packed  his 
saddle-bags.  He  had  looked  out  several  times  since  jnorning,  but 
always  with  the  same  result  as  to  the  sky,  which  continued  of  a  dull, 
leaden  grey,  with  occasional  rain.  Thci-e  was  no  wind,  it  was  close 
and  hot,  and  his  host,  an  old  Byragce,  who  Avas  a  lay  monk  of  the 
]l»Iutt,  or  monastery,  at  Kullianeo,  whicli  the  Lalla  had  left  the  day 
before,  was  persuading  him  to  remain.  But  the  indiffei’ent  night’s 
rest  he  had  endured  from  the  venomous  moscpiitoes,  the  moaning  of 
a  COAV  over  a  new-born  calf,  and  other  noises  from  cattle  and  goats, 
— from  the  women,  Avho  groimd  at  the  mill  so  early  in  the  house, 
singing  a  discordant  Canarcse  song — and,  above  all,  his  personal 
anxiety  to  proceed, — have  weighed  against  the  weather 

“  Ah,  my  poor  IMootee,”  said  the  Lalla,  as  he  heard  his  horse 
neigh,  “  thou  wilt  have  a  hard  day  of  pb,  I  fear,  in  the  mud.  How 
far  didofc  thou  say  it  was,  BaAva  Sahib  ?  ”  he  continued  to  his  host. 

“It  is  six  coss,  by  our  reckoning  here,  by  one  roai. — seven  or 
eight  by  the  other,”  replied  Iho  Byr.agcc,  “Avhieh,  in  the  coss  you 
arc  accustomed  to  in  Hiiidustan,  Avill  be  ten  one  way,  and  thirteen 
the  other.” 

“And  you  recommend  the  longest  road,  Baw.ajcc  ?  ” 

“Well,  sir,  it  is  as  you  please.  You  will  haA’e  somcAvhat  less 
mud  and  stones  by  tlio  upper  road  than  by  the  loAA^cr — that  is  all.” 

“Ah,  friend,”  contimied  the  Lalla,  as  aa'c  shall  call  him,  “  four  coss 
more  at  the  end  of  .a  hard  day  is  not  pleasant,  and  so  the  less  the 
better.  Lot  me  see;  here  is  my  route.  Ah,  Kinny,  little  and  great; 
I  suppose  I  can  rest  at  cither  if  I  like,  though  I  should  prefer 
getting  on  to  the  AA’-orthy  Fathers’  Mutt  at  Allund.”  ' 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  old  man  ;  “  but  do  not  stop  at.  Kinny,  if 
you  can  help ;  and,  above  all,  do  not  shelter  youi’self  at  the  temple 
on  the  hill,  under  the  ‘Burr  ’  tree.  Ah,  yes,  there  Avill  be  heavy  rain 
to-day,  Lalla jee,  for  it  is  so  hot,”  he  continued,  looking  up  at  the 
clouds,  noAv  deepening  into  fi-ingcs  of  black  here  and  there;  “you 
had  better  stay.” 

“No,  Ba  Ava,  I  must  go  on ;  and  if  it  rains  I  can’t  help  it.  But 
about  the  tree,”  the  Lalla  continued  ;  “  I  suppose  there  are  sprites 
a:  .1  devils  in  it  as  usual ;  and,  to  say  the  truth,  I  am  not  afmd  of 
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tkcm,  A  man  that  always  lives  among  soldiers,  you  know,  gets 
brave.” 

“Indeed,”  returned  the  Byragee  diyly.  “0,  of  course!  But 
take  my  advice,  and  when  you  cliangc  guides  at  Kinny,  ask  them  to 
send  you  by  tlio  south  road ;  it’s — it’s  the  best,  and  some  bad  places 
arc  avoided.  But  here  is  the  Patel,”  he  added,  as  that  functionaiy, 
emerging  from  Ins  doorway  opposite,  with  a  striped  blanket  over  his 
hfead  and  shoulders,  saluted  the  Lalla  with  a  loud  “  Xumascar 
Maharaj  I  ”  “  He  Avill  direct  the  guide  himself,  Lallajcc,  which  will 

insure  a  speedy  and  safe  journey.” 

They  followed  the  Patel  through  the  village,  which,  under  the 
steadily  increasing  rain,  looked  suiricicntly  wretched  to  deter  anyone 
from  staying,  who  had  not  urgent  necessity  for  doing  so.  This  was 
not  the  Lalla’s  predicament ;  and  he  now  unfastened  a  large  thick 
felt  travelling-cloak  from  the  pommel  of  his  cloth  saddle,  put  it  over 
his  head,  and  wrapped  it  around  him  so  as  to  cover  his  legs,  which 
Avere  protected  by  long,  soft,  Pcr.sian  riding-boots. 

PcAV  people  were  astir.  Under  shelter  of  the  house-Avalls  the  dogs 
had  assembled  in  groups,  and,  standing  with  their  tails  between  their 
legs,  barked  at  the  stranger  as  he  passed.  Pigs  and  fowls,  being  dis¬ 
turbed  by  his  horse,  ran  to  and  fro,  with  noisy  grunt  and  cackle. 
Some  cattle  stood  together  in  parties  near  their  owners’  houses,  a 
heavy  steam  from  their  nostrils  ascending  into  tlic  thick  air,  and 
broke  the  silence  by  an  occasional  hoarse  low.  Hero  and  there  a 
stout  motherly  dame,  with  a  child  seated  astride  on  her  hip,  and 
otl'icrs  hanging  about  her,  stood,  nothing  abashed,  at  her  hou.so  door, 
looking  at  the  Lalla  as  he  passed ;  or  a  farmer,  v/ith  his  blanket  oast 
over  his  head,  smoking  his  morning  cigarette,  lounged  under  sh.cltcr 
of  his  OAvn  eaves,  and  exchanged  a  morning  greeting  Avith  the  Patel. 
The  .spouts  of  terraced  houses  were  beginning  to  run  fast,  and  small 
sti’carns  of  Avater  AA'ere  already  making  tlicir  Avay  through  the  mud. 

In  the  gatcAvay  Avere  tAvo  or  thi’cc  “  jowans,”  or  young  men,  Avdio' 
AA'atchcd  and  guarded  it,  and  acted  as  mc.s.sengcrs.  One  of  these 
Avas  sent  for  a  guide,  and  the  i)arty  stayed  under  shelter  till  be  arrived, 
Avhen  the  Lalla  and  his  bundle  Avcrc  formally  made  over  to  him,  to 
bo  delivered  up  at  the  next  village,  about  two  miles  distant;  and 
finally,  the  Lalla  mounted. 

“  Don’t  forget  the  south  road  from  Kinny,”  said  the  Byragee, 
Avishing  him  a  good  journey,' as  the  Lalla,  making'  his  parBng 
salutation,  rode  out  of  the  gateway. 

“  Who  is  that  ?  ”  asked  the  Patel.  “  You  kept  him  mighty  close 
in  your  Mutt  last  night.” 

“  I  don’t  know,”  returned  the  other;  “but  he  goes  on  the  govern¬ 
ment  birsiness  to  Bcejapoor,  andyouknoAV  the  order  AA'hich  came  Avith 
him.  I  suppose  it  is  some  secret  h'''  A’-ouhl  have  had  an 

escort.” 


m 


TARA  i 


“Well,  lie  ia  gone,  wlioevcr  he  is,”  said  the  Patel ;  “and  I  would 
rathei’  he  travelled  than  I,  even  on  that  good  beast  of  his,  to  Allund, 
to-day.  It  is  going  to  rain  badly — but  it  will  do  the  grain  good.” 
And  so  they  fell  to  talking  of  their  farms,  and  the  prices  of  grain 
at  the  last  market,  while  the  Lalla  and  his  guide  proceeded  onward. 

If  the  Lalla  could  have  understood  his  guide,  the  way  might  have 
been  beguiled  by  pleasant  gossip  of  the  country  round  ;  but  of  the 
vernacular  of  that  part  of  the  country  he  was  profoundly  ignorant, 
and  every  attempt  he  made  in  the  “  Oordoo,”  or  court  language,  was 
met  with  a  curt  “Tillid-illa” — “don’t  understand” — or  an  occasional 
very  expressive  pantomimic  action  on  the  part  of  the  guide,  who, 
looking  back,  sometimes  pointed  to  the  bundle  on  his  head,  then  to 
the  rain,  and  again  tapped  his  own  stomach,  or  stuffed  his  fingers 
into  his  mouth,  conveying  the  intimation  that  he  expected  to  be  well 
rewarded,  and  was  very  hungry.  Thus  the  next  village  was  reached, 
the  first  guide  was  dismissed  with  a  little  extra  gratuity,  and  the 
Lalla  again  proceeded  with  a  fresh  one.* 

The  ranges  of  low  hills  crossed  from  time  to  time  had  been  stony 
but  firm  ground,  and  as  yet  Motee  had  not  suffered.  The  dreaded 
river,  which  might  have  cut  Lim  off  from  Allund,  was  now  behind 
him ;  and,  after  ascending  a  small  eminence,  and  a  wide  plain  appeared 
before  him,  our  traveller  congratulated  himself  on  a  speedy  arrival 
at  his  destination,  having,  as  he  considered,  got  over  -at  least  one  half 
of  his  journey. 

Very  soon,  however,  the  rough,  stony  path  changed  into  one 
which  at  times  was  difficult  to  discern  at  all.  The  plain  over  which 
the  road  now  lay  was  cultivated  as  far  as  could  be  seen,  but  the  fields 
were  as  yet  unsown.  Step  after  step  the  mud  appeared  deeper,  the 
stones  in  it  more  numerous  and  slippery ;  and,  in  fact,  after  about  a 
mile,  during  which  the  rain  had  fallen  more  heavily  than  ever,  the 
plain  appeared  covered  with  water,  which  could  not  run  off,  and  the 
black  soil  of  the  road  and  fields  to  have  turned  into  liquid  mud,  barely 
able  to  support  the  stones  which  lay  so  thickly  upon  it.  So  long, 
too,  as  the  rain  had  not  penetrated  far  below  the  surface,  IMotee’s 
feet  had  at  least  the  dry  earth  to  rest  upon  ;  but  now  not  even  that 
remained,  and  yet  the  gallant  horse  struggled  on,  snorting,  and 
occ^ionally  plunging,  but  evidently  becoming  wearied  by  efforts 
which  had  no  respite.  Still  the  guide  led  on,  sometimes  by  the  road- 
track,  sometimss  by  its  grassy  banks,  and  again  leaving  both,  struck 
into  other  paths  through  the  fields  which  promised  firmer  footing. 

The  rain  continued  to  pour  in  torrents  :  indeed,  it  was  more  than 
ever  violent :  and  a  flash  of  blinding  lightning,  followed  by  a  roar 
of  thunder  before  them,  promised  worse  weather.  Poor  Motee  even 

•  Each  village  is  obliged  to  famish  a  guide  to  travellers  on  payment  of  a 
small  gratuity,  and  these  men  relieve  themselves  at  every  village. 
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•winced,  evincing  a  strongjieterniination  to  turn  round  and  set  his  tail 
to  it ;  but  a  few  words  of  encouragement  from  his  master,  and  being 
led  a  few  paces  by  the  guide,  restored  his  temper,  and  he  proceeded 
gallantly. 

At  the  junction  of  two  roads,  the  guide  paused  for  a  moment. 
One,  it  was  clear,  led  to  a  village  they  had  seen  for  some  time  past, 
the  trees  of  which  loomed  large  and  heavy  through  the  thick  air, 
but  it  appeared  out  of  direction  of  the  path.  The  Lalla’s  stock 
of  Canareso  was  simply  nothing — of  Mahratta  not  much  more  ;  but 
the  name  of  his  destination  was,  at  least,  intelligible.  “  Allund,”  ho 
said,  holding  out  a  rupee  between  his  finger  and  thumb,  “  Allund  !  ” 

The  guide  grinned  ajf  he  took  the  coin.  “  Allund  !  ”  he  returned 
affirmatively,  and  striking  into  a  path  to  the  right,  the  Lalla  could 
see  that,  by  avoiding  the  village  to  the  left,  the  road  led  apparently 
in  the  direction  of  what  looked  like  a  clump  of  trees  standing  out 
against  the  sky.  Was  that  the  banian  tree  of  which  ho  had  been 
warned  by  the  old  Byrageo  at  Surroori  ?  The  Lalla’s  little  stock  of 
Mahratta  was  again  put  into  requisition,  and  the  guide  seemed  to 
understand  it  readily. 

Yes,  the  village  to  the  left  was  Little  Kinny ;  that  to  the  right, 
great  Kinny,  and  that  was  the  “  Burr  ”  ti’ee  beyond.  Good ;  then  he 
had  only  to  avoid  the  tree,  if  that  indeed  wei’e  necessary.  Since  ' 
the  peal  of  thunder  the  rain  had  decreased,  and  a  breeze  was 
springing  up  in  his  face,  which  was  very  refreshing.  The  clouds, 
too,  were  breaking,  as  appeared  by  patches  of  bright  fringe  in  the 
south-west.  The  guide  pointed  to  them  cheerfully,  as  he  moved  on 
at  a  steady  pace  ;  for  the  plain,  though  muddy  in  parts,  was  now  not 
so  bad  as  ■what  ho  had  already  passed.  So,  as  our  friend  is  likely  to 
reach  Kinny  without  farther  trouble,  let  us  see  what  Lukshmun  has 
been  doing  since  we  left  him. 

The  little  rivulet  in  the  valley  was  above  his  knees  as  he  passed  it, 
and,  to  any  one  -w’ho  did  not  know  it,  the  ford  would  have  been 
dangerous;  but  Lukshmun  waded  through,  without  apprehension,  and 
a  few  minutes  after,  as  he  entered  the  village  gateway  and  shook  the 
rain  from  his  blanket,  a  group  of  people  assembled  there  welcomed 
him  with  a  hearty  shout  of  greeting. 

“We  thought  you  w'ould  have  given  it  up  and  departed,’’  said  the 
old  Patel,  who,  with  his  son,  a  few  of  the  village  farmers,  and  the 
Putwari,  or  accountant,  were  sitting  in  an  open  chamber  of  the  deep 
gateway,  the  usual  place  of  business.  “  Wo  thought  you  -w'ould  have 
gone  away,‘^elsc  I  would  have  sent  ixp  some  milk.  Why  did*  you 
not  come  and  sit  here,  instead  of  in  that  ungodly  place  up  yonder  ? 
Here,  one  of  ye,’’  he  continued  to  a  group  of  “  jowans,’’  who  were 
sitting  in  the  opposite  chamber,  “  take  his  blanket  and  dry  it.  Ha.st 
thou  eaten  to-day,  friend  ?  ” 
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“Nothing  but  a  bit  of  stale  cake  I  bad  m  my  waist-cloth,”  replied 
the  man ;  “  only  that  my  teeth  are  strong,  it  would  have  broken 
them.  The  ‘  poor  man’s  ’  bread  in  the  IMutt  at  Kullianee  is  not 
dainty  food,  and  the  flour  was  musty,  0  Patel !  ” 

“  ’i'ake  him  away  to  the  house,  and  lot  them  feed  him  ;  the  women 
will  have  something  good,  I  dare  say,”  replied  the  Patel.  “  Go  and 
see.” 

“  And  no  one  has  passed  since  morning  ?  ” 

“  Not  a  creature.  .It  is  not  weather  to  send  the  dogs  out ;  and  the 
mud  from  Kulmus  to  Kinny  and  hitherwards  will  be  hopeless.  No, 
he  won’t  come  to-day ;  but  go  and  eat,  friend — go  and  eat.” 

“  If  I  am  wanted,”  said  Lukshmun. 

“  Jee,  jee  !  Ay,  ay  !  I  will  not  forget  you.  Go  !  ” 

“What  docs  he  want  out  such  a  day  as  this  ?  ”  asked  the  Putwari. 
“  What  has  Pahar  Singh  in  hand  ju.st  no\v  ?  ” 

“What  does  it  matter  to  us,  Rao  Sahib  ?”  returned  the  Patel;  “all 
wc  have  to  do  is  to  keep  his  people  in  good  humour,  to  save  our  cattle 
from  being  harried,  our  stacks  from  being  burned,  and  our  people,” 
he  added,  looking  round  at  the  farmers  and  their  wives,  “  from 
being  robbed  when  they  come  from  market  ?  That  is  worth  what  we 
pay  him.  Should  we  have  got  the  crops  oft  that  disputed  land  at 
Gliitli  if  he  had  not  sent  those  spearmen  ?  ” 

“  No,  no  ;  do  not  interfere,”  said  a  chorus  of  farmers’  voices,  who, 
in  those  unsettled  times,  might,  unless  their  village  Avere  known  to 
be  under  the  protection  of  some  local  chieftain,  at  any  time  have 
their  flocks  and  herds  swept  aAvay  by  the  people  of  a  more  power¬ 
ful  village,  or  by  any  of  the  independent  gentry,  or  barons,  as  Ave 
may  call  them,  of  the  country.  “  What  haA’e  Ave  to  do  Avith  state 
affairs,  or  with  Pahar  Singh  cither  ?  ” 

So  the  assembly  haAong  A'oted  non-interference  Avith  Avhatever 
might  be  in  hand,  our  friend  Lukshmun  was  alloAved  to  get  his  meal 
in  jAeace.  Smoking — the  iinjAOSsibility  of  getting  anything — and  a 
tight  Avaistband,  had  kept  appetite  doAvn  as  yet ;  but  Avith  the  Patel’s 
kitchen  in  prospect,  it  rose  fiercely  for  the  occasion  as  ho  approached 
the  house, 

Luk.shmun  Avashed  his  feet  and  hands  before  he  entered  and  sat 
doAvn.  O,  Avhat  a  smell  of  fried  onions  there  Avas  !  and,  as  a  girl  set 
before  him  a  pile  of  hot,  Avell-buttcred  jowarce  cakes,  a  cup  full  of 
“  char,”  or  pepper-Avater  Avith  tamarind  in  it,  a  fresh  leaf  full  of  a 
saA'oury  stew  of  vegetables  of  all  kinds,  and  some  dall  or  ]>caso- 
]md(iing,  Avdl-seasoned  Avith  red  popper  and  garlic,  Lukshmuu’.s 
licart  expanded,  and  he  set  to  work  Avith  a  good  will.  Every  now 
and  then  a  Avoman  at  the  fireplace  asked  iiim  if  he  Avould  have 
more,  and  it  Avas  brought  him  from  the  pan,  smoking  hot.  Lukshmun 
dallied  Avith  each  morsel  as  ho  ate;  and  Avhen  even  reduced  bv 
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repletion  to  licking  his  fingers,  grudged  the  summons  brought  by 
a  man  that  he  was  to  come. 

“  Couldst  thou  not  give  mo  a  few  cakes,  0  sweet  one,  and  some 
dall  ?  ”  he  said  to  the  good-natured  looking  wench  who  had  been 
serving  him.  “  I  have  a  brother — hungry — all  day  in  the  rain — 
while  I  have  eaten.  Thou  art  like  the  moon,  0  beauty,  and  thy 
heart  as  soft  as  butter.  Give  me  the  cakes  for  a  poor,  weak,  hungry 
brother.” 

“Was  there  ever  such  a  tongue  and  such  a  face?  ”  retorted  the 
damsel,  laughing.  “Look,  Rookmee  !  ” 

The  cook  turned  round  and  looked,  too,  laughing  heartily ;  for 
Lukshmun’s  attitude  on  one  leg,  with  the  sole  of  the  other  foot 
pressed  against  the  calf  of  it,  his  hands  joined  and  stretched  out 
imploringly,  and  his  seared  face  twisted  into  a  grotesque  expres¬ 
sion  of  supplication,  was  not  to  be  resisted. 

“  Give  him  these  cakes,”  said  the  cook,  handing  two  to  the  girl. 

“  By  your  antelope  eyes,  0  sweet  ones,  more !  ”  he  said,  not 
altering  his  posture.  “  Do  you  think  two  would  fill  a  hungiy  man’s 
belly  ?  By  your  lotos  feet - ” 

“There,  begone!  ”  said  the  cook,  handing  him  a  few  more  and 
some  dall ;  “  there  is  a  meal  for  a  Rajah,  Go,  if  the  mistress 
should  hear  you - ” 

“  I  am  gone,  0  my  beauties,”  continued  Lukshmun,  folding  the 
cakes  into  his  waist-cloth,  and  tying  them  behind,  then  washing  his 
hands  elaborately.  “  You  have  made  my  heart - ” 

“  Come  quickly,  come,”  said  a  voice  at  the  door ;  “  they  want 
thee.  Wilt  thou  eat  all  day  r  ” 

“  I  worship  you,  lovely  nymphs,  even  as  Rama  adored - ” 

“  Begone  1  ”  cried  both  the  girls  in  a  breath,  “  Here  is  the  mistress 
coming,  and  if  she  hear  such  nonsense  thou  wilt  be  whipped.” 

“  Here  is  the  man  wLo  'svill  be  your  worship’s  guide,”*  said  the 
Patel  deferentially  to  our  friend  the  Lalla,  who,  having  arrived 
safely,  was  now  divested  of  his  upper  clothing,  which  some  of  the 
men  were  drying  in  the  opposite  chamber,  and  seated  in  the  place 
of  honour. of  the  a.ssembly;  “but  your  worship  should  eat  befoi-e 
you  go  on,  and  the  Rao  Sahib  here  will  take  you  to  his  house — a 
Brahmun’s  house,”  he  added,  as  the  Lalla  appeared  to  hesitate. 

“Ah  ,  no,  sir,”  returned  the  traveller,  who  indeed  was  very  hungry, 

“  I  could  not  eat  without  I  bathed,  and  I  had  better  wait  till  I  get 
to  Allund.  Shookr,  shookr!  I  should  be  too  long  about  it,  and  my 
horse  has  had  his  feed,  and  is  ready  to  go  on.  And  this  is  the  guide  ? 
— not  beautiful  exaetly.” 

“  Yo.  Maharaj,  I  am  not  beautiful,  truly,”  replied  Lukshmun, 
with  a  deprecatory  gesture  to  the  Patel,  “  but  I  may  be  useful  to 
this  noble  gentlemaxu  You  may  trust  me,  my  lord.  The  Patel 
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knows  me,  and  so  do  all  these  worthy  gentlemen ;  and  am  I  not 
come  for  you  ?  ” 

“  They  expect  me,  then,  good  fellow,”  replied  the  Lalla,  amused 
by  the  man’s  broken  Oordoo,  and  his  grotesque  expression  of  face. 

“  Ah,  yes,  noble  sir,”  answered  the  man,  joining  his  hands,  “  ever 
since  morning ;  and  as  I  was  coming  here  on  business  I  was  told 
to  bring  you  on.  And  *now  let  us  proceed,  else  it’  will  be  night 
ere  we  reach  Allund;  and,”  he  added,  with  a  wink  to  the  Patel, 
“it  is  not  gc'cl  to  be  out  late  on  the  roads.” 

“What,  are  they  dangerous,  then?”  asked  the  Lalla,  looking 
anxiously  around  ham. 

“  0  no,”  cried  Lukshmun,  interposing  readily ;  “  there  is  no 
trouble  in  the  country,  and  my  lord  is  armed,  and  so  am  I.  O  no, 
only  in  regard  to  the  mud  and  the  stones.  My  lord  will  not  find  the 
road  long,  for  I  can  sing  him  Mahratta  ‘  lownees  ’  if  he  likes.” 

“  There  was  a  tree  and  a  temple  which  I  was  told  to  avoid,  and  to 
ask  to  be  sent  by  the  south  road,”  said  the  Lalla,  preparing  to  mounc. 

Lukshmun  exchanged  glances  with  the  Patel  and  the  Putwari, 
“  Could  any  one  have  warned  the  stranger  ?  ” 

“  A  tree  !  ”  said  the  Patel,  gravely.  “  What  tree  ?  dost  thou  know 
any,  Lukshmun  ?  And  the  south  road  ?  what  road  ? 

“  O,  I  suppose  the  noble  gentleman  means  that  by  Navindgee, 
and  HoshuUy,  and  Chik-Wondully,  and  Hully  Sullgarra,”  said 
Lukshmun,  rolling  out  a  volley  of  hard  Canarese  village  names. 
“  That  road  ?  Why,  it  is  six  coss  further  from  here  !  They  should 
have  sent  him  by  it  from  Surroori.  No,”  he  continued,  dropping 
the  Lalla’s  stirrup,  whieh  he  had  taken  in  his  hand,  “if  the  gentle¬ 
man  likes  to  go  he  can  do  so,  of  course,  but  his  slave  begs  *to  be 
excused  ;  ”  and  he  put  his  joined  hands  up  to  his  nose. 

“  Very  good,”  said  the  Lalla,  “  I  don’t  know ;  only  I  was  told - ” 

“  By  whom  ?  ”  interrupted  the  Putwari. 

“  By  Deo  Bawa,  the  Byragee  at  Surroori.” 

“  0,  the  old  Bawa !  said  the  Patel,  laughing.  “  Curious,  is  it 
not,  noble  sir,  that  the  old  man  thinks  that  there  are  devils  in  the 
tree  ?  He  tells  me  he  was  bewitched  there  once,  and  I  ought  to 
cut  it  down.” 

“  And  I  told  him  I  was  not  afraid  of  them,  Patel ;  but  he  said 
there  was  something  else,”  returned  the  Lalla. 

“  Robbers,  I  suppose,”  said  Lukshmun,  readily ;  “  Pahar  Singh’s 
men,  perhaps.” 

“  Perhaps,”  added  the  Lalla,  “  but  he  did  not  say  so.” 

“  Well  for  him,”  thought  the  Putwari,  “  or  his  stacks  would  have 
been  burnt  to-morrow  night.” 

“  Ah  !  no  fear  of  thieves  when  you  have  one  of  ‘  the  hunchbacks  ’ 
with  you,”  said  Lukshmun.  “  Come,  mount,  my  lord.  Salaam, 
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Maliavaj,”  lie  continued,  making  a  mock  salutation  to  the  sun,  which 
was  just  struggling  through  a  cloud.  “  Salaam  !  thou  hast  been 
moist  to-day;  come  out  and  dry  thyself  and  us  too.  Now,  noble 
gentleman,  mount,  and  you  will  see  how  fast  the  excellent  dinner  I 
have  eaten  ill  tho  Patel's  kitchen  will  take  my  feet  to  Allund,  and 
the  good  horse,  too,  looks  as  fre.sh  as  if  he  were  but  just  starting,” 
and  he  patted  him.  “Ah,  well  done,  sir!  ”  he  continued,  as  the 
Lalla  mounted  not  ungracefully;  “  we  poor  Dekhanies  cannot  com¬ 
pare  ourselves  on  horseback  with  you  northern  cavaliers.  Come, 
sir,  the  road  waits  for  us.” 

And  with  a  salutation  all  round,  the  Lalla  rode  out  of  the  gate, 
and  our  friend  Lukshmun,  cutting  a  caper  v/hich  showed  his  mar¬ 
vellous  activity  by  way,  as  he  said,  of  getting  the  dinner  out  of  his 
legs,  and  calling  to  the  guide  who  carried  the  bundle,  they  passed  on 
over  the  village  common. 

The  Putwari  sighed  as  the  party  left  the  gate. 

“  I  tell  thee,  Seeta  Ram,”  said  the  Patel,  “  he  will  come  to  no 
harm,  and  he  is  gone  away  happy.” 

“lam  glad  he  did  not  eat  at  my  house  ;  it  is  not  pleasant  feed¬ 
ing  a  man  who  has  death  in  his  throat,”  returned  the  Putwari. 

“  I  tell  thee  he  is  safe,”  retorted  the  Patel ;  “  and  if  he  is  killed,  it 
is  no  affair  of  ours.” 

“  No,  it  is  no  business  of  ours,”  said  the  Putwari,  settling  to  his 
accounts  with  a  sigh  which  vexed  the  Patel.  “  No,  it  is  no  business 
of  ours,”  echoed  the  farmers. 

At  that  time  Rama,  who  was  seated  on  the  heap  of  stones,  looking 
from  the  top  of  the  hill,  exclaimed,  as  the  three  persons  emerged 
from  a  lane  into  a  low  field  in  which  the  road  was  distinctly  visible, 

“  Jemadar  !  he  is  coming  at  last,  and  Lukshmun  is  with  him  ;  we 
must  be  ready.  Look,  they  are  there  !  ”  he  continued,  as  Gopal 
Singh  joined  him,  “  between  the  village  and  the  stream.” 

“  Ah,  I  see  them,  Rama,  and  thy  brother  is  as  true  as  gold. 

e  will  join  them  as  they  go  on  ;  he  must  not  suspect  us  yet.” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

Our  friend  the  Lalla  was  soon  at  his  ease  with  his  new  guide,  whose 
injunctions  to  Motee,  bidding  him  “  take  care,”  “  mind  a  stone,”  “  lift 
up  his  feet,”  and  the  like,  encouraged  the  good  beast,  who  now 
stepped  out  briskly,  while  the  curious  mixture  of  Oordoo  and 
l^Iahratta,  in  which  the  small  gossip  and  scandal  of  the  neighbourhood 
was  told  him  by  Lukshmun,  amused  him  much.  The  mile  or  so 
which  intervened  between  the  village  and  the  temple  Avas  soon  passed; 


and  as  tlioj  began  to  ascend  tlio  short  rising  ground  towards  the 
temple  and  the  tree,  the  latter  could  bo  seen  in  all  its  wild  picturesque 
detail,  and  was  indeed  a  striking  object. 

The  sun  had  now  broken  forth,  and  its  beams  shone  slantingly 
through  its  rugged  trunl-i.s  and  gnarled  branches,  resting  brightly 
upon  the  glossy  foliage  sparkling  with  raindi’ops,  and  lighting  np 
every  excrcs(‘oncc  and  furrow  of  tho  knotty  bark,  casting  broad 
shadows  on  tho  road  bclo'.v  :  while  a  slight  parting  shower,  tho  large 
drops  of  which  Hashed  Lu'ightly  in  the  air  as  they  descended, 
pattered  tq^on  the  loaves,  and  sj^rcad  out  into  the  valley  in'  a  silver 
rain.  As  tho  travellers  gained  tho  summit,  tho  clear  sky  beyond  to 
the  west  not  only  eau.scd  tho  tree  to  stand  out  boldly  and  grandly 
against  it,  but  the  brightness  of  the  sun  dispelled  the  gloomy 
associations  which  the  appearance  of  the  place  had  suggested  during 
the  rain.  A  slight  breeze,  which  had  hardly  been  felt  in  the  hollow, 
rippled  tho  littlo  pools  on  tho  roadway  and  on  the  plain  beyond  the 
tree,  wliicb,  level  and  stony,  continued,  apparently  many  miles,  in  the 
direction  they  had  to  go. 

Moteo  paused  at  tiio  .summit  of  the  eminence,  and  the  Lalla  could 
not  help  stopping  him  to  look  hack  upon  the  road  by  which  he  had 
come.  The  bright  yellow  gleams  of  the  snn  shone  broadly  upon 
the  two  villages,  and  upon  the  rich  green  masses  of  their  corn-fields. 
Tn  tho  distance  both  looked  pretty  and  comfortable  :  and  their 
terraced  houses,  several  white  temples,  and  the  dome  of  a  small 
village  mosque  shone  brightly  in  the  snn.  Behind  these,  and  to  the 
south,  the  plain  over  wduch  the  Lalla  had  come  stretched  away  for 
many  miles,  showing  tho  trees  of  a  village  here  and  there,  with  tlie 
occasional  sparkle  of  a  white  house  or  tcmjfic  among  them  ;  and 
behind  all,  tho  great  black  cloud  of  the  day’s  i-ain,  upon  which 
there  was  a  rainbow  forming  of  great  beauty,  and  against  which  a 
flight  of  vliite  storks  flashed  like  silver  in  the  sun.  Away  to  the 
south,  the  eye  folloAvcd  holloAv  and  rise,  undulation  after  umlnlatiou, 
till  they  Avere  lost  in  a  farther  distance,  Avhich  melted  tenderly  into 
tho  sk}'. 

“  It  is  a  fair  country,  friend,  after  all,”  said  the  Lalla,  “  though  it 
did  not  look  Avell  in  the  rain.  That  plain  yonder  is  in  the  direction 
of  Beejapoor,  perhaps  ?  ” 

“  It  is,  sir,”  -returned  Lukshmun  ;  “  that  high  land,  near  the  sky 
yonder,  is  beyond  the  Bhccma  riA'cr,  and,  if  a»*q  Avero  there,  Ave 
should  sec  the  tomb  of  the  great  Sultan  Mahmood,  noAv  finished.  It 
is  very  grand,  sir,  and  shines  like  silver  Avhen  the  sun  is  on  it  ;  and 
Avhen  I  go  there,”  continued  tlie  man,  “  I  stand  like  a  fool,  looking 
at  the  King’s  palace,  the  Ark  fort,  the  gi’cat  gun,  and  the  ‘  Ibrahim 
Hoza  ’ — that’s  the  place  Avhere  Ibrabim  Adil  Shah  was  buried,  yon 
kuoAV,  sir - ” 
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“  Numascar  ilaharaj,”  cried  a  c](\ar  manly  voice,  now  beside  the 
Lalla’s  Ixorse,  which  appeared  to  him  to  rise  out  of  the  earth,  for  ho 
had  not  observed  the  approach  of  Gopal  iSiiig-lt  and  Rama  from  the 
temple. 

“  Who  are  these  ?  ”  exclaimed  the  Lalla,  starting  and  beginning  to 
tremble — “  who  arc  these  ?  ”  and  the  warning  of  the  old  Byragee  now 
came  upon  him,  with  the  distressing  conviction  that  he  ought  to 
have  regarded  it ;  but  it  was  too  late.  ’Who  are  ye  ?  ”  he^asked 
anxiously. 

“  0,  this  is  my  brother  Rama,”  said  Lukshinun,  assuringly,  “  and 
that  is  our  Jemadar  Gopal  Singh  ;  they  only  waited  here  while  I 
went  to  Kinny.” 

“  Be  assured,  noble  sir,”  added  the  Jemadar,  laughing,  and  in 
good  Oordoo,  with  a  slight  southern  accent,  which  seemed  to  assure 
the  Lalla,  “  there  is  nothing  to  fear.  Your  worslii])  is  from  Kul- 
lianee,  perhaps.” 

“  Yes,  from  Kullianee  yesterday.” 

“Ah,  yes,  I  remember  ;  you  were  at  Poornngccr’s  ]\[utt.  I  was 
just  about  leaving  when  you  arrived,  and  the  old  inaii  offered  you 
escort  of  my  party,  but  you  preferred  staying.” 

“  I — I — I — had  business,”  replied  the  L'dla,  stammering,  not 
exactly  relishing  Gopal  Singh’s  bold  looks,  and  yet  uiniblc  to  object 
to  him.  “I  was  tired  and  needed  rest,  and  you  could  not  wait.” 

“  You  had  come  from  the  royal  court,  I  think  they  sdid,  and 
were  going  to  Boejapoor  with  letters  for  ilic  King — proposals  for 
peace,  perhaps.” 

“  So  they  said — who  ?  ”  Of  all  things,  the  Lalla  supposed  his 
destination  and  business  were  at  least  secret  ;  yet  they  appeared 
known,  and  to  a  perfect  stranger,  too,  by  tho  wayside.  He  did  not 
feel  able  to  reply,  and  was  almost  inclined  to  trust  to  ]\[otce’s  speed, 
and  break  through  the  men  ;  but  Lukshmun,  on  receiving  his 
matchlock  from  his  brother,  fixed  the  match,  Avhich  had  Taecn 
hanging  loose  upon  the  cock,  in  a  very  precise  manner,  pressing  the 
trigger  to  see  if  the  match  descended  upen  the  peun.  The  others, 
too,  looked  carelessly  to  the  priming  of  their  guns,  but  to  the 
Lalla’s  idea  ominously,  aud  as  if  he  should  undei’stand  tlio  action. 
Lukshmun’s  face,  too,  appeared  changed—  it  Avas  not  so  pleasant  as 
it  had  been. 

“  Come,”  said  the  Jemadar,  “  aa'G  have  far  to  go  to-night — what 
kept  thee  so  long,  Lukshmun  ?  ” 

“  0,  tho  Patel  at  Kinny  said  avo  Averc  to  escort  this  Avorthy 
gentleman,  as  government  orders  had  come  about  him  from  Allund; 
to  I  Avaited,  as  the  rain  had  delayed  him.” 

The  Lalla  felt  reassured ;  his  arriA\al  Avas  no  doubt  expected. 
“  Ah,  yes,  sir,”  continued  Gopal  Singh,  “  you  had  better  have  come 
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on  witla  us  tlircc  days  ago,  but  it  does  not  matter  now.  That  is  a 
fine  horse  of  yours,”  ho  added,  patting  Motce’s  neck,  “  and  from 
Hindustan,  I  think,  as  my  lord  is.  Wc,  too— that  is,  my  family — 
are  also  from  thence,  Kanouj  Khutrees ;  so  is  this  good  gun,  too  ;  ” 
and  ho  held  out  his  own.  “  Yes  ;  one  can  hit  a  man  on  horseback 
at  full  speed  half  as  far  as  to  the  stream  yonder.” 

It  appeared  to  the  Lalla  as  if  the  Jemadar  was  reading  his 
thoughts  as  clearly  as  if  he  were  telling  them  himself. 

“And  if  we  were  in  battle,”  he  continued,  “  and  any  one  were 
trying  to  get  away  from  me,  he  would  be  shot  between  the  shoulders 
befor'c  he  could  even  reach  the  tree  yonder.” 

“I — I — have  no  doubt  of  it.  Jemadar  Sahib,”  returned  the  Lalla, 
— “  no  doubt  :  and  your  speech  is  pleasant  to  hear  after  the  rough 
language  hereabouts.” 

“  Como,  come,”  cried  Lukshmun,  with  seeming  impatience,  “  if 
you  want  to  pay  compliments,  noble  sir,  wait  till  we  get  to  the 
end  of  our  journey.  Come  1  ”  and  as  he  spoke  he  touched  Motee’s 
rein.  “  Come  on,  my  son  !  ”  he  said,  and  the  horse  followed. 

As  they  passed  the  little  temple  in  its  loneliness  under  the  shadow 
of  the  huge  tree,  it  looked  a  place  for  evil  deeds.  A  large  homed 
owl  on  the  highest  branch,  now  awakening  for  his  evening  flight, 
hooted  loudly  above  them,  and  was  answered  by  another.  It 
seemed  an  evil  omen,  and  struck  to  the  Lalla’s  heart. 

“  Ah  !*we  cannot  pass  you,  my  friend,”  said  Gopal  Singh.  “  Look, 
Lalla  Sahib,  what  my  gun  can  do.” 

As  he  spoke,  he  raised  the  piece  and  fired.  The  aim  was  true  and 
deadly,  and  the  huge  bird  fell  down  heavily  close  to  Motee’s  feet 
with  a  rushing  sound,  causing  the  horse  to  start  back. 

“  I  never  miss,”  said  the  man,  decidedly,  and  reloading  his  piece. 
“  Now  come  on.” 

“  Shabash !  Well  shot,”  said  the  Lalla ;  but  his  heart  was 
throbbing  fast,  and  it  was  a  positive  relief  to  him  when  the  dark 
grove  was  behind  them,  and  they  emerged  upon  the  bare,  wild,  open 
plain  beyond. 

“A  lonely  place  that.  Jemadar,”  remai’ked  the  Lalla,  turning  to 
the  man  who  walked  behind  him;  “and  the  old  Byragee,  whei’e  I 
slept,  advised  me  not  to  go  by  it ;  he  said  Pahar  Singh’s  men  might 
be  about.  Who  is  this  Pahar  Singh  ?  ” 

“  Pahar  Singh  ?  ”  returned  the  Jemadar.  “  0,  a  worthy  gentleman 
who  is  quiet  enough  when  not  plagued.  He  is  the  lord  of  the 
marches  hereabouts — a  valiant  man,  and  a  good  soldier  ;  and  in 
these  troubled  times,  Lallajee,  has  his  friends  and  his  enemies,  like 
most  of  us  :  ’tis  the  way  of  the  woi’ld.” 

After  another  mile,  during  which  none  of  the  party  spoke,  the 
Jemadar  proposed  to  the  Lalla  to  dispense  with  the  guide.  “Even- 
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ing  was  dinwing  on,”  he  said;  “they  knew  the  country,  and  tho 
contents  of  the  bundle  could  be  carried  on  the  saddle  or  divided 
among  them ;  ”  and,  indeed,  it  appeared  necessary,  as  the  guide,  limp¬ 
ing,  declared  he  could  go  no  farther,  and  had  a  thorn  in  his  foot. 
The  necessary  arrangements  were  soon  completed ;  and,  between 
the  Lalla’s  saddle-bags  and  his  saddle,  the  contents  of  the  bundle  were 
soon  disposed  of ;  the  guide  received  a  small  gratuity,  and  retraced 
his  steps  at  a  far  more  rapid  pace  than  he  had  advanced. 

“He  has  no  more  a  thorn  in  his  foot  than  I  have,  Lalla  Sahib,” 
said  the  Jemadar,  laughing.  “Look  how  he  goes!  but  Bheema 
there  is  no  worse  than  his  fellows,  and  does  not  like  the  idea  of  a 
night  journey  without  change.  Now  we  shall  get  on  better.  Let 
the  horse  walk  out,  Lukshmun  ;  only  keep  by  him.” 

Lukshmun  let  go  the  rein,  but  he  did  not  leave  his  place,  and  though 
the  rate  at  which  the  horse  now  proceeded  kept  the  men  at  a  rapid 
walk,  and  occasionally,  indeed,  at  a  trot,  they  preserved  the  positions 
they  had  taken  up  without  alteration,  speaking  little  among  them¬ 
selves,  except  occasionally  in  Mahratta  or  Canarese,  with  both  of 
which  languages  they  appeared  familiar. 

The  sun  was  setting  in  great  glory.  After  the  heavy  clouds  had 
passed  away  to  the  eastward,  a  clear  blue  sky  succeeded  for  a  while ; 
but  as  a  gentle  breeze  arose,  it  had  brought  up  with  it  light,  fleecy 
vapours,  which,  as  the  wind  again  died  away  at  sunset,  became 
motionless,  and,  gradually  attracted  to  each  other,  formed  piles  of 
white  clouds  edged  -svith  deep  grey.  As  the  sun  declined,  white 
became  orange  and  gold  and  crimson :  while  the  sky  itself,  of  an 
intense  purple  above,  faded  into  green,  yellow,  and  rosy  tints,  on 
which  the  golden  clouds  seemed  to  float  in  soft  but  brilliant  masses  : 
and,  as  it  dipped  below  the  horizon,  a  flood  of  light  suddenly  shot 
up,  tinging  the  lower  edges  of  all  the  lighter  portions  with  vivid 
scarlet,  and  mingling  with  the  deep  orange  and  purple  hues  above, 
gorgeously. 

“  The  gods  have  a  festival  upon  Mount  Meru  to-night,  Lallajee. 
Does  the  sun  go  down  in  that  fashion  in  your  country  ?  ”  said  the 
Jemadar,  pointing  to  the  sky  and  breaking  a  long  silence.  “We 
have  made  good  work  of  it  since  the  guide  left  us.  Come,  here  is  a 
little  stream,  and  you  need  a  change  of  posture ;  dismount  and  rest, 
while  I  offer  my  evening  libations  to  the  four  elements.” 

“  No,  I  will  not  dismount.  Jemadar,”  returned  the  Lalla ;  “  you 
will  not  be  long,  and  by  all  means  let  your  men  get  a  drink  of  water 
too,  and  wash  their  feet.  I  will  stay  here.” 

“  He  is  not  to  be  trusted,”  said  the  Jemadar  to  his  men  in 
Canarese ;  “  I  see  it  in  his  eyes.  If  he  stirs,  shoot  him,  and  both  of 
you  stay  by  him.” 

Rama  had  fastened  one  of  the  horse’s  tether-ropes  about  his  waist, 
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and  he  no*.v  proceeded  to  tic  the  end  of  it  to  the  cheek-strap  of  the 
bridle  in  a  methodical  manner. 

“  Wlmt  ai’e  yon  doing;?”  cried  the  Lalla,  alarmed  at  the  action.; 
“  loose  it !  ” 

“  0,  my  lord  will  dismount,”  said  Lukshmun,  “  and  who  is  to 
hold  the  horse  ?  ” 

“I  am  not  going  to  move  :  loose  it,  I  say  !  ”  cried  the  Lalla,  im¬ 
patiently. 

But  Rama  sat  down  do.ggcdly  at  a  little  distance,  holding  the 
rope,  and  began  deliberately  to  munch  a  cake  his  brother  had  un- 
Tastened  from  his  back,  resting  his  gun  across  his  knees. 

“  Loose  it!  ”  again  cried  the  Lalla,  “  Jemadar,  \vhy  have  I  been 
lied  like  a  thief  ?  ” 

The  Jemadnr  had  divested  himself  of  his  upper  clothing  and 
stepped  into  the  stream ;  he  was  taking  'up  water  in  his  hands  and 
pouring  it  to  the  four  quarters  of  the  earth.  ,  His  clothes  and  arms 
were  on  the  river  bank. 

“There  is  no  nsc  in  distui'bing  him,  Maharaj,”  said  Lukshmun, 
quietly  ;  “  lie  is  at  his  prayers,  and  can’t  hear.  My  hrotber,  you  sec, 
doesn’t  understand  you,  and  he  only  does  what  the  Jemadar  told 
him ;  so  get  oif  and  walk  about  a  little.  Come,  I  will  hold  the 
stirrup  for  you.” 

“Ho;  loose  the  rope!”  cried  the  Lalla  again,  eagerly,  .and  reach¬ 
ing  o\  er  to  do  so  himself. 

“  Ah,  Maharaj !  you  must  not  do  that ;  you  see  my  brother  will  be 
ang;ry.  £  advise  you  to  be  quiet,”  said  Luksbmun,  putting  back  the 
Lnlla’s  hand,  and  pulling  the  knot  of  the  rope  fimier. 

But  the  Lalla  could  not  now  contain  himself;  his  alarm  was 
gradnally  increasing.  He  thought  he  could  break  away  from  the 
men,  and  dash  thi’ough  the  stream  ere  th.cy  could  fii’c  at  him. 
Touching  ilotcc  with  the  bridle  and  bis  bcel  at  the  same  time,  ho 
arou.sed  him  from  the  sluggish  position  he  had  assumed,  and  moved 
him  a  little  so  as  to  face  Ramn,  who  still  sat  eating;  and  the  Lalla 
was  quietly  gathering  up  the  reins  preparatory  to  urging  the  horse 
forward,  when  the  keen  practised  eyes  of  the  men  detected  the  in¬ 
tention.  Excited  by  his  rider,  the  horse  gathei’ed  himself  on  his 
haunches  and  made  a  bound  ;  Imt  Lukshmun,  leaping  at  the  bridle, 
hung  on  to  it,  jerking  it  back  so  violently  that  the  horse  roared,  Avhile 
the  Lalla,  whose  right  arm  had  been  seized  by  Rama,  lost  his 
bal  ance,  and  fell  heavily  to  the  ground. 

Hearing  tlie  cries  of  the  men,  Gopal  Singh  had  run  from  tho 
fetreara  hastily,  taking  up  his  sword,  and  reached  the  spot  as  tho 
Lalla  fell. 

“  Get  up  !  ”  he  cned,  seizing  his  arm ;  “  what  folly  is  this  ?  B)> 

the  gods,  lu>  has  fainted !  Tlioxi  ha'd  not  u-seol  thy  knife,  Rama  ?  ” 
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“Not  I,  Jemadar;  but  he  fcU  licavily.  AV'hat  cmdd  [do?  ]io 
•would  liavc  been  off,  for  tlic  horse  is  a  strong  beast,  ;u)d  I  could 
hardly  bold  him — only  for  the  old  trick.  Get  some  water,  Jemadar, 
ho  will  drink  from  thee,  I  will  hold  him  up.  Stay,  here  is  his  lota.” 

While  the  Jemadar  ran  for  water,  llama  knelt  down  and  rai.scvl 
the  Lalla’s  head,  who  now  opened  his  eyes.  “  Speak  to  him, 
Lukshmun ;  tell  him  to  get  up  and  bo  cpiict,'’  .said  Kama  to  his 
brother. 

“  Do  you  hear,  !Maliaraj  ?  you  are  to  get  up  and  bo  (juiet.  Eanr.i 


say.s  so,"  cried  Lukshmun,  “  and  he  is  not  a  child. 
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“Nor  I,  Lalla,”  said  the  Jemadar,  returning  with  the  water 
Krishna,  what  made  thee  rex  the  hunchbacks  ?  they  were  likely  to 
be  rough  enough  if  provoked.  Art  thou  hurt  ?  ” 

“  No,  my  lord — that  is,  valiant  sir — only  a  little,”  replied  the  Lalla, 
moving  his  body  about  to  .ascertain  the  fact.  “  No ;  but  my  life  I — 0 
spare  my  life ! — do  not  kill  me.” 

“  I  am  more  hurt  than  he  is.  Jemadar*,”  .said  Barna,  rubbing  has 
arm,  “for  ho  fell  on  me.  Ah,  you  ra.scal!  ”  he  continued  rvitli  a 
Mahratta  oath,  “only  for  the  Jemadar  there  I  had  settled  accounts 
with  thee;  get  ujr !  ” 

“I  jretition,”  said  Lukshmun,  who  led  up  !Motcc.  now  calmed,  “as 
the  Lalla  br’okc  faith  with  us,  that  he  walks  ;  and  Rama  rides,  as  he 
is  hurt.” 

“Ah,  by  your  heads,  no  !  ”  exclaimed  the  Lalla  ;  “I  never  could 
walk  a  coss  in  my  life  ;  and  my  feet  would  never  go  over  these  stones 
and  briars.  Kill  me,  if  ye  will,  but  walk  I  cannot.” 

“Tic  him  up,”  suggested  Rama,  “if  he  can’t  walk;  we  must  not 
trust  him  in  the  dai*k  oir  that  good  hoi’se.” 

“Ac’ood  thought,”  said  the  Jemadar;  “give  mo  his  sheet  from 
the  saddle.” 

The  Lalla  guessed  what  had  been  said,  and  protested  and  resisted 
vehemently  ;  but  he  was  as  a  child  in  the  hands  of  the  men,  and  in 
a  few'  moments  his  hands  and  arms  Avere  swathed  to  his  body  gently 
Avithin  the  sheet,  but  so  that  he  could  not  use  them :  and  he  aa'US 
raised  to  his  feet,  trembling  violently,  AA'hile  the  bandage  was 
fastened  behind  him. 

“  Ah,  sir !  do  not  shake  so,”  said  Lukshmun,  smiling,  and  joining 
his  OAvn  hands  in  mock  srrpplication ;  “  if  you  do,  )'ou  Avill  go  to  pieces, 
and  there  Avill  be  none  of  you  left  Avhen  avc  get  to  our  uncle,  Pahar 
Singh.” 

Pahar  Singh  !  the  Lalla’s  heart  sank  AA'ithin  him.  But  he  had  no 
time  for  remonstrance.  He  AA'as  lifted  like  a  child  into  the  saddle, 
the  men  resumed  their  arms  and  positions,  and  again  set  forward. 

“Where  arc  you  going  to  take  me.  Jemadar?  ”  asked  the  Lalla, 
ti’cmbling,  as  tlicy  cro.sscd  the  stream.  “  Ah,  be  merciful  to - ” 


“  So  you  Lave  got  speecL  at  last,”  returned  Gopal  SingL.  “  Listen, 
Lalla,  if  you  had  been  quiet  you  should  have  ridden  like  a  gentleman, 
now  you  go  as  a  thief.  Pahar  Singh,  my  uncle,  'is  lord  of  these 
inarches,  and  knows  ^Yhat  to  do  with  you.  One  thing,  however,  I 
may  tell  you;  if  you  make  any  further  attempt  to  escape,  I  -will 
shoot  you.  It  is  not  your  carcass  that  lie  wants,  but  what  you  have 
on  it ;  the  gold  you  got  at  Kullianee.  Now,  beivare,  for  you  know 
the  worst.” 

Of  what  use  Avas  resistance,  and  the  Lalla  clung  to  life.  They 
might  take  Ins  gold.  There  remained,  at  least,  the  papers  he  pos¬ 
sessed;  and  if  he  begged  his  way  on  foot  to  Eeejapoor,  Avhat  matter, 
so  that  he  got  there  Avith  them  ? 

So  they  proceeded  as  rapidly  as  the  ground  Avould  admit,  still 
continuing  to  avoid  all  villages  by  paths  through  the  fields,  wdth 
AA'hich  they  seemed  perfectly  acquainted. 

Before  they  reach  their  destination,  Avhich  they  Avill  do  in  two  or 
tlu’ee  hours  more,  Ave  may  describe  the  pei’son  to  Avhom  they  are  pro¬ 
ceeding. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

As  at  the  banian  tree,  Avhen  Lukshmun  aa’Us  guide,  and  the  Lalla 
had  ridden  up  the  rising  ground,  the  sun  had  shone  out  brightly 
Avith  a  broad  gleam  through  its  giant  trunks  and  branches,  and 
over  ■'^he  villages  and  coim-fields  beyond;  so  about  the  same  time 
the  light,  glittering  through  the  Avatery  particles  Avhich  '  tiled  the  air, 
spread  over  a  rich  landscape,  as  AueAved  from  a  height  above  the 
pretty  village  of  Itga,  Avbence,  by  a  rough  stony  path,  a  company 
of  horsemen  Avere  noAv  proceeding  to  the  village  itself. 

There  might  have  been  tAventy-five  to  thirty  men,  from  the  youth 
yet  unbearded  to  the  grizzled  trooper,  Avhose  SAvarthy  sunburnt  face, 
and  large  Avhiskcrs  and  moustaches  touched  Avith  grey,  Aviry  frame, 
and  easy  lounging  seat  on  his  saddle — as  he  balanced  his  heavy 
Mahratta  spear  across  his  shoulders — shoAved  the  years  of  service 
he  had  done.  There  Avas  no  richness  of  costume  among  the  paidy ; 
on  the  contrary,  the  dresses  Avere  Avorn  and  Avcathei’-stained,  and  of 
•a  motley  character.  Some  wore  thickly  quilted  Avhite  or  chintz 
doublets,  strong  enough  to  turn  a  sword-cut ;  or  ordinary  Avhitc 
cotton  clothes,  Avith  back  and  breast  pieces  of  thick  padded  cloth, 
or  light  shirts  of  chain-mail,  Avith  a  piece  of  the  same,  or  tAvisted 
AA'ire,  folded  into  their  turbans ;  and  a  few  AA'ore  steel  morions,  Avith 
turbans  tied  round  them,  and  steel  gauntlets  Avhich  reached  to  the 
elboAvs,  inlaid  Avith  gold  and  silver  in  delicate  ai’abesque  patterns. 
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Tlie  caparisons  of  their  horses  Avere  as  shabby  as  the  dresses ;  but 
some  had  once  been  handsome,  with  embroidered  reins  and  cruppers, 
and  "ay  muslin  martingals.  All  were  now,  however,  soiled  by  the 
Avet  aiid  mud  of  the  day.  It  was  clear  that  this  party  had  liddcn 
far,  and  the  horses,  though  excellent  and  in  high  c(»uditiou,  were, 
from  their  drooping  crests  and  sluggish  action,  evidently  weai-j-. 
Four  of  the  men  had  been  wounded  in  some  skirmish,  for  it  Avas 
Avith  difficulty  they  sat  their  horses:  and  the  bandages  about  them, 
covered  Avith  blood,  shoAved  the  Avounds  to  liaA^o  been  scA'cre.  But 
the  sight  of  the  village  appeared  to  have  revived  the  party  ;  the 
horses  Avero  neighing  and  tossing  their  heads,  and  the  men,  shifting 
their  places  in  the  saddles,  pointed  eagerly  to  it,  or,  brandishing 
their  spears,  shouted  one  to  another,  cheeilng  up  the  Avounded  men. 

Among  these  horsemen,  as  also  over  the  valley  beloAv,  the  sun’s 
gleams  shone  brightly,  casting  long  irregular  shadoAvs  over  the 
ground  as  they  moved,  and,  glinting  from  spear-head,  morion,  and 
steel  armour  as  the  men  swayed  in  their  saddles,  lighted  up  faces  of 
varied  character,  all  noAv  joyous,  but  wearing  an  expression  of 
habitual  recklessness  and  laAvless  excitement. 

Below  them,  at  less  than  half  a  mile’s  distance,  Avas  the  village 
itself.  In  the  centre  of  it,  or  rather  more  to  the  right  hand,  Avas 
a  high  square  castle,  Avith  round  bastions  at  the  coi'ncrs,  having 
loopholed  parapets,  which,  Avhere  it  had  not  been  Avetted  by  the 
rain,  Avas  of  a  warm  grey,  the  colour  of  the  mud  or  clay  of  Avhich 
it  had  been  built.  It  Avas  in  perfect  repair,  and  the  close  smooth 
plastei’ing  of  the  Avails  and  parapets  showed  that  the  Aveather  tA'as 
not  allowed  to  injure  it. 

Inside  the  castle  Avails  Avere  the  Avhite  terraced  roofs  of  a  dAvclling- 
houso,  and  in  tlic  bastions  in  the  east  and  north  corners  several 
AvindoAYS  and  other  perforations  in  the  curtain  walls,  Avliich  shoAved 
that  rooms  Avere  connected  Avith  them ;  but  it  Avas  clear,  from  the 
licight  of  the  parapets  above  the  ground,  which  might  be  sixty  feet, 
that  most  of  the  inside  must  be  a  solid  mass  of  earth,  as  indeed 
it  Avas  as  far  as  the  courtyard,  around  Avhich  Avere  the  houses 
already  noticed.  On  one  high  bastion,  in  Avhich  several  small 
cannon  Avere  placed,  Avas  a  flag-staff,  and  a  large  Avhite  flag,  bordered 
Avith  green,  Avhich  floated  out  lazily  upon  the  evening  breeze, 
shoAving  the  device — a  figure  cut  out  in  red  cloth  and  scAvn  upon 
the  Avhitc — of  the  monkey  god  Hunooman,  Avho  might  be  supposed 
to  be,  as  he  Avas,  the  tutelary  divinity  of  the  castle. 

To  i^rotect  the  gatcAvay  there  Avas  a  double  outAvork  Avith  several 
narroAv  traverses  and  largo  flanking  bastions,  but  otherAvise  no 
additional  defence  to  the  castle  Avails,  Avhich  Avere  quite  inaccessible. 
Around  their  foot,  separated  only  by  an  open  courtyard,  surrounded 
by  a  low  Avail  Avith  bastions  at  intervals,  Avere  the  terraced  houses 
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of  tlic  place,  thickly  placed  together,  and  filling  np  the  space 
between  the  outer  wall  of  the  village  and  the  castle  itself.  There 
was  no  doubt  that  the  community  living  there  was  thriving,  and 
better  protected  than  those  of  the  more  open  villages  of  the  country. 
The  houses,  too,  were  of  a  superior  and  more  substantial  character, 
and  gave  assux’ance  of  habitual  safety  and  wealth. 

Outside  all,  ran  a  high  wall,  also  of  mud,  with  large  rouud 
bastions  at  intervals,  loopholed  and  mounted  with  jinjalls,  and 
other  wall-pieces,  ^vith  two  large  gates,  each  defended  by  an 
outer  work  and  traverse,  and  heavy  bastions  on  each  side;  and 
there  were  several  smaller  wickets  or  posterns,  each  with  a  pai’apet 
wall  before,  and  a  tower  beside  it.  The  whole  formed  a  very  strong 
position,  impregnable  against  any  attack  by  marauding  horse ;  and 
even  in  the  event  of  a  siege  by  a  better  organized  force,  it  could 
have  held  out  stoutly. 

The  ground  for  some  distance  round  Itga  formed  a  clear  natural 
esplanade,  over  which  it  was  impossible  for  anything  to  advance 
without  being  seen  from  the  castle  w^alls.  This  was  now  like  a 
carpet  of  emerald  green,  on  w’hich  fell  the  broad  shadows  of  the 
tall  trees  near  the  gates  and  a  grove  round  a  small  Hindu  temple, 
and  several  large  herds  of  cattle  rested  or  browsed  before  entering 
the  village  walls  for  the  night.  Beyond  the  open  ground  the 
ii'i'igated  fields  and  gardens  of  the  village  commenced ;  and  the 
bright  yellow  green  of  the  sugar-cane,  in  large  patches,  catching 
the  sun’s  rays,  glowed  among  the  darker  colours  of  the  grain  crops 
and  cotton,  which  spread  up  and  down  the  valley  as  far  as  could 
be  seen,  and  on  both  sides  of  the  stream  flowing  in  the  centre. 

Above  the  village  the  valley  appeared  to  contract  gradually,  and 
the  stream  to  disappear  behind  a  projecting  bluff.  Below,  it  opened 
out  considerably ;  and  could  be  seen  for  several  miles,  showing 
other  villages  in  the  distance,  with  their  ghurries,  or  castles,  of  tho 
same  character  as  that  of  Itga,  but  smaller,  rising  above  the  trees ; 
while,  here  and  there,  the  white  dome  of  a  mosque,  or  steeple  of 
Hindu  temple,  with  portions  of  the  stream,  sparkled  iu  the  evening 
sun. 

A  fair  scene  now  when,  over  the  rich  crops  and  gardens,  and 
spreading  over  the  tendei’.  distance,  the  bright  evening  light  threw 
a  mellow  radiance,  resting  wdth  brilliant  effect  upon  the  projections 
and  bastions  of  the  castle,  upon  the  terraces  of  the  houses,  tho 
heavy  gateways,  the  people  passing  to  and  fro,  and  the  bright- 
coloured  cattle  upon  the  village  green.  A  fair  scene,  truly,  and  in 
strong  contrast  with  the  character  of  the  place,  wliich,  to  say  the 
truth,  was  evil  enough  in  some  respects. 

The  owner  of  this  village,  and  of  several  adjoining  villages,  was 
the  Pahar  Singh,  whom,  casually,  we  have  already  had  occasion  to 


A  M  AH  RAT  T A  TALE. 


83 


mention.  Kbminallj  a  frontier  officer  of  the  Beejapoor  State, 
“  Hazaree,”  or  commander  of  a  thousand  men,  and  holding  the 
estate  in  maintenance  of  a  troop  of  horse  and  a  number  of  foot 
soldiers,  which,  though  somewhat  less,  passed  for  a  thousand  in  the 
royal  musters  of  Beejapoor, — Pahar  Singh  had  by  no  means 
followed  his  father’s  example  of  steady  devotion  to  his  duty,  or 
confined  his  men  to  the  purpose  for  which  they  were  intended. 
During  his  father’s  lifetime  he  had  engaged  with  the  most  dissolute 
and  lawless  of  his  father’s  retainers  in  border  raids  and  forays 
without  number,  and  had  not  unfrequently  defied  the  troops  of  the 
State,  bringing  his  father’s  good  name  into  very  questionable  repute. 

After  the  old  man’s  death,  wilder  times  ensued,  when  a  bold 
stroke,  here  and  there,  decided  a  man’s  fortune ;  and  proportionately 
as  he  was  powerful  or  otherwise  locally,  his  influence,  both  at  court 
and  in  the  provinces,  extended.  Pahar  Singh  had  struck  many 
such,  with  which,  however,  we  have  no  concern.  PolloAving  the 
example  of  the  Beydur  ‘chief  of  Sugger,  he  had  imposed  a  system 
of  black-mail  all  over  the  frontier  near  his  estate,  which,  if  not 
regularly  paid,  was  enforced  roughly  enough;  while,  on  his  part, 
his  clients  Avere  protected  from  violence  by  other  parties.  The 
system,  in  fact,  extended  to  the  capital  itself,  and  merchants  and 
rich  travellci’S  paid  Pahar  Singh’s  dues  as  the  best  means  of  escaping 
outrage  if  they  had  to  travel  across  his  marches. 

To  others  but  his  own  people,  Pahar  Singh  was  a  merciless 
savage,  for  the  most  part ;  and  even  his  own  relations,  and  those 
AAffio  kneAA’’  him  best,  could  hardly  account  for  the  variation  of 
temper  Avhich  could  watch  torture  for  the  extortion  of  money — 
perhaps  an  agonized  death — at  one  moment,  and  at  the  next  listen 
to  a  tale  of  distress,  or  need,  or  sickness,  and  relieve  it  himself,  or 
send  it  to  his  wife  Bookminee,  with  a  message  which  insured 
prompt  attention  from  that  kind  lady. 

It  is  perhaps  unnecessary  to  go  far  back  into  history  for  illustra¬ 
tions  of  character  like  that  of  “the  Hazaree.”  Such  still  exists 
among  the  native  states  of  India,  and  even  among  our  OAvn  subjects, 
restrained  by  the  poAver  of  the  paramount  Government,  if  not  by 
the  spirit  of  the  times — but  still  restrained — from  lives  as  reckless 
and  laAvless,  from  savagery  as  deep  and  as  unrelenting,  as  was  that  of 
Pahar  Singh.  With  such  characters,  eAril  passions  have  taken  the 
foi’m  of  sensuality  in  its  varied  phases,  Avhich,  as  mostly  concerning 
the  individual  himself,  blunts  the  exercise  of  all  finer  feelings,  but 
does  not  occasion  the  misery  to  others  which  would  be  the  result  of 
unfettered  and  misguided  action. 

The  party  we  have  mentioned  had  descended  the  small  pass  from 
the  table-land  above,  and  had  pressed  merrily  on  to  the  village  gate, 
Avhere  they  were  met  by  friends,  and  Avelcomed  by  many  a  rough 
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but  kind  greeting,  and  by  a  discharge  of  wall-pieces  from  the 
bastions,  and  shots  from  the  castle,  answered  by  the  matchlocks 
of  the  party.  Having  entered  the  deep  arched  ga.teway,  they  were 
now  emerging  irregularly  from  its  shadow  into  the  main  street, 
down  which  the  sun  streamed  brightly.  The  terraced  liouses  were 
covered  with  women  and  children  waving  cloths,  or  whatever  they 
could  catch  up.  The  shopkeepers,  for  the  most  part,  descended 
from  their  seats  and  exchanged  respectful  greetings  with  the  leader ; 
and  as  the  small  troop  passed  up  towards  the  open  space  below  the 
castle,  still  firing  shots,  it  was  plain  that  every  one  had  forgotten  the 
fatigue  of  the  march  in  his  safe  return. 

The  horsemen  remained  mounted  after  the  halt,  and  several  stout 
serving-men  tooK  the  heavy  bags  of  money  which  each  in  successiou 
loosed  from  his  saddlebow,  and  carried  them  into  the  castle.  This 
done,  the  leader  dismounted,  and  the  chief  “  Karkoon,”  or  scribe, 
delivered  a  short  but  pleasant  message  from  the  chief,  and  dismissed 
the  rest;  and  the  men,  wheeling  round,  discharged  an  irregular 
volley  from  their  matchlocks,  and,  passing  back  round  the  foot  of 
the  outer  bastion  of  the  court,  separated,  each  to  his  own  house. 

“  He  will  not  delay  you  long,”  said  Amrut  Rao,  the  Hazarec’s 
chief  Karkoon,  or  scribe,  to  the  leader ;  “  but  you  are  not  ro  go,  he 
says,  without  seeing  him.” 

“  What  temper  is  he  in  ?  ”  asked  the  person  addressed. 

“  Not  good — but  no  fear  for  you.  He  is  angry  at  Gopal  Singh’s 
absence,  that  is  all ;  so  be  careful.  Maun  Singh,  and  do  not  cross 
him  to-day.  Come,  he  has  looked  for  you  these  many  hours.” 

Maun  Singh,  an  active,  intelligent  man,  with  a  bright  soldierly 
bearing,  •yv'as  a  cousin  of  the  chief,  and  a  valuable  and  trusty  leader 
of  partisan  expeditions.  This  foray  had  been  remarkable.for  its  suc- 
■jess.  A  convoy  of  treasure,  belonging  to  the  neighbouring  kingdom 
of  Golconda,  had  been  attacked  on  its  way  to  the  capital,  its  escort 
defeated,  and  the  money  for  the  most  part  secured  and  brought  in. 
The  largest  portion  of  the  force  was  returning  by  a  different  road ; 
this,  consisting  of  picked  men  and  horses,  had  pressed  on  home  with 
the  booty. 

Maun  Singh  entered  the  gate  with  his  companions,  and  ascended 
an  inclined  plane  leading  to  a  court  above,  which,  the  outer  one  of 
the  interior  of  the  castle,  was  that  to  which  men  were  alone  allowed 
access.  On  two  sides  were  open  verandahs,  consisting  of  double 
rows  of  wooden  arches,  supported  upon  carved  pillars,  the  floor  of 
the  inner  one  being  raised  a  little  above  that  of  the  outer.  On  the 
east  side,  a  large  chamber  of  some  pretension,  ended  in  an  oriel 
window,  fitted  with  delicately  carved  shutters,  which  admitted  light 
and  am.  This  chamber  was  three  arches  in  depth,  and  the  wood¬ 
work  of  the  pillars  was  carved  in  bold  designs  of  flowers  and  leaves. 
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the  ends  of  the  beams  being  fancifully  cut  into  dragons’  heads,  the 
lines  of  which  were  carried  gmcefully  into  the  general  patterns  of 
flowers  and  leaves.  This  was  the  chamber,  or  hall,  of  audience. 

On  the  fourth  side  of  the  court  was  a  stable,  and  a  door  which  led 
to  servants’  rooms  and  ofiices,  and  there  were  folding-doors  in  the 
verandahs  on  both  sides  communicating  with  women’s  apartments, 
and  stairs  leading  to  the  roofs  of  the  buildings  v/hich  formed  the 
parapets  for  defence  of  the  castle. 

As  he  entered  the  court.  Maun  Singh  greeted,  and  was  saluted  in 
turn  by,  those  around ;  and  a  party  of  scribes,  engaged  in  accounts 
at  the  entrance  of  the  hall,  rose  at  his  approach.  Passing  these,  he 
went  on  to  his  relative,  who  was  sitting  reclined  against  a  large 
pillow  in  a  recess  of  the  window,  and  who  half  rose  as  he  returned 
his  salutation,  but  not  courteously. 

Pahar  Singh  was  always  remarkable — no  one  could  look  on  him 
unmoved.  He  had  a  strong-featured  hard  face,  prominent  aquiline 
nose,  deep-set  black  eyes,  not  so  large,  as  penetrating  in  character, 
and  covered  by  bushy  eyelashes.  The  eyes  were  restless  and  un¬ 
settled  in  characjtei’,  and,  by  this,  and  the  general  expression  of  his 
countenance,  he  was  nicknamed  the  falcon.  None  of  the  hair  on 
his  face  was  shaved,  and  the  whole  was  tied  up  in  a  knot  and  wound 
round  his  head  in  a  thick  heavy  mass,  while  the  thin  grey  and 
sandy-coloured  beard  and  moustaches,  divided  in  the  centre,  were 
usually  passed  over  each  ear,  but  could,  if  he  pleased,  be  worn  flow¬ 
ing  down  to  the  waist.  The  forehead  was  high  and  covered  with 
deep  wrinkles,  and  upon  it  the  veins  from  the  root  of  the  nose  stood 
out  roughly  and  with  a  knotted  appearance,  apparently  the  result  of 
habitual  excitement.  The  mouth  had  hard  cruel  lines  about  it,  and 
the  sinewy  throat  tended  to  increase  the  rugged  character  of  the 
whole  countenance. 

In  age  he  appeared  past  forty.  Naked  to  the  waist,  his  figure  was 
wiry,  and  showed  great  power,  particularly  in  his.  arms.  Pahar 
Singh’s  strength  was  proverbial  in  the  country  ;  and  the  large  exer¬ 
cising  clubs,  standing  in  a  corner,  which  he  used  several  times  during 
the  day,  could  be  wielded  by  none  but  himself. 

“  I  received  your  letter.  Maun  Singh,”  he  said,  before  that  person 
was  seated.  “  Why  did  you  delay  ?  Why  did  you  let  that  boy 
leave  you  ?  By  Gunga,  if  the  boy  dies,  or  comes  to  hurt,  your  life 
shall  answer  for  it.” 

“  Pahar  Singh,”  replied  the  other,  who  always  addressed  his 
cousin  by  name  if  he  were  angiy,  and  who  had  less  fear  of  him  than 
any  one  else,  “  1  have  done  good  woi*k.  There  are  more  than 
twenty  thousand  rupees  yonder,  end  I  have  only  lost  one  man.” 

“  True,  true,  brother,”  cried  the  chief,  waving  his  hand ;  “  there  is 
blame  for  that,  only  for  the  boy.  What  took  him  to  Kullianee  ?  ” 
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“  I  sent,  him  to  Poorungeer,  the  banker,  with  the  bills,  to  see  if 
any  were  negotiable.  There  he  heard  of  something  ;  and  when  all 
was  qniet  at  Muntalla,  he  departed  at  night  wdthont  my  knowledge. 
He  only  left  word  that  he  had  gone  after  some  good  iDusiness,  and 
was  not  to  be  followed.” 

“  Wrong,  Mann  Singh.  Thon  wert  wrong  not  to  watch  him — not 
to  send  men  after  him.  If  he  dies,  0  Mann  Singh,  O  brother,  it 
were  better  thon  wert  never  born  !  ”  and  the  chief  smote  his  pillow 
angrily  with  his  clenched  fist. 

“  His  fate  is  not  in  my  hand,  Pahar  Singh,”  retorted  the  other  ; 
“and - ”  .  .  •  . 

“  Do  yon  answer  me  ?  do  yon  answer  me  ?  ”  cried  the  chief, 
savagely  grasping  the  pillow,  the  veins  of.  his  forehead  swelling  and 
his  nostrils  dilating  as  he  spoke. 

Ammt  Rao  knew  the  sign,  and  interposed.  “  Is  this  money  to  bo 
counted  ?  ”  he  said,  pointing  to  the  bags ;  “if  so,  give  me  the  key  of 
the  treasnry,  and  let  the  Jemadar  go  home.  He  is  tired,  and  yon 
will  like  to  see  the  coin.  It  shall  be  counted  before  yon.” 

“  Good  !  Go,  Mann  Singh.  I  shall  be  qnieter  when  you  return,” 
replied  the  chief.  “  Ah,  yes  !  we  were  once  the  same,  brother.  We 
could  not  be  stopped  either,”  he  said  more  gently,  “  if  we  had  any¬ 
thing  to  do.” 

“  The  hunchbacks  are  with  him,  and  they  are  all  on  foot,  brother,” 
returned  Mann  Singh  :  “  fear  not ;  but  if  thon  art  restless,  give  me 
some  fresh  men  and  a  fresh  horse,  and  we  will  ride  round  the  vil¬ 
lages.” 

“  No ;  go  home — go  home.  No  ;  let  him  hunt  his  own  game,” 
returned  the  chief. 

“  But  about  the  money  ?  Deo  Rao  wants  to  get  home  now,  for  he 
is  starving,”  interposed  the  Karkoon. 

“  Let  him  go  then  !  ”  exclaimed  the  chief  tartly. 

“  No,  he  can’t  go  till  it  is  counted,”  retorted  Ajnrut  Rao. 

“  It  need  not  be  counted.” 

“  It  must  be  counted,  Maharaj !  If  there  is  a  rupee  wrong  wo 
.shall  never  hear  the  last  of  it.  The  bags  have  never  been  opened — 
who  knows  what  is  in  them  ?  ” 

“  It  may  be  gold,  Amrut  Rao.  Come,  who  knows  ?  yes,  who 
knows  ?  Come,”  exclaimed  Pahar  Skigh  excitedly. 

Few  could  take  the  liberties  in  speech  with  the  chief  that  were 
permitted  to  Amrut  Rao,  and  even  he  was  not  always  successful ; 
but  now_  the  Suraffs,  or  money-changers,  sent  for  had  arrived,  and 
Pahar  Singh  watched  the  opening  of  every  bag  with  an  almost 
childish  curiosity.  All  anxiety  for  his  nephew  had  departed  before 
the  sight  of  money.  Yet  Gopal  Singh  was  the  life  and  stay  of  the 
house ;  precious  as  Pahar  Singh’s  heir,  and  more  so  as  the  husband 
of  his  daughter,  who  was  as  yet  a  child. 
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“  Good  coin,  good  coin !  ”  cried  tlio  chief  exultinglj,  as  the  con¬ 
tents  of  the  hags  passed  thi’ough  the  experienced  hands  of  the 
examiners  without  one  being  rejected.  “  Good  coin !  O  Aini’ut 
Rao,  I  vow  all  the  light  weights  to  feed  Brahmuns.  Dost  thon 
hear  ?  ” 

“  I  am  afraid  their  bellies  will  be  empty  enough, ”  returned  the 
Karkoon,  laughing,  “ No,  ]\Iaharaj !  do  better:  send  five  hundred 
to  Vyas  Shasti’cc  to  offer  at  the  shrine  of  Sri  Mata  if  Gopal  Singh 
returns  safe  to-night.  You  cannot  disappoint  her  and  be  secure.” 

“  Well  spoken  !  Avell  spoken  !  Yes,  put  the  money  aside  ;  yes, 
put  all  the  light-Aveight  coin  and  make  it  up  ;  thou  shalt  haA^e  it — 
if — he  comes.  Holy  Gunga  !  A\’hat  is  that  ?  ”  he  exclaimed,  sud¬ 
denly,  as  a  separate  bag  rolled  OTit  of  one  then  being  emptied- 
“  Gold,  by  all  the  gods !  Give  it  me ;  I  will  count  it  myself.” 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

We  must,  hoAvever,  retuni  to  onr  travellei's,  aaTiosc  progress  since 
night  set  in  had  been  anything  but  agreeable,  considering  the  state 
of  the  road  ;  for  though  the  light-footed  men  traversed  it  easily, 
poor  Motec,  Aveary  enough.,  stopped  fairly  Avhere  the  mud  was 
deepest,  and  quivered  in  every  limb  in  the  inteiwals  of  stony 
ground.  Indeed,  he  Avould  have  given  up  long  ago  but  for  Luksh- 
mun,  whose  cheery  v'oice  and  hand,  now  soothing,  now  encouraging, 
noAv  remonstrating,  urged  him  to  put  forth  his  whole  poAver;  and 
as-  if  the  promises  of  a  good  stable^  the  sweetest  fodder,  the  best 
grain,  Avhich  AA^'re  repeated  Avith  every  endearing  variation  that 
Mahratta  and  Canarcse,  oddly  intermixed  with  scraps  of  Oordoo 
ballads,  could  supply,  seemed  to  be  understood  by  the  gallant  beast 
as  he  toiled  on.  His  master,  sincc'ho  had  been  swathed  up  in  the 
sheet,  and  had  found  it  impossible  to  help  himself,  had  fallen  into 
Avhat  might  bo  called  a  passive  frame  of  mind.  Nothing  was  clear 
to  him,  neither  where  he  Avas,  nor  with  Avhom  or  Avhere  he  w'as 
going. 

.As  befoi'e,  villages  were  avoided,  and  it  was  evident  that  his 
guides  knew  the  country  perfectly — threading  lanes,  then  emerging 
into  open  fields,  again  cro'  sing  Avaste  ground,  but  still  preserving,  as 
nearly  as  possible,  the  same  direction,  as  the  Lalla  could  see  by  the 
moon  which,  struggling  through  masses  of  watery  clouds  that  had 
risen  since  sunset,  thrcAv  a  misty  and  indistinct  hght  upon  the  path 
and  what  lay  in  its  immediate  vicinity.  Now  and  then  they  ap¬ 
proached  so  near  a  village  that  the  Avatch-dogs  Avithin  its  walls 
bayed  and  hoAvled,  and  thej'-  could  hear  the  hum  of  voices,  or  see 
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lights  high  np  in  the  ghurry,  or  the  watch-towers  at  the  gates  ;  hut 
they  did  not  stop.  All  the  Lalla  asked  occasionally  was,  “  How  far 
yet?”  and  received  but  one  answer — “Coss  bur.”  The  trees  of 
village  after  village,  and  the  dark  square  forms  of  their  ghurries,  or 
castles,  stood  out  against  the  moon  in  succession,  and  each  one  he 
hoped  might  be  the  last ;  but  still  they  went  on,  through  the  same 
apparently  endless  succession  of  muddy  lanes,  and  over  open  fields 
and  waste  lands, — faster  -if  the  ground  were  firm,  slower  if  it  were 

muddy.  ^  ^ 

Finding  it  of  no  use  to  speak  to  his  companions,  the  Lalla’s  mind 
reverted  naturally  to  his  own  condition,  and  was  as  busy  now, 
though  after  a  more  dreamy  fashion,  than  in  the  morning,  when 
riches  and  honours  seemed  within  his  grasp.  For  after  some  mis¬ 
givings  he  had  argued  himself  into  a  belief  of  a  positively  agreeable 
reception  by  Pahar  Singh.  He  would  not  at  once  admit  his  errand 
to  the  Beejapoor  court.,  but  reserve  it  for  a  confidential  communica¬ 
tion;  and  he  would  be  able  to  tell  Pahar  Singh  about  their  own 
country.  Yes — the  Lalla  had  fi’amed,  and  was  framing,  many  irre¬ 
sistibly  polite  speeches  in  his  mind,  recalling  verses  to  quote  from 
Persian  poets,  and  the  replies  to  his  remarks  would  necessarily  be  in 
a  similar  strain.  What  else  tcould  be  expected  of  one  of  his  own 
countrymen  ?  and  he  would  make  allowances  for  some  omissions  in 
strict  etiquette  and  courtesy.  Then  what  excellent  cookery  he 
should  enjoy — what  luxurious  rest ! 

Alas  !  these  were  but  the  delusions  of  hunger,  thirst,  and  weari¬ 
ness,  and  wmre  but  shortlived  ;  for  in  their  place  would  suddenly 
arise  a  ghastly  anticipation  of  violence — a  dungeon  and  chains — 
ending  in  a  lingering  or  sudden  death.  Or,  again,  the  loss  of  all 
his  papers  and  his  money — both  as  yet  safe.  Or,  perhaps,  of  being 
again  taken  to  the  royal  camp,  and  sold  to  the  Emperor,  a  hasty 
doom  following — an  elephant’s  -foot,  or  that  executioner,  always 
present,  whom  he  so  well  remembered. 

Them  was  no  denying  that  such  thoughts  would  recur  more 
vividly  than  the  others,  causing  the  Lalla  to  writhe  in  his  bonds, 
and  to  break  out  into  a  cold  sweat  from  head  to  foot,  in,  as  it  were, 
the  very  bitterness  of  death.  This  past,  he  would  sink  once  more 
into  apathy  and  weariness,  while  Motee  groaned,  trudged,  and 
splashed,  or  Lukshmun  cheered  or  warned  him ;  and  the  two 
others,  in  their  old  places,  their  lighted  matches  glowing  in  the 
darkness,  never  varied  in  position  or  in  pace. 

It  might  have  been  the  close  of  the  first  "watch  of  the  night, 
perhaps  more,  when  the  Lalla  became  sensible  of  a  change  in  the 
demeanour  of  the  men.  They  talked  more  among  themselves,  and 
laughed  heartily.  Gopal  Singh  even  told  him  to  be  of  good  heart. 
The  I’oad,  too,  was  more  open  and  less  muddy.  Before  him  was  a 
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rising  ground,  and  upon  it  a  tree  distinctly  visible  against  the  moon, 
to  whicli  they  pointed,  and  stepped  out  at  a  better  pace.  As  they 
neared  the  tree  they  halted  for  aT  moment,  shook  out  their  dresses, 
resettled  their  turbans,  and  rubbed  up  their  moustaches.  Yes,  they 
were  most  likely  near  the  end  of  their  journey,  but  the  Lalla  dare 
not  ask  ;  his  tongue  was  cleaving  to  his  mouth  with  that  peculiarly 
exhaustive  thirst  which  is  the  effect  of  weariness  and  terror  com¬ 
bined;  and  when  all  three  men  blew  their  matches,  and  shook  fresh 
priming  into  the  pans  of  their  guns,  the  Lalla  shut  his  eyes  and  ex¬ 
pected  death. 

“  Come,  Lallajee,”  said  Gopal  Singh,  in  a  cheery  voice,  “  don’t  go 
to  sleep,  good  man,  we  are  near  home  now ;  no  more  ‘  coss  burs,’  you 
know.  Ah,  by-and-by,  you  will  know  what  a  Canarcse  coss  is. 
Mind  the  horse  as  we  go  downhill,”  ho  continued  to  Lukshmun. 
“  I  must  have  that  beast ;  he  has  done  his  Avork  right  Avell  to-day.” 

Almost  as  the  last  Avord  AA’as  spoken,  they  reached  the  bi’OAV  of 
the  ascent,  and  looked  doAvn  upon  Itga  fx*om  the  place  we  have 
already  described.  It  appcai’ed  gloomy  enough  to  the  Lalla.  The 
castle,  or  ghurry,  stood  out,  a  black  mass,  against  the  setting  moon, 
and  the  men  and  horses  Avere  barely  distinguishable  in  the  faint 
light,  while  the  toAv^ers  at  the  gate,  and  round  the  outer  Avails, 
seemed  to  be  exaggerated  in  height  and  dimensions,  Fi’om  the  Avin- 
dow  OA^er  the  castle  gatCAvay,  a  light  twinkled  brightly  in  the  dark 
mass  of  the  Avails,  and  there  Avas  one  also  on  a  bastion  of  the  gate, 
and  a  feAV  here  and  there  in  the  village.  Around  the  fields  and 
treesAvere  in  the  deepest  gloom,  the  upper  portion  of  the  trees,  where 
the  moon’s  rays  caught  the  topmost  branches  only,  being  A’isible, 
and  a  sparkle  here  and  there  in  the  little  river,  as  it  braAvled  OA’^er 
the  rocks  and  stones  in  its  bed,  its  hoai’se  murmur  being  distinctly 
audible  as  though  it  Avere  in  flood. 

“  Cheer  up,  Lallajee  !  be  comforted  ;  our  master  never  keeps 
any  one  in  suspense  very  long,”  remarked  Lukshmun  pleasantly. 
“  When  he  says  ch-ck,  ch-ck,  as  I  do  to  Motee  here,  avc  know  exactly 
what  to  do.” 

“Be  quiet,  for  a  prating  fool,  as  thou  art!  ”  cried  Gopal  Singh, 
“  and  look  after  the  horse,  I  Avould  not  have  his  knees  broken  for  a 
thousand  rupees.  Sit  square,  0  Ijalla  I  lean  back,  good  man,  and 
case  lum  as  you  go  doAvn.  Do  not  be  afraid.” 

But  for  this  assurance  the  Lalla  had  fainted.  “  Ah.  Jemadar,” 
he  exclaimed,  “by your  mother,  I  am  too  poor  to  notice— a  stranger 
in  a  strange  land.  I  trust  to  you — pity  me  and  be  merciful,  for  the 
sake  of  my  children.” 

“  Bicliara  !  poor  felloAV,  he  has  children — so  have  I,”  interrupted 
Lukshmun  ;  “  and  that  makes  it  A\'orse  sometimes.” 

“  Be  silent,  as  you  love  your  life,”  said  the  Jemadar,  firing  a  shot 
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over  tlie  Lalla’s  head,  which  caused  him  to  start  violently,  and  was 
followed  by  another  each  from  the  two  men  in  succession ;  “  bo 
silent,  and  mind  your  seat  downhill.  If  Maun  Singh  has  not 
arrived,”  he  continued  to  the  men,  “  there  will  have  been  trouble 
enough  by  this  time.’ 

“They  have  passed  not  long  ago.  Jemadar,”  said  Rama;  “look, 
here  are  the  horses’  footprints.” 

“  That  is  good;  and  they  see  us  now,”  continued  Gopal  Singh. 

As  he  spoke,  a  vivid  w'hite  flash,  from  the  highest  bastion  turret 
of  the  castle,  increased  in  brightness,  as  a  large  Bengal  light  was 
burned  for  an  answering  signal.  The  attitude  of  the  signal-man,  as 
he  held  an  iron  cresset  high  above  his  head,  could  b^e  distinctly 
seen ;  and  while  the  dazzling  blaze  continued,  castle,  and  town,  and 
yP[lafre — even  the  open  ground  beyond,  and  the  trees  and  temple 
upon  it — were  revealed  in  silvery  brilliance.  Then,  as  the  first  died 
out,  another  light  took  its  place,  and  burned  out,  leaving  the  gloom 
more  intense  than  before.  Under  any  other  circumstances,  the 
effect  would  have  been  as  surprising  to  the  Lalla  as  it  was  really 
beautiful,  but,  under  the  circumstances,  the  sudden  apparition  of 
the  castle,  with  its  defences  and  outworks,  struck  an  additional 
chill  to  his  heart,  and  as  the  last  gleam  of  the  bright  light  went  out, 
it  seemed  a  type  of  the  extinguishing  of  his  own  hopes. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Paiiar  Singh  had  been  long  watching  from  the  window  we  have 
before  mentioned.  There  were  three  descents  from  the  plain  above 
to  the  village,  all  within  his  view  ;  and  there  were  men  on  each  of 
the  bastions  also,  watching  in  all  directions.  He  was  very  restless 
and  moody  ;  not  even  the  gold  found  in  several  bags  which  he  had 
taken  to  his  private  apartments — not  even  the  largo  amount  of 
booty,  which  had  so  few  light  coins  in  it— could  dispel  the  gloom.. 
He  had  ordered  all  about  him  to  be  silent,  and  even  Amrut  Ra^ 
had  obeyed  him  as  yet ;  and  his  little  daughter,  who  was  allowed 
to  sit  in  the  hall  when  no  strangers  were  present,  had  nestled  to  his= 

side,  but  was  afraid  to  speak.  ,  •  ,  i,- 

Amrut  Rao  knew,  however,  by  experience,  that  the  more 
master  was  allowed  to  brood  over  anything  in  this  manner,  tho 
harder  it  was  to  rally  him  ;  and  as  the  account  of  the  money  hw- 
been  made  up,  he  took  the  paper,  trimmed  the  lamp,  and  stood  u 
an  attitude  to  read,  unchecked  by  the  actual  distortion  of  thc 
chief’s  face  in  a  repressed  fury,  at  which  even  his  daughter  con 
coaled  herself,  and  cowered  into  a  corner,  and  which  soon  broku 
out  in  violent  oaths  and  abuse. 
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Ainnit-  Rao  bent  to  the  storm,  and  did  not  reply.  After  an 
interval  he  read  slowly  : — 

“  Twenty-seven  thousand  two  hundred  and  ninety-three  rupees ; 
and  the  five  bags  of  ashruffees  which  you  took  inside — how  many 
were  in  them  ?  ” 

“  What  is  that  to  you  ?  do  you  want  to  steal  them  ?  By  the 
gods  !  you  are  over-familiar  to-night,  Amrut  Rao.  Did  I  not  bid 
ye  all  be  silent,  and  dare  you  disobey  ?  you — dare  you  ?  ”  cried 
the  chief,  raising  himself,  while  the  foam  gathered  upon  his  lips, 
and  the  veins  swelled  on  his  forehead.  “  Dare  you  ?  ” 

“My  lord,”  replied  Anirut  Rao,  joining  his  hands,  “abuse  of  a 
Brahmun,  out  of  a  noble  mouth,  is  sin — unfitting  to  hear.  Be 
reasonable.  This  is  the  best  booty  which  we  have  seen  for  many 
a  day.  If  we  knew  the  total  of  the  ashruffees  we  could  add  it, 
and  you  could  sign  the  day-book,  and  clear  away  all  the  bags.  It 
is  getting  late.” 

“  Let  it  be.  No,  I  will  not  sign  the  paper,”  cried  Pahar  Singh, 
petulantly.  “  What  need  have  I  with  wealth  ?  he  will  not  come 
now.  I  wiU  go  to  Kasee,  Juguhath,  and  Rameshwur  ;  I  will  give 
up  the  world ;  I  have  committed  much  sin,  and  will  have  no  more 

of  it.  I  will -  Ha,  by  the  gods !  there  is  a  shot  on  the  road,” 

he  continued,  as  the  sharp  ring  of  Gopal  Singh’s  matchlock  broke 
the  silence  without :  “  another,  and  another  !  and  a  hoi’se’s  neigh, 
too ;  and  there  were  but  the  three.  Can  it  be  they.  Maun  Singh  ? 
speak  !  by  your  soul,  speak  :  why  are  you  silent  ?  ” 

“  Let  the  cloud  pass  from  your  spirit,  brother :  it  is  they,  sure 
enough.  I  would  swear  to  Gopal’s  gun  by  its  ring  anywhere.” 

“  Burn  a  light  from  the  upper  bastion — tw'O  !  it  may  cheer  them 
down  the  pass.  Quick  !  ”  cried  the  chief ;  “  answer  their  signal. 
0  Maun  Singh !  if  I  said  anything  bad,  forgive  mo,  brother ;  but 
I  was  distraught  with  care  for  that  boy.  Yes,  they  will  see  that,’’ 
as  the  first  blue  light  glittered  over  the  village.  “  Burn  another, 
Ranoba — a  large  one !  ”  he  called  from  the  window  to  the  men 
above  ;  “  we  may  even  see  them.  By  the  gods  !  yes.  Maun  Singh, 
there  they  are  :  the  three,  and  a  man  on  horsebaeje  muffled  up — a 
large  grey  home — who  can  it  be  ?  Get  hot  water  ready,  and  enough 
for  all  to  eat.  Bring  a  goat  to  kill  before  him.  Tell  thy  mother, 
O  daughter,  to  see  to  this  ;  tell  her  they  are  come.  How  many  short 
rupees  were  there,  Amrut  Rao  ?  ” 

“  My  lord,  it  was  as  I  said :  the  Brahmuns’  bellies  would  be 
empty  if  we  tnisted  to  short  rupees ;  all  we  could  find  were  nine 
doubtful  ones.” 

“  Then,  count  out  fifty  more — stay,  a  hundred :  will  that  feel 
them  ?  ” 

“  You  have  not  told  me  how  much  gold  there  was,  !Maharaj,” 
continued  the  Kaiicoon  pertinaciously,  not  noticing  the  gift. 
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“  Now,  a  plague  on  thee  for  an  obstinate  fool,  Amrut  Rao,”  re¬ 
plied  the  chief,  laughing ;  “  did  I  not  tell  thee  not  to  speak  about 
it  ?  ” 

“  The  total  of  the  silver  is  twenty-seven  thousand  two  hundred 
and  ninety-three  rupees,”  returned  the  Karkoon ;  “  and  the  gold 
must  be  added  to  complete  the  account  before  we  retire.” 

“  Well,  then,  there  were  five  bags,  and  fifty  Akburi  mohurs  in 
each  :  will  that  content  you  ?  or  must  you  see  them  ?  ” 

“  Why  couldn’t  you  tell  me  this  at  first  ?  ’’  continued  Amrut  Bao, 
writing  in  the  account,  which  he  spread  on  his  left  hand ;  “  there, 
at  twenty  rupees  each,  another  five  thousand,  that  makes  thirty-two 
thousand  two  hundi’ed  and  ninety-three  rupees.  My  lord  ordered 
fifty  rupees  for  the  dole  to-morrow ;  it  might  as  well  be  the  odd 
ninety-three.” 

“  Ay,  take  that,  and  the  two  hundred  over  to  boot,  good  fellow, 
if  thou  wilt.  Here,  some  of  you,  stop  him,  stop  my  son,  and  kill 
a  goat  before  him  at  the  gate ;  see  that  lights  are  waved  over  him, 
and  the  evil  eye  is  taken  oft  him.  Quick !  there  are  the  torches 
flashing  in  the  bazar.” 

“  I  have  deducted  the  sum,  Maharaj,”  said  the  Karkoon  de¬ 
liberately  ;  “  now  look  at  the  total,  and  put  your  seal  to  it.  Thirty- 
two  thou - ” 

“By  Krishna!  thou  wouldst  leave  me  no  peace,  Amrut  Rao,” 
replied  the  chief ;  “  here  is  the  seal ;  seal  the  memorandum,  and 
begone.  Yet  stay ;  thou  art  a  good  fellow  after  all ;  so  take  a 
handsome  dooisatta,  or  a  pair  of  dhotees,  out  of  that  coin  for  thyself.” 

“Not  out  of  the  Brahmuns’  bellies,”  retorted  the  Karkoon; 
“  thank  you.  I  shall  have  plenty  of  gifts  by-and-by.  Here  is  your 
seal.” 

The  chief  might  have  answered  angrily,  had  his  attention  not 
been  diverted  at  the  moment.  “Ah,  here  they  are,”  he  cried, 
looking  from  the  window  ;  “  they  have  brought  the  man’s  horse  up 
to  the  steps,  and  are  taking  him 'off — bound,  too  I  Ai  Purmeshwar  I 
but  there  must  be  much  to  hear.  Why  do  they  delay  ?  ” 

In  truth  they  had  not  delayed ;  for  several  torch-bearers,  stationed 
at  the  gate,  hearing  the  shots  on  the  hill,  had  run  forward  in  the 
direction  of  the  pass,  while  the  retainers  and  others  from  the 
bazar,  crowded  up  to  bid  the  young  man  welcome ;  for  the  anxiety 
in  the  castle  Lad  spread  over  the  village.  So  Gopal  Singh  and 
his  party  entered  the  gates  among  many  eager  faces,  lighted  up 
by  torches  tossing  above  them,  and  were  welcomed  by  noisy  shouts 
as  the  men  clustered  round  them.  Then  a  bevy  of  village  women 
awaited  them,  some  bearing  brass  dishes  filled  with  mustard-seed, 
and  small  lighted  lamps,  which  were  waved  over  him  ;  others  with 
jars  of  water,  which  were  poured  out  before  him ;  and,  as  others 
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joined  them,  there  was  quite  a  procession  np  to  the  end  of  the 
second  traverse. 

Farther  on,  at  the  gate  of  the  castle,  stood  a  body  of  tho  house¬ 
hold  servants  and  retainers,  one  having  a  naked  sword,  and  a  goat 
before  him  bleating  loudly.  As  Gopal  Singh  advanced,  the  sword 
flashed  in  the  air,  and  the  headless  carcase  struggled  convulsively 
as  the  blood  spouted  over  the  sill  and  step,  and  trickled  down 
towards  the  Lalla,  who,  lifted  from  his  horse,  shuddered  as  he  was 
set  down  among  it. 

Again  the  ceremony  of  having  lights  waved  over  him  by  some  of 
'ihe  women-servants  was  repeated ;  and  Gopal  Singh,  bidding 
iiukshmun  and  the  others  search  the  Lalla  carefully  and  keep  what 
was  found,  ascended  to  the  court,  and  was  met  in  a  warm  embrace 
by  his  uncle,  and  led  to  tho  window,  where,  being  seated,  all  present, 
including  Maun  Singh,  advanced  to  salute  him  in  turn. 

“  What  did  I  say,  brother  ?  ”  cried  Maun  Singh  joyfully.  “  I 
knew  he  would  not  disappoint  us.  Yet  thou  shouldst  not  have  gone 
alone,  Gopal.” 

“Nay,  but  I  had  the  hunchbacks  with  me,  and  more  would  have 
spoiled  my  small  hunt,  which,  if  not  so  grand  as  thine,  uncle,  may 
yet  be  important,”  replied  the  young  man. 

“  Ah,  the  boy,  the  boy  !  ”  exclaimed  the  chief,  stroking  the  young 
man’s  face,  and  kissing  the  tips  of  his  own  fingers ;  “  have  I  not 
brought  him  up  since  he  was  the  height  of  my  Inee  ?  And  I 
thought  him  lost — Ai  Bhugwan,  Bhugwan  !  Ai  Purmeshwar  !  He 
is  safe  and  well — safe  and  well,  0  Srt~Mata !  My  heart  swells. 
What  did  I  say  for  the  Brahmuns  ?  Never  mind  now.  Go,  bathe 
and  eat,  my  son,  and  we  will  see  to  everything  afterwards.” 

“  Not  before  that  matter  is  settled,  father — that  is,  about  the  man 
I  brought  with  me.” 

“  Yes,  I  had  forgotten — certainly.  Light  the  large  lamps,”  cried 
the  chief  to  the  attendants  at  the  lower  end  of  the  room ;  “  let  u-s 
see  what  manner  of  man  he  is.  WTio  is  he,  Gopal  ?  ” 

“  That  we  have  to  find  out,  father.  They  thought  him  a  spy  of 
the  Emperor’s,  and  ho  came  from  Aurungabad,  by  Bheer,  to  Kul- 
lianee,  to  the  Gosai’s.  He  changed  some  bills  for  gold,  and  he  has 
got  it.  I  ofEered  escort,  but  was  refused  ;  so  I  went  from  Muntalla 
to  the  Burr  tree  at  Kinny,  for  we  heard  he  was  going  to  sleep  in  the 
Mutt  at  Surroori.  They  were  sending  him  on  privately,  father.” 

“  Shabash  !  well  done,  son.  A  spy  ?  Well,  if  we  are  true  to  the 
King’s  salt,  he  goes  no  farther ;  and  he  was  being  sent  privately ! 
Ah,  the  old  foxes !  Here  he  is — what  a  sight !  ”  cried  the  chief, 
breaking  into  uncontrollable  laughter.  “Who  art  thou?  What 
have  they  done  to  thee  ?  Speak.” 

In  truth  the  poor  Lalla  was  a  show.  The  order  to  search  him  had 
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been  litei’ally  complied  ii^'tb,  and  while  two  stout  fellows  held  his 
ai’ms  wide  apart,  he  Avaii  ioiess  to  struggle.  Rama  and  Luksh- 
mun,  Avho  AA'ould  allow  no  one  lo  toueh  him,  had  dived  into  every 
pocket,  and  felt  every  possible  place  of  concealment,  even  to  the 
Lalla’s  hair,  Avhich  was  loosened  and  hung  about  his  shoulders.  His 
turban  had  been  removed  and  shaken  out,  while  one  end  was  now 
fastened  to  his  right  arm.  The  bag  of  gold,  tied  round  his  waist, 
his  bundle  of  precious  papers,  his  sword,  dagger,  and  waist-shawl, 
had  all  been  taken  from  him  and  made  into  a  bundle,  and  the  articles 
Avere  deliberately  counted  by  the  hunchback  as  they  were  deposited, 
one  by  one,  in  the  centre  of  the  shaAvl  spread  out  for  the  purpose. 
It  Avas  quite  in  vain  that  the  Lalla  entreated,  besought,  struggled,  or 
resisted  by  turns ;  the  place,  the  rough  men  around  him,  all  forbade 
hope  of  pity,  and  he  submitted.  Finally,  Lukshmun  dragging  him 
by  the  end  of  his  turbem,  Rama  pushing  him  behind,  and  several  of 
the  others  assisting,  the  Lalla  was  brought  into  the  presence  of  the 
chief,  Avhere  he  sank  down,  stupidly  staring  about  him. 

Where  were  all  the  fine  speeches  he  had  contrived,  which  should 
have  carried  the  chief’s  heart  at  once  ?  ,  All  the  couplets,  too,  from 
the  Bostan  that  he  was  to  have  quoted  ? — All  gone.  His  head  was 
bare,  his  clothes  untied  and  hanging  loosely  about  him ;  his  boots 
removed :  and  his  appearance  of  utter  helplessness,  and  the  hope¬ 
less,  piteous  expression  of  despair  in  his  face,  might  have  excited 
compassion  in  any  but  the  hardened  men  by  whom  he  was  sur¬ 
rounded  and  confronted. 

“  Who  art  thou,  knave  ?  Speak,”  cried  the  chief,  sternly,  again 
raising  his  A'oice  and  checking  his  laughter.  “  Who  art  thou  ?  ” 

“  There  noAv,  make  a  salaam  to  the  ‘  Lion  of  the  Jungle  ’  ”  (as  the 
chief  Avas  called  among  his  people),  said  Lukshmun,  raising  the 
right  baud  of  the  Lalla  to  his  head,  Avhich  dropped  helplessly. 
“  Ah,  I  see  he  is  ashamed,  poor  man,  of  his  naked  head.  There, 
Lallajee,”  and  he  Avound  the  turban  round  his  head  hastily,  giving 
it  a  ludicrous  cock  to  one  side,  increasing,  if  possible,  the  grotesque 
expression  of  the  features — “  there  now,  get  up  and  make  your  Tus- 
leemat,  else  my  lord  may  be  angry  ;  and  he  is  not  exactly  safe  when 
ho  is,”  he  added  in  a  whisper.  “  Get  up,  and  don’t  be  afraid.” 

But  the  Lalla’s  terror  A\'as  too  great,  his  mouth  too  diy  to  speak. 
“  Aman,  aman  ! — Mercy,  mercy  !  ”  Avas  all  he  could  gasp. 

“  M  ho  art  thou,  knave  ?  ”  cried  Pahar  Singh  again.  “  Whence 
art  thou  come  ?  Give  a  good  account  of  thyself.  Let  go  of  him, 
rascals !  ”  he  continued  to  the  men  who  held  him ;  “  begone  all  of 
ye.” 

“  Maharaj,”  cried  Lukshmun  beseechingly  to  the  chief,  “  here  arc 
the  Lalla’s  things ;  who  Avill  take  them  ?  Look,  Rao  Sahib,”  he 
continued,  to  Amrut  Rao,  “  here  they  are  :  count  them.  I  have 
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done  with  them — for  the  Lion  is  getting  savage — let  me  go.  Be¬ 
ware,  0  Lalla!  take  my  advice,  and  teh  all  about  yourself,  else  I 
shall  have  to  kill  you  somehow.  You  don’t  knov/  the  Maharaj  as 
I  do.” 

This  advice,  and  the  diversion  effected  by  the  hunchback,  afforded 
the  Lalla  a  little  time  for  the  recovery  of  his  senses  ;  but  who  could 
have  recognized  the  bland,  accomplished  Toolsee  Das,  in  the  abject 
figure  before  them  ?  Hastily  pressing  the  turban  straight  upon  his 
brows,  tlie  Lalla  arose,  and,  as  well  as  he  could,  made  the  ordinary 
Tusleemat. 

“  Shabash  !  ”  cried  the  chief.  “Well  done,  that  was  never 
learned  in  the  jungle.  How  speak  truly,  and  at  once,  who  art 
thou  ?  ” 

“  Noble  sir,”  returned  the  Lalla,  “  I  claim  your  protection. 
There  has  been  a  mistake  about  my  treatment.  My  property  has 
been  taken,  and  I  have  been  misused - ” 

“  I  misuse  thee,  knave  ?  ”  cried  Pahar  Singh,  his  brow  darkening ; 
“  who  art  thou  to  bandy  words  with  Pahar  Singh  ?  I  have  never 
seen  thee  before.” 

“ Beware,  Lallajee,”  said  Gopal  Singh;  “did  I  not  warn  thee? 
Say  who  thou  art  at  once,  or  I  will  not  answer  for  thee.  Do  not 
eat  dirt.” 

“  Peace,  boy  !  ”  interrupted  the  chief  angrily ;  “  the  fellow  looks 
like  a  knave — a  thief — his  is  no  honest  face.  Speak  ;  or,  by  the 
gods,  there  will  be  scant  ceremony  with  thee  !  ” 

“  My  lord,  my  lord !  ”  cried  the  Lalla  piteously  ;  “  mercy,  1  am  no 
thief ;  I  am  a  poor  Khayet  of  Delhi,  travelling  to  Beejapoor,  on 
business  of  my  own — a  stranger — a  poor  stranger.” 

“  What  business,  Lalla  ?” 

“  My  lord,  we  are  merchants,  and  have  dealings  with  people  there 
for  clothes  and  jewels.  There  is  a  dispute  about  the  accounts,  and 
I  have  come  to  settle  them,”  said  the  Lalla  glibly  enough.  It  was 
one  of  the  stories  he  had  made  up  by  the  way. 

“  Who  are  the  merchants?  ”  asked  the  chief. 

“  The  Gosais  of  the  Mutt  at  Kullianee,  where  I  was  yesterday ; 
they  sent  me  on,”  replied  the  Lalla. 

“  0,  hear,!  ”  cried  Gopal  Singh  ;  “they  knew  nothing  about  thee, 
except  that  thou  hadst  a  bill  on  them  for  a  thousand  rupees,  and 
the  money  was  given  thee  in  gold.  Is  not  this  true  ?  Did  I  not  hear 
it  myself  ?  ” 

“  Thou  art  no  merchant,  dog,”  exclaimed  Pahar  Singh.  “  Did 
ever  merchant  make  an  obeisance  like  that  ?  Ah,  we  are  true  testers 
of  gold  here ;  the  true  and  the  false  are  soon  found  out.  Who  art 
thou  ?  speak  truly,  and  fear  not.” 

“  By  the  shrine  at  Muttra,  by  the  Holy  Mother,  I  am  what  I  say, 


s\} 


TALI  A  : 


a  poor  Khayet,  a  Mutsuddee  only.  0  noble  sirs,”  continued  the 
Lalla,  “  give  me  my  property,  and  let  me  go.  I  will  seek  shelter  in 
the  bazar :  let  me  go,  for  the  love  of  your  children.” 

“  I  beg  to  petition,”  interposed  Lukslimun,  joining  his  hands, 
“  that,  as  I  brought  him,  my  share  of  the  gold  be  given  me  before 
ho  goes.  I  took  care  of  him  on  the  road — did  I  not,  master  ?  ” 

“  Silence !  ”  roared  the  chief ;  “  any  one  who  speaks  shall  be 
flogged.  Who  art  thou,  O  liar  ?  Mutsuddee  thou  art,  but  whose  ? 
Thy  speech  betrays  thee — bcAvare  !  ” 

“  I  have  told  you,  noble  sir.  Thakoor  Das,  Preym  Das  is  the 
name  of  the  firm;  my  name  is  Toolsee  Das — Lalla  Toolsee  Das,  your 
slave  to  command.  Ask  at  Kullianee,  and  the  house  Avill  be  known 
there.  I — I— am  a  poor  man — a  stranger;  who  knows  me  ?  ”  said 
the  Lalla,  now  whimpering. 

“  A  fool,  a  liar  art  thou,  throwing  away  life,”  returned  Gopal 
Singh.  “  This  is  the  second  time  I  have  warned  thee.  We  knoAV 
thou  art  from  the  royal  camp,  and  a  spy  to  Beejapoor,  Speak, 
else - ” 

”  And  the  doom  of  a  spy  is  death ;  and  thou  art  a  liar  too,  and  a 
coward  to  boot.  Look  at  him  now,  Gopala,”  said  his  uncle,  inter¬ 
rupting  and  pointing  to  the  man  ;  “  look  at  his  coward  face.” 

The  Lalla  was  trembling  violently.  His  knees  shook,  and  his 
.teeth  chattered  audibly  as  he  shivered.  He  could  not  speak,  but 
looke'^  vacantly  from  one  to  another.  “  I  am  c-o-o-ld—  -c-o-o-o-ld,” 
he  said  faintly  ;  “  the  wet,  sirs,  and  the  long  travel,  itmiin,  amun  ! 
I  am  only  a  merchant,  let  me  go.” 

“  Thou  art  cold!  then  we  will  warm  thee,”  cried  the  chief  grimly. 
“  Yet,  speak,  0  Lalla,  ere  I  give  the  order.  We  would  not  hurt  thee 
Avithout  cause — otherAvise- ” 

“  Ai  Narayun  I  Ai  Ramch under !  believe  me,  I  am  no  spy.  I 
SAvear  by  God  I  am  no  spy,”  he  replied  earnestly. 

“  Bind  him  I  ”  cried  the  chief  furiously.  “  A  liar  and  a  spy. 
Make  torches  of  his  fingers  !  we  will  soon  hear  the  truth.” 


CHAPTER  XYI. 

Er^!  he  knew  what  to  do  or  say,  the  Lalla  was  a  second  time  bound 
Avith  his  OAvn  shaAvl ;  and  Lukslimun,  tearing  a  rag  into  strips,  and 
soaking  them  in  the  oil  of  the  lamp,  Avas  tying  them  coolly  upon  the 
ends  of  his  fingers,  one  by  one.  “I  told  you,  Lallajee,”  he  said, 
‘‘  we  are  rough  people  here,  and  you  should  be  careful.  When  I 
light  these  you  AA'ill  not  like  the  pain,  and  if  you  bear  that,  he  Avill 
do  something  Avoi-se.  When  he  says  ‘ch-ck,  ch-ck,’  you  knoAv - ” 
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“  Silence,  knave  !  thou  art  over-familiar,”  cried  Maun  Singh ; 
“  beware !  ” 

“  Nay,  but  if  I  can  save  him  from  the  torches,  uncle,”  returned 
the  hunchback,  with  a  grotesque  grin,  “  he  will  perhaps  be  grateful, 
and  give  his  wealth  to  me.” 

“  Is  it  ready  ?  ”  asked  the  chief. 

“  Quite  ready,  my  lord,”  answered  Lukshmun,  taking  one  of  the 
lighted  wicks  from  the  large  lamp  between  his  finger  and  thumb, 
“  For  your  life,  speak,  good  fellow,”  he  said  earnestly  and  under 
his  breath  to  the  Lalla,  “  and  save  yourself  this  torture.  One  word 
more  from  him,  and  I  dare  not  disobey ;  few  bear  it — speak !  ” 

“  0,  my  lord!  my  lord!  ”  shrieked  the  Lalla,  now  comprehending 
what  was  intended,  and  throwing  himself  prostrate  on  the  ground, 
“ do  not  burn  me  alive.  I  will  speak  the  truth.  Why  should  I  tell 
lies?” 

“  Very  well,”  returned  the  chief,  on  whose  lips  the  ominous  foam 
speckles  were  now  visible.  “  Very  well,  get  up  ;  it  is  thine  own 
business.  Thou  hast  not  heard  of  our  Dekhan  customs,  perhaps, 
else  I  had  not  wasted  words  on  thee.  Speak,  who  sent  thee  ? 
Alumgeer  ?  He  cannot  help  thee  now.” 

“  He  would  have  no  mercy  on  me  if  he  knew — if  he  had  me  in 
his  power,”  murmured  the  I^lla.  “  Loose  me,  my  lord,  I  am  faint, 
and  cannot  speak  ;  yet  I  will  speak  the  truth.  And  should  all 
these  hear  ?  My  lord  knows  best.  Loose  me,  and  have  these  rags 
taken  from  my  fingers.” 

“  When  thou  hast  told  the  truth,  Lalla ;  not  till  then,”  said  Pahar 
Singhf  slowjy.  “  Dost  thou  hear  ?  Away,  all  of  ye  !  ”  he  cried  to 
the  attendants,  who  had  crowded  round  the  Lalla.  “  Keep  the 
torch  alight.  Now,  Lalla,”  he  continued,  as  the  man  stood  alone 
below  the  dais,  “speak.  Once  more,  and  this  is  my  last  warning  ; 
if  I  hear  any  more  lies  I  will  end  that  coward  life  of  thine.” 

“  Beware  !  ”  added  Gopal  Singh,  “  I  would  not  be  as  thou  art  with 
that  lying  tongue  of  thine — ugh  !  no,  not  for  lakhs.  Bemember 
that  he,  my  uncle,  never  relents.” 

“  I  would  rather  speak  to  ye  alone,”  said  the  Lalla. 

“  We  three  are  as  one.  Yet  stay,”  added  the  chief.  “Go  thou, 
Amrut  Rao,  let  him  have  his  own  chance  for  life — but  remain 
without.” 

“  Do  any  of  ye  know  the  seal  of  the  Wuzeer  of  Beejapoor,”  said 
the  Lalla,  when  they  were  alone,  “  or  do  ye  know  the  writing  of 
Sivaji,  the  Mahratta  Rajah  ?  ”  He  spoke  with  gi’cat  difficulty,  for 
his  mouth  was  parched  and  clammy,  and  his  lips  white. 

“Nay,  but  Sivaji  cannot  write,  Lalla.  This  ’s  some  fool’s  story. 
Beware,  too,  how  thou  takest  the  name  of  my  lord  the  Wuzeer,” 
said  the  chief  sternly. 

If 
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“  My  lord,  my  lord,  with  death  before  me  and  one  chance  for  life, 
I  cannot  lie,”  returned  the  Lalla,  sadly  shaking  his  head.  “  My 
hands  are  tied  ;  but  if  one  of  you  will  open  that  bag,  there  will  be 
truth  enough  found  in  it  to  save  me.  There,  Jemadar,”  he  con¬ 
tinued,  as  Gopal  Singh  opened  the  bag,  “  in  the  side  pocket  are  two 
Persian  letters,  fastened  up  ;  look  at  them  first ;  look  at  the  seals. 
If  I  am  wrong  I  am  wrong — I  am  helpless,  do  as  ye  like  wdth  me ; 
I  am  helpless.” 

“  It  is  the  Wuzeer’s  seal,  his  private  seal,  uncle,”  said  Gopal 
Singh  excitedly.  “  Of  this  there  is  no  doubt ;  look  at  it  yourself.” 

“  Ai  Ram  !  Ai  Seeta  Ram  !  what  have  we  here  ?  It  is  the  seal 
truly,”  said  Pahar  Singh,  looking  at  the  impressions  on  both  letters, 
and  rocking  himself  to  and  fro. 

“  Do  any  of  ye  read  Persian  ?  ”  asked  the  Lalla  ;  “  if  so,  read  for 
yourselves.  I  need  not  speak ;  they  will  speak  for  me.” 

“ I  will  try,  uncle,”  said  Gopal  Singh  ;  “give  me  the  letters.  By 
Krishna,  father  !  ”  he  continued,  breaking  the  silence,  and  after  his 
eye  had  glanced  over  a  few  lines,  “  I  would  rather  go  into  the 
thickest  fight  than  read  treachery  like  this.  Narayun,  keep  us  !  ” 

“  Ay,  may  the  gods  be  merciful,  Gopala !  But  what  is  it  ? — 
what  is  it  ?  ”  said  the  chief  eagerly. 

“  He  would  sell  our  king-dom  of  Beejapoor  to  the  Padshah  of 
Delhi,  uncle - ” 

“  People  said  so — people  said  so,”  said  Pahar  Singh,  interrupting; 
“  but  I  did  not  believe  it.  What  more,  my  son  ?  ” 

“  Hay,  the  style  is  too  courtly  for  me  to  make  much  of  it,  but 
both  the  letters  are  to  the  same  effect.  Where  didst  thou  g^  these 
letters,  Lalla  ?  ” 

“  Noble  gentlemen,  if  ye  are  true  to  your  King’s  salt,”  exclaimed 
the  Lalla,  seeing  that  he  had  made  an  impression  on  his  hearers, 
“  then  I  deserve  naught  but  good  at  your  hands.  I  am  in  the  royal 
service  ;  I  saw  the  papers  ;  I  read  Tyhat  danger  threatened  Ali 
Adil  Shah ;  I  took  them  ;  I  escaped  from  the  camp  with  them,  to 
carry  them  to  him,  and  I  am  here.  O,  noble  sirs,  put  me  not  to 
loss  and  shame  !  ” 

On  the  next  few  words  hung  the  Lalla’s  life.  It  were  easy  to  kill 
him  and  secure  the  papers.  The  Wuzeer  had  sent  several  urgent 
messages  to  Pahar  Singh  lately.  He  had  a  matter  of  moment, 
attended  Avith  great  profit,  to  communicate.  Was  it  about  these 
letters  ?  The  Wuzeer  would  give  lakhs  for  them.  The  very 
threat  of  disclosure  to  the  King  would  extort  any  terms.  Again,  if 
he  denied  them — and  what  more  easy  than  to  counterfeit  his  seal, 
or  use  it  upon  forged  papers  ?  If  he  took  this  course,  they  would 
be  in  a  false  position  :  false  to  the  King  and  to  the  Wuzeer, — and 
the  King’s  threats  had  of  late  been  very  menacing.  So,  as  they 
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deliberated,  tbe  Lalla’s  life  bung  in  the  balance,  now  ascending, 
now  descending,  in  tbe  eager  consultation  which  the  three  men 
carried  on  in  Canarese.  The  Lalla  looked  from  one  to  another  in 
piteous  supplication,  not  daring  to  speak,  his  mouth  parched,  and 
trembling  in  every  limb  ;  for  he  felt  this  quick  discussion,  and  the 
increasingly  savage  glances  of  the  chief  towards  him,  to  be  for  \ife 
or  for  death. 

“  And  this  from  Sivaji  ?  ”  asked  Gopal  Singh,  at  length.  What 

of  it,  Lalla?”  ^ 

“  It  was  with  the  others,  and  there  are  some  more  of  older  date 
in  the  bag,”  he  replied,  “  and  of  the  Wuzeer’s  also.  Sivaji’s  letters 
had  to  be  translated  to  the  Emperor ;  I  had  to  copy  the  translations, 
and  thus  I  came  to  know  their  contents.  Noble  sirs,  I  am  telling 
no  lies  \  look  at  the  seal.  They  said  in  the  Dufter  it  was  Sivaji 
Bhdslay’s.  I  do  not  know  it  myself.”  ^  „  .j  . 

Keep  the  others  close,  and  show  this  to  Amrut  Rao,  said  the 
chief.  ‘‘Here,”  he  continued,  as  the  Karkoon,  being  called,  ad¬ 
vanced,  “look  at  this  ;  what  dost  thou  make  of  it  ?  ” 

The  Karkoon  looked  at  the  seal  and  started.  “  May  I  open  it? 
he  said. 

“  Yes,  read  it  to  us,”  said  the  chief. 

He  read  it  over  slowly  twice. 

“  Well,  what  is  it  ?  ”  asked  his  master. 

“  What  Moro  Trimmul  wrote  from  Tooljapour— what  they^sked 
you,  my  lord,  to  join  in ;  and  here  is  your  name  with  five  thousand 
men  in  figures  after  it,  and  the  W^uzeer  s  with  a  lakh. 

“  Is  it  genuine,  think  you  ?  that  is  what  we  want  to  know,”  said 

Gopal  Singh.  _  . 

“  Certainly,”  replied  the  Karkoon  ;  “there  is  the  private  mark 
on  the  seal,  and  the  signature  ‘  He  Venunti  ‘  this  supplication 
is  all  the  Maharaj  can  write.  No  one  could  forge  that,  it  is  too 
crooked.  How  did  that  man  get  it  ?  ” 

“  He  stole  it,  Amrut  Rao,”  said  the  chief  ;  “  and  we  are  discussing 
whether  he  ought  to  live  or  to  die.  What  dost  thou  think  ?  ” 

“  As  a  traitor  to  the  salt  he  has  eaten,  he  ought  to  die,  master, 
said  the  Karkoon,  looking  at  the  Lalla,  who  felt  that  his  fate  was  in 

the  Brahmun’s  hands, — “  but - ” 

“  That  is  just  what  I  said  !  he  is  not  tit  to  live,”  interrupted  the 

chief.  “  Let  him  die.  Ho  !  ” 

“  But  ” — continued  the  Karkoon  in  Canarese,  persistently  inter¬ 
rupting  the  chief,  and  waving  back  Lukshmun,  Rama,  and  others, 
who  were  advancing — “  if  I  may  speak.  He  says  he  wants  to  take 
them  to  Beejapoor.  Let  him  have  his  own  way.  A  bargain  may 
Ije  made  with  Ali  Add  Shah  through  his  secretary  the  Meerza — not 
by  him  ”  (and  he  pointed  to  the  Lalla),  “  but  by  us.  The  letters  will 
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not  alter  the  matter  one  jot,  and  my  lord  can  act  as  he  pleases 
afterwards.  We  can  send  people  with  the  Lalla.” 

“  Excellently  spoken,  Amrut  Rao ;  ye  have  all  better  brains  than 
I  have.  Then  the  papers  are  valuable  ?  ”  said  Pahar  Singh. 

“  Yes,  my  lord,  if  properly  vouched  for ;  and  the  man  who  stole 
them  can  give  a  better  account  of  them  than  we  can.  The  King 
might  give  any  money — a  lakh  of  rupees — for  them.  He  already 
more  than  suspects  the  Wuzeer  and  Sivaji  Bhoslay  of  being  in  league 
with  the  Emperor,  and  would  rejoice  to  get  such  proofs  of  their 
treachery.” 

“Hark  ye,  Lalla,”  cried  the  chief,  changing  the  language  to 
Oordoo,  wUch  he  spoke  well,  “  what  didst  thou  expect  to  get  for 
these  papers  ?  What  is  the  price  of  them  ?  ” 

“  My  lord,”  he  replied,  simpering  and  putting  up  his  joined  hands, 
“  they  may  be  worth  lakhs — so  the  Gosais  at  KuUianee  told  me — 
anything  I  liked  to  ask.  They  will  negotiate  the  matter  with  the 
secretary  and  the  King  for  me ;  and  if  my  lord  would  only  con¬ 
descend  to  assist,  I — I — would  g^ve — yes,  he  might  be  sure  of  a  share.” 

“  I  of  a  share ! — of  a  bribe  I  Art  feeding  me  with  a  bribe  ? 
0  base  dog,  and  son  of  a  dog !  Pig !  I  a  share  ?  O  Lalla,  thou  art 
surely  mad,  and  fated  to  eat  dirt.  Enough  of  this  !  Ho,  without  I 
— Lukshmun  ! — hunchbacks ! — away  with  him ;  give  him  the  hand¬ 
kerchief  in  the  outer  court.  Quick  !  ”  roared  Pahar  Singh,  relapsing 
into  fury. 

“  Uncle !  father !  not  now,”  cried  Gopal  Singh,  entreatingly,  and 
touching  his  feet ;  then  rising  and  stepping  forward  with  joined 
hands,  “calm  thyself.  Not  to-day,  when  I  am  safe;  not  to-day, 
when  I  promised  him  life  I  Give  his  life  to  me  for  this  day  j  after 
that,  as  thou  wilt.” 

“It  is  valuable,  my  lord,”  added  Amrut  Rao.  “These  papers 
cannot  tell  their  own  story.  Where  could  we  say  we  got  them  ? 
He  must  go  with  them  to  authenticate  them.  Gopal  Singh  and  I 
can  go  to  the  city  with  him,  and,  after  all,  he  deserves  well  of  Ali  Adil 
Shah,  though  he  has  been  a  traitor  to  his  own  King.  Give  him  to 
ns,  my  lord ;  we  may  get  good  out  of  him.” 

“No,”  said  the  chief,  after  a  moment’s  pause,  “no,  Rao  Sahib,  I 
will  go  myself.  I  will  see  the  end  of  this  matter.  Thou  shalt  come 
with  me,  Maun  Singh ;  and  we  can  work  through  thy  brother, 
Amrut  Rao.  A  lakh,  saidst  thou,  O  Lalla?  Well,  I  will  give  thee 
a  share  if  thou  art  true.  And  now  I  give  thy  life  to  thee — buksheesh  ! 
— a  free  gift — a  new  life,  0  Lalla.  See  that  thou  make  good  use  of 
it,  for  what  I  give  I  can  recall.  Go :  they  will  see  to  thy  food  and 
comfort,  and  thou  wilt  eat  in  a  Rajpoot’s  house  of  the  race  of  the  Sun.” 

The  Lalla  would  have  said  something  about  his  gold  and  his 
horse  j  the  words  were  in  his  mouth,  and  it  was  well,  perhaps,  he 
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could  not  speak.  The  revulsion  was  too  great  for  him,  from  life  to 
apparently  imminent  death,  and  again  from  death  to  life.  Weary 
with  travel  and  faint  with  hunger,  he  had  sunk  down  insensible,  and 
they  carried  him  away  into  the  court. 

“  The  Eling  has  been  seeking  my  life,  friends,  for  some  time  past,” 
said  the  chief  musingly.  “  Perhaps  it  would  be  well  to  use  these 

papers — that  is -  Yes,”  he  continued,  “  I  have  eaten  his  salt — I 

and  my  father — and  we  eat  it  now.  My  heart  revolts  at  this  treachery, 
and  we  can  be  faithful  with  many  another.  Let  us  rouse  the  boy. 
There  should  be  good  stufE  in  Mahmood  Adil  Shah’s  son,  and  I  will 
try  it.  As  for  the  W uzeer,  I  know  what  he  would  have  me  do,  but 
I  will  not,  say  it,  else  should  we  have  been  left  quiet  so  long,  and  the 
army  so  near  us  ?  Stay  ye  here,  Gopal  and  Amrut  Kao.  If  he  send 
for  me,  go  to  him  at  Nuldroog ;  ’tis  but  a  ride.  Go  and  take  his 
money,  then  come  to  me  at  the  city.  I  shall  be  in  the  old  place ;  and 
bring  the  hunchbacks  with  you,  there  may  be  work  for  them.” 

The  Lalla  recovered  as  they  carried  him  gently  into  the  open  air, 
and  bathed  his  face  with  water. 

“  Ah !  ”  said  Lukshmun,  who  was  the  most  active  of  his  attend¬ 
ants,  and  was  unbinding  the  shawl,  “  see  what  care  I  take  of  thee, 
0  Lalla ;  better  your  fingers  are  sound  than  roasted ;  better  your  neck 
straight  than  twisted ;  better  have  to  eat  good  food  here — it  is  so 
good — than  have  thy  mouth  filled  with  mud  and  water  in  the  river 
yonder - ” 

“  My  gold,  my  gold  I  ”  gasped  the  Lalla,  interrupting  him,  “  who 
has  got  it  ?  at  least  get  tliat  for  me.” 

“He  has  got  it,”  replied  the  hunchback,  pointing  with  his  thumb 
backwards.  “Better  he,  than  I  or  iny  brother;  we  should  only 
spend  it — he  won’t.  Thy  star  is  bright  to-night,  Lallajee.  When 
thou  art  set  free  do  not  forget  us,  that’s  all.  Come.” 

They  conducted  him  to  a  small  chamber  within,  where  two  dc- 
cently-clad  women  awaited  them — slaves  or  servants — and  informed 
the  Lalla  that  a  bath  had  been  prepared  for  him,  and  food  would  be 
served  to  him  in  the  eating-room. 

We  are  assured,  therefore,  that  the  Lalla  was  left  in  good  hands. 
There  was  perhaps  a  shade  too  much  garlic  in  the  cookery,  he 
thought;  but  he  w'as  not  particular,  and  appetite  returned  with 
absence  of  fear.  When  he  had  finished,  he  was  summoned  to  the 
chief,  and  it  was  not  without  apprehension  that  he  went ;  but  he  was 
now  received  kindly,  though  with  a  rough  sort  of  civility,  and 
motioned  to  sit  near  Gopal  Singh.  So  assured,  the  Lalla’s  habitual 
confidence  soon  returned,  and  he  took  his  part,  with  much  ability, 
in  the  discussion  that  followed,  in  which  his  information  in  regard 
to  the  Emperor’s  designs  was  most  valuable. 

How  the  consultation  ended  will  hereafter  appear  in  another 
locality,  to  which  we  must  now  transport  our  readers. 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 

The  Azan,  or  evening  call  to  prayers,  had  just  ceased  throughout 
Beejapoor.  From  mosque  to  mosque,  and  minaret  to  minaret,  the 
sonorous  and  musical  voices  of  the  Muezzins  had  proclaimed  the 
evening  invitation  to  worship.  It  was  still  light,  though  the  vivid 
hues  of  sunset  were  fading  fast,  and  the  warm  red  and  orange  tints, 
which  had  rested  upon  the  minarets,  domes,  and  gilded  pinnacles  of 
the  palaces,  mosques,  and  mausoleums  of  the  superb  city,  were  giving 
place  to  a  sober  grey.  Here  and  there  a  star  already  twinkled  in  the 
heavens,  and  a  few  rosy  clouds,  on  which  the  sun’s  rays  rested 
lingeringly,  floated  away  eastwards  before  a  gentle  breeze,  that 
rustled  among  the  tall .  palm  trees.  For  a  time  the  busy  hum  of  the 
populous  city  seemed  to  be  hushed,  and  the  stillness  and  seclusion  of 
the  spot  we  have  to  describe,  prompted  those  feelings  of  devotion 
which  the  time  required. 

It  was  one  of  those  small  yet  elegant  mosques,  which  are  found 
scattered  everywhere  about  the  ruins  that  now  exist,  surrounded  by 
enclosures  that  were  once  gardens,  in  which  broken  fountains  and 
dry  watercourses  now  only  suggest  visions  of  their  former  elegance 
and  comfort,  and  where  low  brushwood  and  tangled  grass  have  dis¬ 
placed  the  fragrant  flowers  and  useful  fruit  trees  of  former  days. 
Here  and'  there  a  Jessamine,  now  vrild,  trails  over  ruined  walls  and 
once  trim  garden  terraces,  or  a  long-lived  hardy  lime  tree  struggles 
for  exi.stence  in  the  unwatered  soil. 

At  the  period  of  our  tale,  however,  the  building  was  in  its  full 
freshness  and  beauty.  A  single  arch,  of  low  Saracenic  form,  led  into 
a  square  room  vaulted  by  delicate  groins,  leading  from  the  comers 
to  the  base  of  a  cupola  above.  The  floor  was  formed  of  chequers  of 
black  and  white  marble,  highly  polished ;  and  the  sides  of  the  room, 
deeply  indented  by  arched  niches,  were  finished  with  stucco,  which  . 
rivalled  the  marble  in  polish  and  purity  of  colour.  Around  the 
largest  niche,  at  the  end  opposite  to  the  entrance,  and  the  arch  in 
which  the  pulpit  stood,  were  borders  of  delicate  arabesque  foliage, 
into  which  texts  from  the  Koran,  in  coloured  enamel  letters,  were  skil¬ 
fully  and  elegantly  interwoven ;  while  above  the  pulpit  itself,  in  gold 
letters  on  a  black  ground,  was  the  Arabic  text,  “  La  Alla,  il  Alla, 
Mahomed  mssool  Alla ;  ”  “  There  is  no  God  but  one  God,  and  Maho¬ 
med  is  the  prophet  of  God.”  Two  plain  cotton  carpets,  striped 
red  and  white,  had  been  placed  before  the  pulpit,  to  be  used  by  those 
who  might  come  to  the  evening  prayer. 

Outside,  the  front  of  the  mosque  was  composed  of  the  dark- 
coloured  basalt  used  in  all  the  buildings  of  the  city,  beautifully 
finished  as  to  the  fitting  of  the  stones,  on  which  bold  cornices  and 
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I’osettes  had  been  executed  round  the  entrance  arch,  and  about  the 
projecting  portion  which  supported  the  small  minarets.  Imme¬ 
diately  above  the  archway,  broad  stone  eaves  crossed  the  face  of  the 
building,  resting  upon  deep  and  richly  carved  brackets  of  black  basalt, 
surmounted  by  a  bold  cornice,  over  which  were  fleurs-de-lis,  forming 
the  upper  ornament.  Under  the  projecting  eaves,  and  on  the  crest 
of  the  entrance  arch,  were  bright  flowers  in  coloured  enamel,  bor¬ 
dered  by  frames  of  delicate  white  stucco  work,  which  relieved  the 
rich  but  monotonous  tint  of  the  stone,  without  disturbing  the  chaste 
effect  of  the  whole.  Iii  the  centre  of  the  terrace,  before  the  mosque, 
■was  a  small  fountain,  for  the  purpose  of  ablution,  which  thi’cw  up  a 
tiny  thread  of  water  to  some  height  in  the  air,  descending  in  a  shower 
of  light  spray,  and  producing  a  faint,  plashing  sound,  very  grateful 
to  the  ear. 

Above  the  mosque,  and  mingling  with  its  slender  minarets  and 
thin  gilded  spires,  a  few  cocoa-nut  trees  waved  their  graceful  pendant 
leaves ;  and  with  them  the  heavy  foliage  of  the  fragi*ant  moulserry, 
and  the  broad  leaf  of  the  plantain,  with  its  tender  yet  vivid  green, 
formed  an  harmonious  contrast.  Nearer  tiie  terrace  was  a  group  of 
orange  trees,  some  -w'eighed  down  by  clusters  of  golden  fruit,  others 
covered  with  blossom,  which,  with  the  tuberoses  around  the  fountain, 
and  the  evening  jessamine  now  opening,  gave  forth  to  tlie  cool  even¬ 
ing  air  a  fragrance  almost  overpowering.  By  day,  the  sun  hardly 
ever  reached  the  mosque,  and  it  always  appeared  invitingly  cool  and 
quiet ;  but  at  this  evening  hour,  shadow  was  rapidly  deepening  into 
gloom,  adding  a  solemn  effect  which  enhanced  the  beauty  of  this  se¬ 
cluded  spot. 

Two  persons  stood  by  the  fountain.  They  had  just  performed  their 
ablutions,  as  the  last  quivering  chant  of  the  Muezzin,  “  La  ilia,  il 
Ulla,”  issiring  from  the  tall  minaret  of  one  of  the  neighbouring 
mosques,  floated  to  them  on  the  soft  breeze :  yet  they  a})peared  to 
hesitate  ere  they  entered  the  mosque  for  the  evening  prayer.  One 
of  them  v:as  an  elderly  woman,  clad  as  befitted  the  position  of  the 
favourite  nu'rse  and  confidential  female  servant  of  a  Avcalthy  house, 
in  a  blue  cotton  petticoat  of  thick  but  fine  texture,  over  which,  and 
around  her  body  and  head,  was  a  white  muslin  scarf.  Her  features 
were  homely,  yet  good-natured,  and  she  evidently  regarded  her  com¬ 
panion, — who  merits  a  fuller  description,-— with  pride  mingled  with 
deep  affection. 

And,  in  truth,  there  were  few  fairer  maidens  in  Beejapoor,  even 
among  the  wealthy  and  high-born  nobles,  than  Zyna,  the  only 
daughter  of  Afzool  Khan.  Her  features  might  bo  called  irregular 
according  to  any  European  standard,  but  they  were  soft  and  "Inex- 
prcssibly  charming;  anl  in  her  largo  lustrous  eyes,  of  the  deepest 
browji,  there  lurked  a  world  of  deej)  feeling  which  iho 
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life  would  call  into  action.  About  her  rounded  chin  and  small  mouth, 
whose  full  and  bow-shaped  lips  had  somewhat  of  a  voluptuous  ex¬ 
pression,  there  played  a  thousand  charms,  which,  though  they  might 
not  disclose  themselves  or  be  observed  while  her  features  were  at 
rest,  yet,  as  her  first  timid  reserve  gave  place  to  the  excitement  of 
conversation  or  passing  incident,  exercised  a  strange  but  irresistible 
fascination  over  those  about  her. 

She  was  very  fair  for  her  country.  Her  mother’s  bright  Georgian 
complexion  was  but  little  deepened  in  her  daughter’s  richer  and 
browner  cast  of  colour ;  the  skin  appeared  to  possess  that  trans¬ 
parent  softness  which  gave  a  bewitching  charm  to  the  delicate  yet 
decided  features ;  and  her  cheeks  and  neck  flushed,  under  any  ex¬ 
citement,  with  a  warmth  which  told  of  her  southern  and  more 
excitable  temperament.  Whenever  she  spoke,  the  upper  lip  was 
raised  higher  than  usual,  disclosing  a  rosy  mouth,  with  teeth  which 
glistened  like  pearls,  even  and  small ;  and  from  the  absence  of  any 
ornament  in  the  nostril,  it  was  evident  that,  as  yet,  no  marriage  rite 
had  been  performed.  Her  age  might  be  fourteen,  or  even  less ;  but 
her  figure,  from  its  rounded  proportions  and  grace,  would  have  in¬ 
duced  a  presumption  that  she  was  older. 

Yet  it  would  have  been  only  a  passing  thought.  One  look  at  that 
innocent,  almost  childish  face — where,  though  full  of  bright  intelli¬ 
gence,  the  world  had  as  yet  fixed  no  stamp  of  care  to  check  the 
natural  joyousness  of  her  spirit — would  have  dispelled  it  instantly ; 
and  if  the  habitual  brightness  was  sometimes  dimmed,  it  was  but  as 
the  breath  upon  a  miiror — the  passing  shadow  of  some  gentle  disap¬ 
pointment,  which  enhanced  the  beauty  as  it  passed  away. 

There  was  no  mark  of  rank  or  wealth  about  her,  except  in  the 
solid  gold  anklets  of  heavy  chain  work  she  wore,  which  fitted  closely 
ovei’  her  high  bare  instep :  a  ring  of  gold  hanging  loosely  about  her 
neck,  and  a  rosary  of  large  pearls  usually  worn  there,  but  which  were 
now  passing  rapidly,  and  apparently  mechanically,  through  her 
fingers,  as  if  the  thoughts  that -urged  them  were  somewhat  agitated. 
There  was,  too,  a  slight  knitting  of  the  brow  while  she  idly,  and  per¬ 
haps  somewhat  impatiently,  dabbled  with  one  naked  foot  in  the 
water  which  was  welling  over  the  rim  of  the  fountain,  sending  circles 
of  small  wavelets  over  its  otherwise  unruffled  surface,  as  she  looked 
eagerly  to  the  entrance-door  of  the  garden  as  if  in  expectation  of 
some  one.  As  she  stood  thus  upon  a  step,  her  foot  resting  upon  the 
mised  rim  of  the  fountain — the  vivid  scarlet  of  her  satin  petticoat, 
and  the  white  of  the  fine  muslin  scarf  which,  wound  about  her 
person,  and  passed  over  her  head — were  reflected  in  its  trembling 
waters ;  and,  with  the  mosque  and  dark  trees  behind  her,  and  the 
figure  of  the  old  nurse  sitting  on  the  step  at  her  feet,  a  picture  was 
formed  such  as  no  mar  could  have  looked  on  without  emotion,  and 
admiration  of  a  being  so  eminently  lovely. 
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“You  are  my  witness,  Goolab,”  she  said  at  length,  looking  dowii 
on  the  nurse,  “  that  he  said  he  would  come  to  evening  prayer,  and 
that  I  have  waited  thus  long.  The  time  is  passing  fast,  and  you 
know  this  is  the  second  night  he  has  disappointed  me.  0,  that  he 
may  not  be  careless  to  God’s  service  !  He  used  not  to  be  so.  But 
I  am  not  angry  with  him,  nurse,”  she  continued,  looking  down  to 
the  attendant ;  and  as  she  spoke,  every  titice  of  displeasure,  if  it  had 
ever  existed,  disappeared  at  once  before  her  habitual  good  humour 
and  sweet  smile;  “he  never  disappointed  me,  that  he  had  not  some 
very  good  reason  for  staying  away — and  yet - ” 

“  Nay,  my  soul,”  returned  the  woman,  “  the  Azan  is  but  just  said, 
and  there  is  yet  ample  time  for  prayer  ;  the  carpets  have  not  been 
half  spread  in  the  Jumma  Mosque  yet.  Why  should  you  be  im¬ 
patient  ?  But  listen,  was  I  not  right  ?  My  young  lord  comes,  so 
think  him  faithless  no  longer.” 

As  she  spoke  the  door  of  the  garden  court  opened,  and  with  a  cry 
of  joy  Zyna  sprang  to  meet  her  brother,  as  Avith  rapid  steps  he 
traversed  the  garden,  and  ascended  the  low  terrace  before  the 
mosque. 

Still  of  tender  age,  Fazil  Khan  was  already  a  remarkable  figure. 
The  down  of  youth  had  not  yet  hardened  upon  his  lip  and  chin ;  but 
his  tall  athletic  frame,  and  ereet  and  confident  carriage,  proved  him 
to  have  been  engaged  in  the  actions,  if  not  the  strife,  of  the  world. 
His  animated  features  strongly  resembled  his  sister’s,  but  with  a 
sterner  and  bolder  cast  of  expression,  while  his  colour  was  much 
darker.  A  large  grey  eye,  Avith  remarkably^Jong  lashes,  which  he 
had  from  his  mother,  increased  their  grave,  thoughtful,  yet  tender, 
and  perhaps  almost  mournful,  expression ;  the  same  sweet  smile  as 
Zyna’s  played  about  his  mouth  as  he  returned  her  joyous  Avelcome, 
Avhile  his  glistening  eye  and  excited  manner  proved  that  something 
unusual  had  occurred,  not  only  to  delay  him,  but  to  cause  an  emotion 
he  could  not  well  repress. 

“Ah,  thou  art  a  sad  truant,  Fazil,”  said  Zyna,  as,  after  their  first 
greeting,  he  laid  aside  his  SAvord  and  shield,  loosened  his  waist-band, 
and  prepared  to  perform  his  ablutions ;  “  armed,  too,  more  heavily 
than  usual,  while  thy  face  tells  me  thou  hast  met  with  some  recent 
adventure.  Thou  hast  not  been  in  danger  ....  Fazil,  my  brother!  ” 

“  Danger  1  ”  echoed  the  youth ;  “  if  to  walk  the  streets  of  Beeja- 
poor  amidst  contending  factions,  where  one  can  hardly  tell  a  friend 
from  an  enemy,  be  danger,  why  then,  dear  sister,  I  have  had  my 
share  even  now.  But,  trust  me,  there  is  no  real  danger  to  me.  Come 
then  to  pmyer,  for  the  Azan  is  said,  and  the  light  already  fails  us.” 

So  saying,  they  ascended  the  mosque  steps  together.  Their  car¬ 
pets  were  already  spread,  and  they  at  once  engaged  in  the  service  of 
the  evening,  well  known  to  the  youtli,  but  in  the  performance  of 
which,  his  sister  was  as  yet  only  his  gentle  and  docile  pupil. 
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It  would  seem  that  their  appearance,  as  they  descended  the  steps 
of  the  mosque  together  after  the  prayer  was  finished,  and  came  out 
again  upon  the  terrace  by  the  fountain,  had  more  than  ordinarily  at¬ 
tracted  the  nurse’s  attention,  for  she  advanced,  and  passing  her  hands 
rapidly  over  them  from  head  to  foot,  pressed  her  knuckles  agaifist 
her  temples  ;  and  as  they  cracked  loudly,  ejaculated  a  fervent  wish 
for  a  thousand  years’  life  and  prosperity  to  each.  Such  acts  are 
common  to  the  privileged  native  servants  of  India,  and  old  Goolab 
had  been  their  faithful  attendant  since  they  were  born,  and  had  care¬ 
fully  watched  their  growth.  Both  loved  her  warmly,  and  there  was 
nothiug  either  would  have  grudged,  to  soothe  the  declining  years  of 
their  old  favourite. 

“Enough,  enough,  Goolab,”  cried  Fazil,  as,  after  several  repeti¬ 
tions  of  the  ceremony  wo  have  just  mentioned,  she  stroked  his  chin 
with  her  fingers,  and  kissed  their  tips ;  “  what  evil  do  you  think  has 
come  to  me  that  you  take  it  on  yourself  ?  ” 

“  Alas,  I  know  not !  ”  said  the  nurse,  sighing ;  and  as  she  spoke 
her  eyes  filled  with  tears  ;  “  but  my  lord  said  there  had’been  danger, 
and  I  would  not  have  it  so.  And  what  evil  glances  may  not  have 
been  cast  on  my  beautiful  child  all  through  the  streets  to-day  ?  ” 
The  youth  made  a  slight  gesture  of  impatience,  but  it  was  lost  on 
the  fond  old  woman.  Checking  the  feeling  which  had  prompted  it, 
he  cried  cheerfully,  “  No,  no,  Goolab,  believe  me,  I  meant  no  more 
than  ordinary  danger ;  are  we  not  always  in  it  ?  And  who  can  tell 
the  hour  of  his  death  ?  ”  he  added  after  a  pause,  and  looking  rever¬ 
ently  upwards ;  “  or  whether  it  is  to  come  by  a  bullet  or  a  sword- 
cut,  long  wasting  fever  or  sudden  sickness ;  nay,  here  as  we  stand  ! 
When  the  message  comes  we  cannot  stay.” 

“Hush,  say  not  so,  brother,”  said  Zyna,  gently  laying  her  hand 
upon  his  mouth  ;  “  talk  not  so  of  death.” 

“Nay,  my  rose,  he  says  but  the' truth,”  added  Goolab  ;  “and  who 
knew  it  better,  than  the  pure  saint  your  mother,  who  sleeps  yonder  ? 
Well,  it  was  God’s  will,  and  who  shall  gainsay  it?  Meah  is  right, 
my  pet,  but  death  should  not  be  sent  to  the  like  of  you ;  only  to  the 

old  servant  who  is  ripe  for  the  harvest - ” 

“We  linger,”  said  Fazil  to  his  sister,  inteiTupting  her ;  “  and  the 
darkness  is  fast  spreading.  I  have  much  to  do  ere  midnight,  and  I 
must  go  to  prepare  for  it.  I  will  meet  thee  at  the  evening  meal  be¬ 
fore  I  start -  Yet  once  more  to  take  leave  of  thee,  0  mother  !  ” 

he  said  to  himself  ;  “  there  may  be  danger  to-night,  and  if  it  should 

be -  Come,  Zyna,”  he  resumed,  “  a  few  floTvers  for  the  tomb,  and 

I  must  go.  Get  a  light,  Goolab — the  lamp  may  as  well  be  lighted 
now.” 

“  I  had  pla6ed  them  before  you  came,  Fazil ;  but  come;  again  may 
she  look  down  on  her  children  together,”  said  his  sister. 
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So  saying,  slie  gathered  a  few  jessamine  and  monlserry  flowers 
and,  with  her  brother  following,  passed  to  the  end  of  the  garden 
court,  where,  among  some  others,  stood  a  high  tomb  of  polished 
black  stone,  with  a  pillar  at  the  back  in  which  was  a  niclie  for  lamps 
that  were  lighted  every  evening 

Reverently  and  tenderly  were  the  fresh  flowers  laid  at  the  head 
and  feet  of  the  tomb  by  both.  One  could  see  no  morbid  motive  in 
the  act,  and  there  were  no  tears  or  vain  regret.  Their  creed,  imbued 
as  it  is  witli  fatalism,  had  taught  them  submission,  and  the  olfcr- 
ing  up  of  flowers  every  evening  after  the  Azan,  as  the  lamps  w'crc 
lighted,  had  become- a  simple  duty,  never  committed  to  otliers.  If 
those  two  loving  and  simple  hearts  believed  that  their  mothor’.s  spirit 
was  thus  rejoiced,  it  will  account  to  us  for  that  constant  remembrance 
of  the  dead  which  is  so  affecting,  and  generally  so  sincere,  among  the 
Mahomedan  families  of  India 

“  Come,”  said  Fazil,/‘  we  must  not  delay ;  though  indeed,  0  sweet 
mother  !  I  could  stay  long  with  thee  to-night,”  he  added,  touching 
the  foot  of  the  grave  gently,  and  raising  his  hand  to  his  head.  “I 
kiss  thy  feet,  0  mother!  may  thy  blessing  rest  upon  me.  Be  not 
far  from  us,  O  beloved  !  Come,  Goolab,  give  me  the  lamp,  and  I  will 
place  it  myself  to-night.” 

‘  What  ails  the  boy  ?  ”  said  the  nurse  to  herself,  as  Fazil  advanced 
with  the  lamp,  lighted  the  other-s,  and  placed  it  in  the  niche  with  the 
customary  prayer.  “  What  ails  him  to-night  ?  Truly  there  is  danger, 

and  he  has  done  all  those  things  himself  that  he  may  meet  her - 

If  it  be  the  will  of  Alla,  who  can  gainsay  it?  but  not  so,  O  Protector!  ” 
she  muttered ;  “  not  so.  I  vow  Fatchas  at  the  mosque  next  Friday  if 
he  is  spared,”  she  said  inwardly,  weeping. 

Fazil’s  errand  was  done,  and*  as  he  turned  he  saw  the  old  nurse 
wiping  her  eyes.  “  Ah,  weeping,  Goolab  ?  ”  he  said.  “  No,  no,  that 
is  of  no  use  now.” 

“  No,  Meah,  truly  of  no  use,”  she  replied ;  “  but  memory  is  often 
too  much  for  me  when  I  think  upon  her.  Yet  I  will  not  weep— of 
what  use  would  it  be  ?  ” 

“  None,  old  nurse,  none;  come,  get  me  my  dinner,  for  I  have  much 
to  do  ere  midnight.” 

“  Will  our  father  join  us  ?  ”  asked  Zyna. 

“  I  think  not ;  I  left  him  engaged  with  affairs  of  imporiance  with 
the  King’s  secretary  in  the  Durbar,  and  he  did  not  speak  of  return. 

I  will  wait  a  little  for  him,  but  should  I  not  see  him,  thou  must  toll 
him,  Zyna,  that  I  am  gone  on  the  Kling’s  business.  But  hurry  the 
dinner;  I  go  only  to  give  a  few  orders,  and  I  will  be  with  thee 
presently.” 

So  saying  he  left  them,  and  quitted  the  garden  by  another  door 
which  led  to  the  outer  court,  where  the  guai’d-Louses  allotted  to  the 
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retainers  of  uis  father’s  house  were  situated,  Goolab  followed  to 
bar  the  door  after  him,  which  was  kept  closed  on  the  inside,  and, 
returning  to  Zyna,  said,  “  Did  he  tell  thee  what  he  was  going  to  do, 
my  life  ?  ” 

“  No,”  said  Zyna  sadly  ;  “  he  would  not  tell  me,  nurse,  and  I  dared 
not  ask  him.  He  said  he  would  explain  all  hy-and-by,  and  he  will. 
I  know  he  will,”  she  added,  clapping  her  hands ;  “he  always  trusts 
me.” 

“  I  only  hope  he  is  in  none  of  these  plots  that  they  say  are  going 
on,”  returned  the  nurse, 

“What  plots,  Goolab  ?”  asked  Zyna  with  appr'ehensiou. 

“  0,  I  know  not,”  replied  the  old  woman,  with  a  puzzled  air,  and 
passing  her  hand  across  her  eyes ;  “  only  people  in  the  bazar  say  so  ; 
and  the  Bangle  woman,  after  she  had  put  on  your  new  set  the  other 
day,  said  something  about  the  Mahrattas  and  Sivaji  Bhoslay.” 

“  O,  the  Kafirs!”  cried  Zyna,  laugliing  ;  “I*have  no  fear  for  them, 
if  that  is  all.  I  was  afraid  of  worse.  But  come,  or  we  shall  keep 
him  waiting.” 


CHAPTER  XVIIT. 

Entering  another  small  court,  in  which  there  was  a  stone  porch 
formed  of  pillars  connected  by  arches,  supporting  a  dome  in  the  shape 
of  half  an  octagon,  projecting  from  a  side-wall,  which  served  as  a 
private  place  of  audience — Fazil  passed  through  a  farther  door  into 
one  of  the  large  exterior  courts  of  the  mansion,  which  contained  an 
open  hall  composed  of  a  triple  row  of  pointed  arches  covering  a  large 
space.  Generally,  it  was  filled  with  the  better  classes  of  horse- 
soldiers  ;  Silladars,  or  cavaliers  who  rode  their  own  horses  and  sat 
there  when  not  on  duty ;  also  by  the  officers  and  men  of  the  young 
Khan’s  own  guard :  and  occasionally  was  used  by  his  father  when 
were  held  great  cerem6nies,  festivals,  or  rejoicings  in  the  house. 

On  the  three  other  sides  of  the  court  were  arches  or  cloisters, 
slightly  raised  from  the  ground,  in  which  lounged  or  slept  soldiers  of 
all  classes,  on  duty  or  otherwise,  genei’ally  collected  into  groups, 
playing  at  chess,  or  pacheese,  or  cards,  singing,  or  telling  stories. 
Just  then,  however,  most  were  idle;  for  the  lamp.s,  which  stood  in 
niches  in  the  centre  of  each  arch,  had  not  been  lighted.  The  large 
hall  was  nearly  empty ;  but  in  one  corner  a  group  of  Karkoons,  or 
clerks,  sat  with  a  large  brass  lamp  in  the  midst  of  them,  occupied 
with  accounts,  and  making  fair  copies  of  letters  to  be  despatched 
by  that  night’s  post. 

All  the  men  as.'cmbled  here  were  strictly  the  retainers  of  the  house; 
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for  the  guard  of  troops  belonging  to  the  King  had  another  post  in  a 
different  court,  and  were  comparatively  few  in  number.  Afzool 
Khan’s  household  force,  or  Paegah,  as  it  was  called,  was  supported 
out  of  royal  estates,  granted  or  assigned  for  the  purpose.  It  belonged 
strictly  to  the  royal  service,  but  the  men  looked  to  their  own  lord  for 
employment  and  maintenance,  followed  him  to  the  field,  and  were 
for  the  most  part  hereditary  retainers,  with  no  claim  upon,  or  expect¬ 
ation  from,  royal  favour.  Such  was  the  condition  and  constitution 
of  the  greater  portion  of  native  armies  at  the  period  of  our  tale,  and 
such  it  continues  to  be  in  native  states  where  troops  are  maintained. 

Fazil  Khan  was  the  idol  of  his‘  men,  both  Moslems  and  Hindus. 
His  martial  exercises  had  begun  early,  and  he  had  proved  an  apt 
scholar.  Any  of  the  men  who  particularly  excelled  in  the  use  of  a 
particular  weapon  had,  in  turn,  the  young  noble  for  his  pupil ;  and 
in  all  field  accomplishments  necessary  to  the  soldier  and  gentleman 
of  those  days,  the  young  Khan  was  well  skilled.  No  doubt  these, 
and  his  daily  systematic  exercises,  had  developed  a  frame  always 
strongly  knit ;  and  his  broad  deep  chest,  round  muscular  arms,  and 
thin  flanks,  amply  testified  strength  and  activity. 

On  horseback  with  the  Mahratta  spear  or  matchlock,  it  was  no 
hyperbole  to  say  that,  at  full  gallop,  he  could  pick  up  a  tent-peg 
driven  into  the  ground  with  the  former,  or  shatter  one  at  a  fair  dis¬ 
tance  with  a  bullet  from  the  other.  Such  martial  accomplishments 
never  fail  to  gain  the  respect  and  attachment  of  an  inferior  soldiery ; 
and  when  to  these  were  added  a  disposition  open  and  cheerful,  some¬ 
what  hasty  perhaps  at  times,  but  in  reality  generous  and  affectionate, 
— a  hearty  frank  manner,  which  few  could  resist,  and  a  countenance, 
not  strictly  handsome,  but  which  expressed  all  this  and  even  more, — 
it  will  not  be  thought  strange,  that  the  young  Khan  should  have  be¬ 
come  a  universal  favourite  with  his  retainers,  and  the  especial 
darling  and  idol  of  a  few. 

Chief,  perhaps,  among  the  latter,  was  Bulwunt  Rao  Bhdslay,  who 
held  rank  in  the  Paegah  as  Duffadar,  or  leader  of  a  small  “  duffa,”  or 
subdivision  of  men.  He  was  a  Mahratta  of  good,  nay,  originally 
noble  family — a  Silladar,  or  cavalier  who  maintained  not  only  his  own 
horse  but  five  others,  with  which,  mounted  by  dependants  of  his  own, 
he  had  originally  visited  the  capital  and  joined  the  service  of  Afzool 
Khan. 

Him,  had  the  young  Khan  selected  as  his  especial  instructor  in  the 
use  of  the  sword ;  for  at  the  annual  festivals  and  games  before  the 
King’s  palace,  Bulwunt  Rao’s  feats  of  slicing  betel-nut  on  the  ground, 
cutting  a  lime  in  two  on  the  palm  of  a  man’s  hand,  or  a  ripe  guava 
on  his  head,  were  unrivalled ;  and  their  yearly  repetition  was  looked 
for  by  the  people  with  great  interest,  and  always  rewarded  by  hearty 
acclamations. 
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Buhvunt  Bao  was  worthy  of  his  young  lord’s  confidence.  Daring 
and  resolute,  ho  had  already  led  Fazil  Khan  into  the  midst  of  some 
sharp  cavalry  affaire  with  the  Moghuls,  and  brought  him  forth  safe, 
while  he  himself  had  been  wounded  several  times  in  protecting  him 
from  sword-cuts.  Wily,  yet  full  of  energy,  if  there  were  any  neces¬ 
sity  for  action,  open  and  frank  in  his  manner,  he  had  early  won  his 
young  lord’s  affectionate  regard,  which  he  very  heartily  returned, 
while  he  rejoiced,  with  all  a  soldier’s  pride,  to  see  him  growing  up  as 
manly  and  true  of  heart  as  his  boyhood  had  promised. 

Fazil’s  arrival  among  those  assembled — so  suddenly,  and  at  an 
hour  when  he  usually  withdrew' to  the  zenana  and  his  studies — 
caused  no  little  excitement  among  the  men,  and  they  eagerly  crowded 
round  him  for  the  news  which  he  might  have  to  tell  them. 

“  What  tidings  hast  thou  for  us,  Meah  Sahib  ?  ”  cried  a  fine 
bearded  fellow  of  his  own  tribe  of  Pathans,  also  a  favourite.  “  May 
thy  prestige  increase  !  but  there  should  be  something  by  thy  look, — 
a  march  against  those  zenana  dogs  of  Moghuls,  or  a  fray  over  the 
border  against  Golconda.” 

“  A  hunt  of  Moghuls  !  ”  echoed  several.  “  What  better  sport, 
Meah  ?  There  are  some  pickings  of  Delhi  gold  to  be  got  in  their 
waist-bands  and  pockets.” 

“  And  what  has  my  lord  for  his  servants  to  perform  ?  ”  asked 
Culwunt  Rao,  now  advancing  with  his  usual  easy  yet  deferential 
manner.  “  Speak  but  the  word,  and  we  are  in  our  saddles  directly. 
Shall  I  order  the  Nagara  to  be  beaten,  and  cry  to  horse !  ” 

“Not so,  Bulwunt,”  said  the  young  man,  taking  him  aside ;  “  what 
I  have  to  say  is  for  your  ear  alone.  Come  into  the  private  court  and 
listen.” 

“  For  mo  alone,  Meah  ?  ”  returned  Bulwunt  Rao,  laughing. 
“  What  brawl  have  you  fallen  into  ?  whom  have  you  slain  to-day, 
sir  ?  ” 

“  Let  us  all  follow  if  ye  are  going  out,”  cried  several  others ; 
“don’t  leave  us  behind.” 

“  We  have  had  nothing  to  do  for  a  month,”  added  one. 

“  And  our  swords  have  lost  their  edges,  Meah,”  shouted  several. 

“  Peace,  all  of  ye,”  exclaimed  the  young  Khan  ;  “  let  no  one  follow 
us.  This  is  no  fighting  matter.  Am  I  wont  to  plunge  into  street 
brawls,  Bulwunt  Rao  ?  ” 

“We  were  none  of  us  with  you,  my  lord,  to-day,”  cried  several, 
“  and  it  is  not  safe  for  you  to  be  alone  in  the  streets  in  these  times.” 

“  I  had  others  of  the  King’s,  and  was  quite  safe,”  returned  Fazil ; 
“  but  come,  Bulwunt,  if  you  are  fit  to  listen  to  me  ;  I  only  fear  that 
ganja  pipe  of  yours  is  at  fault,  and  your  brain  is  hardly  clear.  If 
not,  I  had  as  well  hold  my  tongue ;  yet  I  had  rather  trust  yon,  old 
friend,”  he  continued  seriously,  “than  any  other.” 
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Fazil’s  altered  tone  and  manner  had  theii’  effect  upon  his  com¬ 
panion.  “Wait  for  a  moment,  Meah,”  he  said,  “I  will  join  you 
instantly and  so  saying,  he  ran  quickly  back  to  the  spot  where  he 
had  left  his  carpet,  seized  a  brass  vessel  of  cool  water,  poured  some 
into  his  hand  and  dashed  it  upon  his  face,  then  swallowed  several 
rapid  and  deep  gulps,  and'returned.  “  Now,  I  am  fit  to  listen  to  the 
words  of  the  holy  Krishna  himself  if  he  were  on  earth ;  therefore 
speak  on,  Meah  Sahib,  and  behold  your  servant  ready  to  think  for 
you,  or  to  fight  for  you,  as  you  please  !” 

“Ay,  there  is  some  soberness  about  you  now,  Bulwunt,”  said  the 
young  man;  “less  redness  about  the  eyes,  and  they  are  looking 
straight  out  of  your  head,  instead  of  rolling  about  in  it.  Now,  can 
I  trust  you  not  to  prate  of  this  matter  before  the  people  yonder,  or  over 
the  ganja  pipe - ” 

“  Nay,  Meah,  be  merciful,  and  pardon  me  for  once,”  said  Bulwunt, 
closing  his  hands  and  putting  them  up  to  his  forehead ;  “  the  ganja 
has  grown  on  me,  but  not  to  the  discredit  of  my  faithfulness,  Meah ; 
and  when  I  smoke  I  never  talk.  Now,  say  on,  I  will  be  silent  as 
death.” 

Fazil  proceeded  some  paces  thi’ough  the  court  wdthout  replying  to 
his  retainer,  and  tried  the  garden  door,  but  it  was  fastened  inside. 
“  We  must  be  content  here,”  he  said.  “  Go,  shut  the  door,  we  shall 
at  least  be  safe  from  interi’uption.” 

“  In  the  name  of  all  the  gods,  Meah,”  said  Bulwunt  Rao,  as  he  re¬ 
turned  and  sat  down  on  the  step  of  the  porch  beside  Fazil,  “  what 
hast  thou  to  say  to  me  ?  Why  all  this  need  of  caution  ?  Has  the 
Wuzeer  revolted,  or  what  ?  ’’ 

“Silence,”  returned  Fazil,  “hear  me.  In  one  word,  you  are  a 
Mabratta — is  Tannajee  Maloosray  known  to  you  ?  ” 

The  question  seemed  for  an  instant  to  stun  the  faculties  of  the 
hearer.  He  passed  his  hand  dreamily  across  his  forehead  and  eyes, 
and,  pausing,  seemed  to  gasp.  Fazil  thought  it  might  be  a  sudden 
dizziness — the  consequence  of  the  •  strong  narcotic  he  had  been 
smoking — and  was  about  to  ask  him,  when  Bulwunt  Rao  spoke. 

“  Tannajee  ^Maloosray  !  Meah  ?  Do  I  know  Maloosray  ?  Ay, 
truly,  Khan ;  as  the  wild  dog  and  the  wolf,  as  the  wild  boar  and  the 
tiger  know  each  other,  so  do  I  know  Tannajee  Maloosray.  The  de¬ 
stroyer  of  my  house,  the  usurper  of  my  possessions,  the  plunderer 
•of  my  ancestral  wealth.  Yes,  there  is  a  feud  between  us  which  can 
be  washed  out  only  by  blood.  Listen,  Meah,”  continued  Bulwunt 
Rao,  and  he  got  up  and  walked  rapidly  to  and  fro  :  “  hast  thou  time 
to  hear  a  short  story  about  Tannajee  ?  ” 

“Yes,  speak  on.  I  am  listening.” 

“  I  was  a  youth,”  continued  Bulwunt,  “younger  than  you  are  by 
several  years,  when  Maloosray  aimed  his  blow  at  my  family.  My 
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father  was  dead ;  had  he  lived,  Tannajee  dared  not  have  done  it. 
My  uncle,  Govind  Rao,  was  a  timid  man,  looking  only  to  the  farms 
and  to  money-making  while  he  lived.  At  last  he  died  also.  But  he 
left  another  brother,  Ramdeo,  whom  we  loved  much,  and  ho  took  care 
of  us  all.  My  younger  brother,  Seeta  Ram — why  speak  of  him,  Meah ? 
he  would  have  been  as  beautiful  as  thou  art — and  some  of  the  women 
and  myself,  all  lived  together  in  the  old  house.  They  came  at  mid¬ 
night,  Tannajee  and  a  band  of  his  Ma^vullees,  I  do  not  remember 
much,  Meah ;  but  look  here and  he  took  off  his  turban  and  showed 
a  deep  scar  on  his  shaved  head.  “  That  is  what  I  fell  from,  under  a 
blow  of  his  sword.  I  don’t  think,”  he  continued  dreamily,  “  that  I 
have  been  quite  right  in  my  brain  since,  but  it  does  not  matter. 

“Next  morning  there  were  seven  stark  corpses  in  the  house,  and 
gi’eat  pools  of  blood.  My  uncle,  my  grandmother,  two  servants — 
how  can  I  say  it  ? — yes,  my  mother  and  my  little  brother,  and  my 
mother’s  sister,  who  was  a  widow.  One  blow  of  a  sword  had  killed 
my  brother  and  my  mother.  He  was  in  her  arms,  and  had  clung  to 
hei’.  Enough;  who  could  have  done  this  but  Maloosray?  There 
is  not  a  sword  in  all  Maharastra  which  could  have  struck  such  a 
blow  as  that  was — but  Maloosray’s. 

“  When  I  recovered  consciousness  in  the  morning,  the  women  that 
remained,  and  some  servants,  were  wailing  over  the  dead,  but  they 
were  barely  alive  from  terror.  Neighbours  however  came  in,  and 
some  of  our  tenants  and  servants,  and  the  place  was  cleaned  up.  In 
the  evening  there  were  seven  piles  made  near  the  river  for  the  seven 
corpses,  and  they  were  burned.  My  wound  had  been  sewn  up  by 
the  barber,  and  I  was  carried  to  perform  the  last  ceremonies,  and  I 
then  swore  upon  their  ashes  to  revenge  them,  and  I  will  yet  do  it. 
Now,  by  thy  father’s  salt,  tell  me  what  thou  knowest  of  that  villain 
Maloosray,  and  how  his  name  comes  into  thy  mouth  ?  ” 

“And  was  nothing  done  for  justice,  Bulwunt?  Was  3ustice  dead 
in  that  country?”  asked  Eazil,  deeply  interested. 

“  Justice  !  ”  echoed  Bulwunt  Rao,  “  justice !  Ah,  Meah,  what  can 
the  poor  do  for  justice  ?  All  the  wealth  of  the  house  had  been  plundered. 
Maloosray  had  brought  a  hundred  of  his  brethren  in  that  Durdin, 
and  he  had  promised  them  the  plunder.  His  object  was  my  life,  but 
the  gods  spared  it,  and  I  came  here  to  serve  the  King,  till — till 
Tannajee  is  dead,  or  till  I  kill  him,  Meah !  That  is  the  only  justice  I 
want :  that,  and  the  land  he  took  from  me.  I  thought  to  tell  thee 
all  some  day,  and  now  I  have  said  it ;  but,  by  thy  soul,  tell  mo  how 
Maloosray’s  name  is  known  to  thee,  and  why  ?” 

“  Should  you  know  him  again,  Bulwunt,  if  you  saw  him?”  asked 
Fazil. 

“  Einow  him,  Meah — among  a  thousand — among  a  thousand.  It 
is  years  since  we  met;  but,  before  that  quanTl  with  my  father  about 
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the  land,  he  came  to  us  often,  for  he  was  my  mother’s  relative.  Ho 
hunted  large  game  on  our  hills,  when  I  went  with  him,  and  I  was  a 
great  favourite  of  his.  Most  of  the  sword-play  I  know,  he  taught 
me.  Know  him  ?  Yes.  That  night  I,  a  stripling,  crossed  swords 
with  him.  I  had  wounded  one  of  his  men,  and  he  heard  the  cry. 
He  had  been  seeking  for  me.  What  could  I  do,  Meah,  a  weak  boy, 
amonsT  a  crowd  of  screaming^  women  ?  Yet  I  crossed  swords  with 
him ;  and  there  are  few  alive  who  would  dare  to  do  so.  I’orget  him  r 
Ko,  I  should  know  him  among  a  thousand.  His  eyes,  Meah,  his 
eyes  !  Hast  thou  seen  them  ?  ” 

“  Nay,  I  have  not  seen  them  yet,  Bulwunt ;  but  I  think  I  know 
where  he  is  to  be  found,”  returned  Fazil. 

“  Here,  Meah  ?  in  Beejapoor  ?  Tannajee  Maloosray  in  the  city?” 

“  Yes,  here.  You  are  always  rambling  about  the  city  at  night,  and 
know  all  the  mudud  khanas ;  canst  thou  guide  me  to  one  Rama’s 
shop — Rama  of  Ashtee  ?  It  is  in  the  great  kullal’s  bazar,  and  near 
a  Hindu  temple.” 

“  I  know  it,  Meah ;  I  know  it  well.  Rama  sells  the  best  ganja  in 
Beejapoor.  Yes,  I  can  take  you  there,  but  not  in  those  clothes.” 

“  Not  now.  Let  the  night  wear  on  a  little ;  they  will  not  be  there 
till  just  before  midnight,”  replied  Fazil ;  “  and  we  have  to  watch  the 
temple,  too.  Is  there  one  near  Rama’s,  with  trees  about  it  ?  Some 
people  meet  there  first,  and  then  go  to  Rama’s.” 

“Yes,  Meah,  there  is  the  temple  of  Devi,  in  the  plain  beyond, 
among  the  tamarind  trees ;  a  lonely  place  it  is,  and  Byragees  put  up 
there.  Yes,  I  know  it.” 

“  Then  I  am  right,”  continued  Fazil,  “  for  I  saw  it  myself  to-day. 
Now,  as  Maloosray  is  desperate,  should  we  not  take  some  picked  men 
with  us  ?  lliere  is  Raheem  Khan,  and - ” 

“  Men  ? — to  take  Maloosray  ?  ”  cried  Bulwunt.  “  0  Meah,  you 
are  simple  to  think  it.  ^Maloosray  wiU  have  twenty,  aye  fifty,  spies 
out,  and  old  Rama  is  chief  of  them.  One  soldier  a  cpss  off,  and 
Tannajee  would  be  warned.  But  why  go,  Meah?”  he  continued, 
after  a  pause,  “  I  will  take  my  own  men  and  bring  him.  “  0,” 
cried  Bulwunt,  speaking  through  his  teeth  and  to  himself,  “  for  one 
good  chance  and  a  fair  field  with  him  now !  ” 

“  No,  Bulwunt,  I  must  go ;  it  is  the  King’s  business,”  returned 
Fazil ;  “  besides  Persian  may  be  spoken,  and  you  do  not  understand  it.” 

“Persian,  my  lord?  then  this  is  a  Moghul  affair  ?” 

“  I  cannot  say,  friend,”  returned  Fazil ;  “all  I  have  discovered  is, 
that  Maloosray  will  be  in  the  temple,  or  in  the  mudud  khana,  and  a 
‘  Lalla.’  There  is  no  good,  I  am  sure,  at  the  bottom  of  it,  and  wo 
must  find  out  what  it  is.  We  know  the  Moghul  emissaries  are  busy, 
and  it  is  important  to  check  their  plots.” 

“And  Sivaji  Bhoslay’s  also,  Meah,  they  bode  no  good;  for  niv 
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people  write  to  me  that  he  and  Tannajee  have  leagued  together, 
and - ;  in  short,  they  write  foolish  things,  sir.” 

“Bhoslay  ?  that  is  your  family  name,  Bulwunt,”  said  Fazil,  musing. 

“  Yes,”  he  replied,  “  and  we  are  of  the  same  house ;  but  he  is  rich 
and  I  am  poor.  And  now  people  tell  wonderful  things  of  him ;  how 
the  ilother — that  is,  Bhowani,  speaks  in  him  sometimes,  and  he 
prophesies  great  events.  One  thing  is  certain,  Meah,  Sivaji  Bhoslay 
is  no  friend  to  Beejapoor,  nor  to  any  Mussulman ;  and  if  Maloosray 
has  come  here  for  him,  it  is  with  some  object  which  is  worth  the  risk 
to  discover.” 

“  Then  they  are  friends  ?  ”  asked  Fazil. 

“Ay,  !Meah,  as  thou  and  I,  and  nearer  still.  Maloosray  believes 
Sivaji  to  be  an  incarnation  of  the  gods,  and  would  give  his  life  for 
him.  So,  too,  many  another ;  and  the  people  have  begun  to  write 
ballads  about  him,  which  are  sung  in  Beejapoor  even  sometimes, 
and  they  set  one’s  blood  dancing.  No  wonder  the  people  of  the  wild 
valleys  love  them ;  wild  places,  ]\Ieah,  which  ye  know  little  of  as  yet.” 

“  Yes,  it  is  worth  the  risk  to  find  out  what  is  doing.  One  thread 
of  those  dark  intrigues  in  my  hand  and  I  am  not  my  father’s  son  if  I 
do  not  discover  more,”  replied  Fazil;  “but  you  said  we  should  be 
diso^uised.” 

The  Mahratta  thought  for  a  moment.  “What  sayest  thou,  Meah, 
to  becoming  a  Hindu  for  the  time  ?  I  could  paint  the  marks  on  thy 
forehead.  Nay,”  he  continued,  as  he  saw  the  young  man.  shrink 
from  the  idea,  “they  will  only  bo  very  temporary  ‘abominations,’ 
as  the  old  Khan  calls  them,  and  water  will  remove  them  when  we 
return.” 

“  Good,”  returned  Fazil.  “  I  will  suffer  ‘the  abomiq^ations’  in  the 
cause  of  the  Shah  and  the  faith.  And,  now,  begone.  I  will  come 
to  thee  here,  after  the  evening  meal,  and  we  can  dress  unobserved. 
But  swear  on  my  neck,  Bulwunt,  no  more  ganja  to-night.” 

“No,  no,  Meah,”  returned  the  man,  laughing,  and  touching  his 
young  lord’s  neck  and  feet ;  “I  swear  I  will  not  touch  it.  We  both 
need  cool  heads  for  this  work,  and  I  will  not  fail  you.” 

“  Then  go,”  added  Fazil.  “  I  will  send  Goolab  to  you  when  I  am 
ready.”  '' 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

Fazil  was  as  good  as  his  word  to  his  fair  sister,  and  having  seen 
Bulwunt  depart,  gained  the  door  which  led  to  the  private  apart¬ 
ments,  and  proceeded  to  that  in  which  he  knew  he  should  find  her. 

The  room  was  upon  the  first  story,  which,  by  means  of  deep  stono 
brackets,  had  been  constructed  so  as  to  project  somewhat  over  the 


A  MAHRATTA  TALE. 


115 


rooms  beneath.  It  contained,  indeed  for  the  most  part  consisted  of, 
three  large  oriel  windows,  ovfcrhanging  the  line  of  the  walls,  so  that 
they  commanded  a  view  np  and  down  the  main  street,  which  led  to 
Toorweh  and  the  royal  palaces.  These  windows  were  large  enough 
for  several  persons  to  sit  in  and  enjoy  the  air ;  and  the  floor  of  the 
centre  one,  which  was  the  largest,  was  raised  a  step  above  that  of 
the  room,  so  as  to  form  a  dais,  on  which  a  thickly-quilted  cotton 
mattress,  covered  with  clean  white  muslin,  was  laid  every  day,  and 
furnished  with  large  pillows,  so  that  those  sitting  there  could  recline 
luxuriously,  if  they  pleased.  Between  the  stone  mullions  of  the 
windows,  carved  screens  or  shutters  of  wood  had  been  inserted, 
which  were  fixtures,  except  a  portion  in  the  centre  which  opened  on 
hinges.  Without  them  were  heavy  wooden  shutters,  lined  with  iron, 
with  openings  to  fire  from  should  it  be  needed. 

The  other  windows  did  not  project  so  far,  and  were  in  fact  single 
arches,  filled  deep  with  carved  lattice-work,  closed  during  the  day, 
but  open  in  the  evening  to  admit  the  fresh  air.  Beside  each  was  a 
large  Persian  carpet  and  a  pillow.  The  floor  of  the  apartment  had 
also  a  thin  carpet  of  quilted  cotton  cloth,  covered  with  white  muslin ; 
and  the  perfect  neatness  of  the  whole,  the  walls  being  pure  white 
without  ornament,  gave  evidence  of  very  vigilant  superintendence 
by  the  Khan’s  present  wife,  perhaps  by  Zyna  herself.  One  lamp 
burned  in  a  corner,  and,  being  agitated  by  the  wind,  which  blew 
freely  through  the  apartment,  gave  a  flickering  light,  wdiich  left 
much  of  the  space  in  actual  gloom. 

Zyna  had  been  there  some  time,  and  the  sweet  freshness  of  the 
evening  air  had  tempted  her  to  throw  open  the  lattice  window  to 
admit  it  more  freely,  as  she  sat  in  the  balcony  or  oriel  'x/indov/ 
already  mentioned.  Looking  out  upon  what  was  passing  below  her, 
.she  did  not  observe  her  brother’s  entrance,  and  almost  started  as  ho 
S2:)oke. 

“  I  did  not  hear  thee,  brother,”  she  said,  rising  and  making  way 
for  Aim.  “  Come  and  sit  here,  it  is  so  fresh  after  the  rain.  Wliat 
kept  thee  so  late  ?  We  hear  the  Durbar  was  very  full  to-day,  and 
that  there  are  more  rumoTirs  of  war.  0,  I  pray  not,  brother  ?  ” 

“  True,  sister,  there  are  such  rumours,”  he  rej^licd ;  “  but  nothing 
new.  The  Wuzeer  is  at  Nuldroog  with  the  army.  The  Emperor’s 
forces  lie  about  Dowlutabad,  so  tlicre  is  no  change.  But  I  was  not 
in  Durbar.  I  was  looking  after  some  other  matters.  Come  and  .sit 
here,  Zyna,  and  I  will  tell  thee.  See,”  he  continued,  as  she  seated 
herself  by  him,  “  the  city  looks  calm  and  beautiful,  does  it  not  ? 
Yet,  who  can  tell  the  wild  acts  now  in  progress  there,  and  the  wild 
plots  which  disgrace  it  ?  ” 

In  truth  it  was  a  fair  scene.  The  house  or  palace  of  Afzool  Khan 
stood  somewhat  apart  from  other  buildings,  nnou  a  sli  dxt  eminence, 
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and  tbe  room  they  were  in  overlooked  a  large  portion  of  the  city  to 
the  south,  west,  and  north.  Between  the  combined  twilight  and  light 
of  a  moon  about  half-full,  the  outlines  of  the  city  generally,  and  of 
some  of  the  most  remarkable  buildings,  could  be  seen  distinctly,  and 
formed  a  picture  of  great  beauty.  To  the  north,  the  large  dome  of 
the  mausoleum  of  Mahmood  Adil  Shah  stood  out  boldly  against  the 
clear  grey  sky,  as  well  as  the  high  dark  masses  of  the  ^ng’s  palaces 
in  the  citadel,  and  of  that  of  the  “  Seven  Stories  ”  in  particular,  in 
the  windows  of  which  lights  already  twinkled  here  and  there,  and 
disappeared. 

A  little  on  the  left  of  the  palace  was  the  massive  cavalier  of  the 
“  Oopree  Boorje,"  with  the  King’s  flagstaff  on  its  summit ;  b^w, 
the  dark  lines  of  the  fortifications,  with  lights  gleaming  from  each 
guard-room  upon  the  bastions.  Thence  the  eye  travelled  round  the 
city,  resting  here  and  there  upon  massive  domes  and  slender  mina¬ 
rets,  shining  tenderly  in  the  moon’s  rays,  which  also  fell  softly  upon  the 
outlines  of  terraced  houses  and  palaces,  and  upon  the  dark  masses 
of  fohage  of  their  gardens.  Over  the  most  populous  parts  of  the 
city  also  nearer  to  them,  the  evening  smoke  hovered  like  a  thin  mist, 
catching  reflection  of  the  thousand  lights  and  flres  beneath :  and  a 
hum  of  voices  arose  from  thence ; — otherwise,  all  was  still  around 
them,  and  the  broad  street  leading  to  Toorweh  nearly  deserted. 
Night  was  fast  falling,  and  a  bright  star  here  and  there  already 
sparkled  in  the  sky. 

“  Yes,  it  is  a  fair  scene,  sister,'’  he  continued,  as  she  drew  closer  to 
him.  “  Yet,  even  now,  men  are  plotting  villany  and  treachery. 
There  is  no  peace  in  it.” 

“  No  peace,  brother !  ’*  she  said,  echoing  his  words ;  “  cannot 
others  be  as  we  are — enjoying  what  Alla  sends  them  without  strife  ? 
Why  should  it  not  be  so  ?  ” 

“  Why,  Zyna  ?  because  of  ambition,  which,  with  the  hot  thirst  it 
begets,  dries  up  men’s  hearts  ;  because  of  avarice,  driving  them  to 
barter  kingdoms  and  honoxur  for  gold ;  because  of  fraud,  and  deceit, 
and  lies,  and  profligacy.  Alas,  girl,  where  ends  the  catalogue  ? 
Even  now  I  fear  the  evil  thoughts  and  treacherous  plots  of  our  fair 
city.” 

Zyna  shuddered,  and  nestled  closer  to  her  brother.  “  Why  is  thy 
speech  so  sad  to-night,  Fazil  ?  ”  she  said  timidly ;  “  does  aught 
threaten  us  or  our  friends  ?  ” 

“Listen,  sister,  and  judge,”  he  returned.  “I  cannot  help  these 
fancies.  Ah,  Zyna  !  if  I  had  one  like  thee  to  be  with  me  always — 
to  be  more  to  me  even  than  thou  art — perhaps  the  world,  fair  as  it 
lies  there,  would  have  few  charms  for  me.” 

“  She  would  be  forgotten  before  a  bright  sword  or  a  gallant  horse, 
brother,”  replied  Zyna,  in  a  tone  of  raillery. 
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“  Not  BO,  by  the  Prophet ! — by  your  bead  and  eyes  ;  no,  Zyna,” 
cried  her  brother  earnestly.  “  Let  such  an  one  come,  and  thou  wilt 
see  what  she  would  be  to  me.” 

“  Would  it  were  so,  brother  !  and  yet  I  know  of  no  one — not  one 
as  yet — whom  thou  couldst  love  like  me.  None  of  the  maidens  of 
this  city  are  worthy  of  thee  ;  no,  not  one,  Fazil.” 

“  Ah !  nothing  less  than  one  of  the  blessed  houris  of  Paradise 
M'ould  content  thee  for  me,”  returned  the  young  man,  laughing; 
“  but  one  like  thy.self  would  quite  content  me,  sister.  Perhaps  even 
now  thou  hast  been  thinking  I  have  some  love-secret  to  tell  thee, 
for  I  have  not  accounted  for  my  delay  these  two  evenings,  but  love 
there  is  none,  dearest.  No — none  at  all,”  as  she  shook  her  head  and 
laughed  incredulously, — “  none.  A  graver  matter,  truly,  if  I  am 
right.  Listen,  Zyna,  I  have  told  thee  of  Kowas  Khan  before — my 
friend,  the  Wuzeer’s  son - ” 

“  AVliat  of  him  ?  ”  she  returned,  so  abruptly  that  her  tone  of 
alarm  startled  her  brother.  “  Yes,”  she  continued,  correcting  her¬ 
self,  “  surely — often — dear  brother,  hast  thou  not  told  me  of  his 
bravery  when  the  Moghuls  besieged  the  city  ?  but  do  not  mention 
him,  else  I  will  go  away.” 

“  Nay,  go  not,  Zyna.  I  will  not  tease  thee,”  he  replied,  “  yet  why 
should  I  not  speak  of  him  ?  Is  he  not  a  hero — a  very  Roostum  ? 
Is  he  not  beautiful  ? — a  youth  for  a  maiden  to  love,  or  a  man  to 
make  his  friend  !  But  enough  of  this,”  for  he  perceived  the  confu¬ 
sion  his  last  words  had  occasioned  :  “  to  say  the  truth,  I  am  anxious 
for  the  whole  family,  and  there  is  much  cause  to  fear ;  the  AVuzcer 
is  not  keeping  liis  faith  with  the  King.  But  for  that,  indeed - ” 

“  Hush,  bi’other  !  ”  said  Zyna,  again  blushing,  for  she  knew  that 
she  had  been  sought  in  marriage  by  the  Wuzeer  for  his  son  ;  “  may 
God  forbid  evil  to  him  or  any  of  them  ;  and  men  have  as  yet  spoken 
well  of  him.  Why  should  he  be  suspected  ?” 

“  Alas,  who  can  say  ?  ”  replied  her  brother  sadly.  “  Who  can  tell 
to  what  crimes  pride  and  ambition  may  not  urge  a  man  ?  Truly, 
sister,  it  will  not  be  marvellous  if  the  Wuzeer,  seeing  the  danger  of 
the  Moghuls  on  the  one  hand,  of  Sivaji  Bhoslay  on  the  other,  and 
knowing  better- than  we  do  the  divisions  among  our  own  nobles, 
should  forget  his  faith,  and  try  to  strike  in  for  himself.  ’Twas  thus, 
so  writes  the  historian  of  honoured  memory,  Mahomed  Kasim 
Ferishta,  that  our  own  kingly  house  rose  into  existence,  and  the 
Nizam  Shahy  and  Kootub  Shahy  dynasties  also  ;  what  wonder,  then, 
that  Khan  ISIahomed — the  rich,  the  honoured,  the  powerful — should 
be  tempted  to  follow  examples  so  successful  and  so  prosperous  ?” 

“  What!  and  forget  his  King,  who  has  raised  him  from — from - ” 

she  could  not  add  .slavery  ;  “  forget  honom*s,  titles,  lands,  wealth  ? 
O  brother  I  ” 
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“Ah,  Zyna,”  returned  Fazil,  sighing,  “believe  me,  there  are  few 
minds  so  noble,  and  so  humble  too,  as  to  despise  power  in  little 
things  ;  how  much  less  a  position  so  exalted  as  that  of  monarch  of 
these  noble  realms.  Men  have  akeady  forgotten  ‘  Reban’  the  slave, 
in  ‘Klian  Mahomed,’  the  Wuzeerof  Beejapoor.  We  know  what  he 
was,  we  see  what  he  is,  and  we  can  think  what  he  might  be.  If  he 
is  playing  for  the  highest  stake,  it  is  a  game  in  which  his  life  is  of 
no  account.” 

“  I  would  I  had  not  known  of  this,  brother,  from  thy  lips,”  said 
Zyna  sadly.  “  True,  it  seems  to  have  a  terrible  distinctness  ;  and 
his  son  ?  ” 

“  Nay,  by  your  head  and  eyes,  he  is  pure,  Zyna.  My  own  dear 
friend,”  he  exclaimed,  “  I  would  answer  for  him  with  my  life.  As 
for  the  rest,  ’tis  but  suspicion  as  yet.  Whatever  the  matter  I  know 
of  may  lead  to,  I  am  resolved  to  see  the  last  of  it.  Listen. 

“  Last  evening  I  was  coming  from  the  Durbar,  and,  dismissing 
the  men  who  were  with  me,  I  rode  to  some  open  ground  to  exercise 
my  horse.  It  is  not  far  from  the  King’s  palace  at  Toorweh  :  and  to 
get  there  I  proceeded  through  the  outskirts  of  the  city,  which  lead 
to  the  quarter  of  the  lower  orders  of  the  people.  I  had  not  ridden 
far  when  I  met  the  palankeen  of  the  King’s  secretary,  attended  by 
some  horsemen.  It  seemed  strange  to  meet  him  there,  because, 
when  I  left  the  audience  hall,  he  seemed  immersed  in  business.  So 
I  rode  up  towards  it  with  the  intention  of  saluting  him  again, 
when  he  shut  the  door  as  it  were  carelessly,  but,  as  I  thought,  with 
an  evident  desire  not  to  be  seen  :  this  stimulated  my  curiosity.  I 
had  no  pretence  for  following  him,  only  there  happened  to  be  an 
acquaintance,  who  was  in  command  of  liis  escort,  and  who  called 
me.  I  joined  him,  unobserved  by  the  Meerza,  and  accompanied  him 
iinder  pretence  of  friendly  chat.  By-and-by,  as  the  better  part  of 
the  town  grew  more  distant,  I  asked  him  banteringly  what  had 
brought  so  great  a  person  as  the  King’s  Meerza  into  so  mean  a 
quarter,  and  whether  I  might  see  the  end  of  the  adventure  ;  and 
looking  about  him — to  be  sui*e  the  rest  of  the  escort  were  out  of 
hearing — he  told  me  that,  after  leaving  the  court,  the  Meerza  had 
first  gone  to  a  respectable  Hindu  house  in  another  quarter  and 
remained  there  some  time  ;  and  when  he  came  out  he  was  attended 
to  the  door  by  a  Hindu  soldier,  who  bade  hun  depart,  and  told  him 
not  to  forget  the  shop  of  Rama  of  Ashtee,  in  the  ‘  kullal’s  ’  quarter, 
and  Tannajee  Maloosray.  Thence  a  man  was  sent  as  guide  to 
another  house,  and  he  showed  him  to  me  then  running  with  the 
bearers  before  the  palankeen.  ‘  So  I  can  only  suppose  it  is  some 
work  of  the  King’s,’  added  my  friend,  ‘  with  wliich  wo  cavaliers  have 
nothing  to  do.’  I  thought  otherwise,  for  Tannajee’s  name  is  famous  j 
and  we  rode  on. 
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“  Aftev  some  time  the  guide  stopped  at  the  door  of  a  decent 
house,  -which  I  think  was  a  Jungum’s  Mutt.  The  Meerza  did  not 
get  out  of  his  palankeen,  and  a  man  came  to  the  doorwaj  and  began 
to  speak  in  Persian,  after  having  looked  round  suspiciously  at  all  of 
us.  I  shall  not  forget  the  man,  Zyna,  for  he  had  piercing  grey  eyes 
and  a  hooked  nose.  I  suppose  he  thought  no  one  could  understand 
him,  for  he  did  not  speak  low.  Still,  as  his  head  was  partly  inside 
the  door  of  the  secretary’s  palankeen,  I  could  not  hear  all,  and  could 
only  approach,  indeed,  on  pretence  of  my  horse  being  restless.  I 
heard,  however,  the  man’s  direction  to  the  secretary,  a  Hindu 
temple  of  Bhowani,  in  the  plain  on  the  east  of  the  fort,  where  papers 
were  to  be  shown  at  midnight,  and  the  Wuzeer’s  name  was 
mentioned.  Thither  I  -will  go,  ‘  Inshalla  ! !  to-night.  I  can  disguise 
myself,  and  my  speech  is  Mahratta  or  Cajiarese,  as  I  please,  and 
Bulwunt  Rao  goes  with  me.” 

“  Go  not,  my  precious  brother,”  said  Zyna,  interrupting  him ; 
“  there  must  be  danger  among  these  plotters.  Remember  what  thou 
art  to  us  all,  Fazil.” 

“  If  my  love  were  not  what  it  is  for  Khan  Mahomed’s  son,”  he 
rephed,  “  I  would  not  hazard  this  matter ;  but  we,  thy  father  and 
myself,  owe  the  Wuzeer  many  favours,  and  I  should  hold  myself 
false  did  I  hesitate  to  peidl  something  in  their  cause.  Even  thou, 
Zyna,  hast  not  forgotten  how  Kowas  Khan  and  our  brave  Bulwunt 
Rao  fought  over  me  when  I  had  been  stricken  down  in  the  Friday’s 
fight  with  the  Moghuls,  and  but  for  them  I  had  perished.  Yes,  sister, 
I  must  go.” 

“  Go  ?  whither,  son  ?  ”  said  Afzool  Khan,  whose  entrance  had  not 
been  observed  by  either ;  “  whither  wouldst  thou  go,  and  for  what  ?  ” 

“  Father  !  ”  uttered  both  at  the  same  moment,  and,  rising,  saluted 
him  reverently. 

“  Be  seated,  my  children,”  he  said ;  “  I  too  will  join  you.  Your 
mother  hath  not  been  here  ?  ”  ' 

The  allusion  made  was  to  their  father’s  second  wife,  whom  he 
had  married  after  the  mother  of  his  children  died,  and  who  received 
from  them  all  the  honour  and  respect,  if  not  the  tender  love,  of 
their  real  mother.  Her  name  was  Lurlee,  to  Avhich  her  title  of 
Khanum  being  added,  she  was  known  among  her  friends  and  de¬ 
pendants  as  Lurlee  Khanum ;  and  she  will  appear  presently  in  her 
proper  person. 

“  Ko,  father,”  replied  Zyna,  “  she  was  going  to  cook  something 
for  you,  and  'had  something  to  do  with  her  tables  ;  and  said  that 
there  was  something  going  to  happen,  for  that  Mars  and  the  moon, 
or  stay — really  I  don’t  know,  father,  how  it  was — I  forget.” 

”  .All,”  returned  her  father,  smiling,  “  bicharee — poor  thing  ! — 
those  stars  are  a  sad  trouble  to  her.  But  what  art  thou  going  to  do, 
son  ?  ” 
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“  Tell  him  all  you  have  told  me,  brother,”  said  Zyna. 

Fazil  recapitulated  what  he  had  told  his  sister,  and  finding  his 
father  interested,  again  stated  his  intention  of  following  up  the 
secret,  whatever  it  might  be. 

“  Go,  my  son,”  said  the  old  Khan,  “  I  cannot  gainsay  thee  in  this 
matter.  If  we  can  protect  Khan  Mahomed  or  keep  evil  from  his 
house,  or  if  any  of  these  vile  plots  can  be  traced  to  those  concerned 
in  them,  a  few  sharp  examples  may  deter  others.  But  why  not  take 
some  of  the  Piiegah  ?  those  are  dangerous  quarters  by  night.” 

“  Impossible,  father,  they  are  too  wary  ;  and  Bulwunt  Bao  says 
there  will  be  spies  and  scouts  watching  everywhere.  So  we  are 
better  alone,  and  with  your  leave,  father,  I  go  to  prepare  myself.” 

Afzool  Khan  opened  the  casement,  and  looked  out.  He  partly 
leaned  out  of  the  window,  and  appeared  to  be  gazing  abstractedly 
over  the  city.  The  young  moon  was  now  low  in  the  sky,  and  the 
stars  shone  out  more  brilliantly  than  before  ;  but  clouds  were 
gathering  fast  in  the  south-west,  which,  from  the  lightning  flashing 
about  their  tops,  boded  a  storm.  As  yet,  however,  the  gentle  light 
of  the  moon  pervaded  all,  glinting  from  the  bright  gilded  pinnacles 
of  domes  and  minarets,  and  resting  tenderly  upon  the  white  terraces, 
walls,  and  projecting  oriels  of  houses  near  him — upon  the  tapering 
minarets  of  his  own  private  mosque,  and  the  heavy  but  graceful 
fohage  that  hung  about  them. 

“  It  is  a  type  of  what  is  coming,”  thought  the  Khan — “here  the 
moonlight  only  partially  dispelling  the  gloom,  which  will  increase  ; 
there  heavy  night-clouds  already  threatening.  Even  so  with  our 
fair  kingdom ;  the  tempest  of  sorrow  may  break  over  us.  We 
cannot  stop  it,  but  we  may  at  least  endure  the  trial,  and  be  true  to 
our  salt.” 

He  was  long  silent,  and  the  beads  which  he  had  removed  from 
his  wrist  were  passing  rapidly  through  his  fingers,  while  his  lips 
moved  as  though  in  prayer.  Zyna  dared  not  speak,  yet  he  looked  at 
her  lovingly  as  his  lips  still  moved,  and  passing  his  arm  round  her, 
drew  her  to  him.  Perhaps  with  that  embrace  more  tender  thoughts 
came  into  his  heart  some  memories  that  were  sad  yet  grateful. 

“  There  will  be  no  danger,  Zyna,”  he  said  assuringly,  as  he  felt 
her  trembling,  and  guessed  her  thoughts  ;  “  Fazil  and  Bulwunt  Rao 
are  both  wary.  The  moon,  too,  is  setting,  and  it  will  be  dark, 
perhaps  raining.  He  comes,  daughter,”  continued  the  Khan,  as 
Fazil’s  foot  was  heard  on  the  stairs ;  “  let  us  look  at  him.” 

As  he  spoke,  Fazil  entered  the  room  and  made  the  Hindu  salutation 
of  reverence  to  his  father.  “  Should  I  be  known  as  your  son,  father  ?  ” 
he  asked. 

“  Nemmo  Narrayen  Baba,”  cried  Afzool  Khan,  laughing,  and  re- 
tiu’ning  the  salutation  in  the  same  style.  “  If  thou  knowest  thyself, 
it  is  move  than  I  can  sav  of  thee.” 

V 
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The  disguise  was  indeed  perfect.  Fazil  was  naked  to  the  waist, 
and  a  coarse  cloth  of  some  length,  which  might  serve  as  a  sheet  if 
unwound,  was  crossed  upon  his  shoulders  and  chest  in  thick  folds. 
A  long  scarf  of  thick  soft  muslin  was  tied  about  his  loins,  leaving 
his  muscular  arms  bare  and  free.  On  his  chest  and  about  his  neck 
was  a  necklace,  consisting  of  several  heavy  rows  of  large  wooden 
beads,  which,  with  the  cloth,  might  turn  a  sword-cut,  while  both 
served  to  protect  him  from  the  damp  night  wind.  About  his  head 
was  a  turban  of  coarse  cloth,  and  a  strip  of  finer  material,  passing 
under  his  chin,  covered  his  mouth  and  eyes,  and  was  tied  in  a  knot 
above  his  turban,  leaving  two  hood  ends  hanging  down  on  each  side. 
His  face  w'as  smeared  with  white  earth,  and  above  his  nose  the 
broad  trident  of  Krishna  was  painted  in  white  and  red,  cover¬ 
ing  nearly  the  whole  of  his  eyebrows  and  forehead.  The  loose 
Mahomedan  drawers  had  been  changed  for  a  Hindu  waistcloth,  or 
“  punja,”  tied  tightly  about  him,  and  reaching  barely  to  his  knee  ; 
while  the  ends  were  rolled  up,  leaving  his  legs  and  most  part  of  his 
thighs  bare,  which,  with  his  arms,  were  covered  with  brown  earth 
to  subdue  the  fairness  of  the  skin.  The  whole  of  his  clothes  were  of 
one  colour,  a  deep  reddish  brown,  which  is  called  “  bhugwa,”  and  is 
the  sacred  and  distinctive  colour  of  all  religious  devotees.  At  his 
back  hung  a  broad  black  shield  with  steel  bosses  upon  it,  and  he 
held  in  his  hand  a  sabre  with  a  plain  steel  hilt  and  black  scabbard, 
which  his  father  recognized  as  a  favourite  weapon.  Nothing  could 
have  been  better  suited  for  his  guise  than  the  whole  equipment,  nor 
was  there  anything  left  to  desire  in  its  perfect  adaptation  to  resist¬ 
ance  or  flight,  should  either  be  necessary. 

“  Bulwunt  waits  for  me  in  the  garden,  and  I  go.  Thy  blessing, 
my  father,”  said  Fazil,  stooping  forward. 

“  Gro.  May  Alla,  and  the  saints,  and  the  holy  Emaon  Zamin  pro¬ 
tect  thee  !  ”  said  the  Khan,  rising,  and  placing  his  hands  tenderly  on 
his  son’s  head.  “  Go,  and  return  victorious  !  ” 

“  Ameen !  ameen  1  ”  (amen !)  sighed  Zyna,  for  her  heart  was  with 
her  brother,  as  he  turned  to  depart  upon  his  perhaps  perilous  mission. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

“You  have  not  stayed  long,  Meah,  after  all,”  cried  the  cheery  voice 
of  Bulwunt  Rao,  as  he  saw  his  young  master  approaching  the  place 
of  meeting,  a  large  peepul  tree,  which  stood  at  a  back  entrance  to 
the  garden.  “  And  you  are  as  good  as  your  word.  I  thought  there 
might  be  some  lecture  from  ‘  the  Mastu,’  and  some  remonstrances 
from  the  Khanura,  and  possibly  that  the  stars  were  not  to  be 
OA'ercome ;  but  all  seems  to  have  gone  well.  Did  they  know  you  ?  ” 
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“  My  sister  seemed  rather  frightened  as  she  saw  me,  and  shrank 
hack,  but  my  father  declared  me  pex-fect,  and  bade  me  God-speed,” 
replied  Fazil ;  “  but  look  over  me  once  more  :  dark  as  it  is,  it  might 
be  a  matter  of  life  or  death  if  we  were  discovered.” 

“  Discovered,  Meah  !  No,  trust  me  for  that !  ”  replied  Bulwunt. 
“  Only  keep  that  courtly  tongue  of  yours  quiet,  or  if  you  speak  at 
all,  let  it  be  in  Canara,  which  somehow  8uit#you  better  than  our  soft 
Mahratta,  and  let  it  be  as  broad  as  you  can  make  it.  Leave  the  rest 
to  me.  ‘  Mahrattas  know  Mahrattas,’  is  one  of  our  common  proverbs, 
not  untrue  either.  No  salaams,  Meah  !  If  there  be  occasion  to  salute 
any  one,  you  know  the  mode.  So — join  your  hands  and  thumbs 
together,  carry  them  up  to  your  nose.'  There,  your  .thumbs  along  the 

nose — good.  Now  a  gentle  inclination  of  the  head,  very  little - 

Shabash !  that  was  excellent.  Take  care  that  no  Bundagee  or 
Salaam  Alyek — or  other  Moslem  salutation  escape  you  :  if  you  have 
need,  a  soft  ‘Numuscar  Maharaj,’  or  if  we  meet  a  Gosai,  ‘Nemmo 
Narrayen  Bawa !  ’  Or,  better  than  all — why  risk  anything  ?  keep  a 
silent  tongue,  and  leave  me  to  talk.” 

“  Nay,  not  so  fast,  friend,”  cried  the  young  Klian,  smilihg  at  his 
follower’s  earnestness,  “fear  not  for  me;  I  know  enough  of  the 
customs  of  the  dress  I  wear  to  bear  me  out  if  need  be,  and  I  would 
fain  have  my  tongue  as  my  hands  are — at  hberty.  No  gauja,  I 
hope,  since  your  brain  is  clear.” 

“  By  your  head  and  eyes,  no,  Meah,  I  have  only  drunk  water  since 
you  first  called  me,”  he  replied  earnestly;  “look  here,”  and  he 
executed  one  of  the  most  difiicult  of  the  movements  which  ac¬ 
companied  his  sword  exercise, — “  will  that  do  ?  ” 

“  Let  us  on  then,  friend,  in  the  name  of  all  the  saints,  for  we  have 
enougjj  to  do  ere  morning,  and  it  is  some  distance  to  the  temple.” 

“Nearly  a  coss,  Meah,  and  we  have  to  pass  some  bad  places 
beyond  the  deer  park.  Come,  let  nothing  induce  you  to  enter  into  a 
brawl,  or  notice  insult,  or  we  shall  fail.  If  we  are  attacked,  we  can 
strike  in  return.  Come !  ” 

So  saying,  they  moved  on  rapidly  and  silently  to  the  Hindu 
temple  which  Bulwunt  Rao  knew  of.  Their  appearance — for  both 
were  attired  as  nearly  as  possible  alike,  except  that  Bulwunt  had 
concealed  more  of  his  face  than  his  companion — was  too  common  and 
unobtrusive  to  attract  attention,  and  they  passed  unnoticed  through 
the  respectable  portions  of  the  city,  meeting,  however,  few  passers 
in  the  now  dark  and  deserted  streets. 

Passing  the  wall  of  the  deer  park,  and  skirting  the  walls  and 
glacis  of  the  citadel,  patches  of  open  rocky  ground  succeeded,  where 
a  few  sleepless  asses  picked  up  a  scanty  night  meal,  and  the  house¬ 
less  dogs  of  the  city  snarled  and  fought  over  the  carrion  carcases  of 
cattle,  or  the  offal  which  had  been  thrown  out  there,  or  disputed 
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cheir  half-picked  bones  with  troops  of  jackals.  Now  they  met  men 
at  intervals,  who,  with  muffled  faces  and  scarcely  concealed  weapons, 
watched  for  unwary  single  passengers,  from  whom  by  threat  or 
violence  they  might  be  able  to  extort  tho  means  of  temporary  de¬ 
bauchery.  Some  such  looked  scowlingly  upon  the  friends,  and 
sometimes  even  advanced  upon  them ;  but  seeing  at  a  nearer  glance 
no  hope  of  anything  but  hard  blows,  passed  them  by  unheeded. 

“  Many  a  good  fellow  has  had  an  end  of  him  made  hereabouts,” 
said  Bulwunt  in  a  low  voice,  as  they  passed  a  more  conspicuous 
group  than  usual,  who  seemed  inclined  to  dispute  the  way  with 
them.  “  How  much  would  there  be  found  of  a  man  by  morning,  to 
ascertain  what  h§  had  been  im  life,  if  his  body  were  thrown  upon 
one  of  those  heaps  of  carrion,  which  the  hyenas,  dogs,  and  jackals 
are  fighting  over?  Do  you  not  hear  them  yelling? — Bah!  that 
would  be  an  ugly  fate,  and  that  is  why  I  seldom  venture  into  this 
quarter  by  night.” 

“  Then  you  come  sometimes  ?  ” 

“Why  not,  Meah?  Are  there  not  adventures  enough  for  those 
who  seek  them  ?  I  tell  thee,  many  a  young  noble,  ay,  and  old  one 
too,  that  I  could  name,  come  here  after  dark  and  amuse  themselves 
gaily  for  an  hour  or  two ;  but  thou  art  not  of  that  sort,  Meah ;  else 
I  had  brought  thee  long  ago.” 

“  And  that  is  the  quarter  yonder,  I  suppose,”  said  the  young  man, 
“  above  which  the  light  gleams  brightly.” 

“  You  are  right,  Meah ;  a  few  minutes  more  and  we  enter  it.” 

A  scene  it  was  of  coarse  open  profligacy.  Shops  of  a  low  character 
for  the  sale  of  spirits  were  everywhere  open,  filled  with  flaming 
lamps,  or  before  which  stood  large  iron  cressets  filled  with  cotton 
seed  soaked  in  oil,  that  burned  brightly,  sending  forth  a  thick  ropy 
smoke,  and  showing  groups  of  men,  women,  and  children  too,  sitting 
on  the  ground,  drinking  the  hot  new  liquor,  or  the  more  rapidly 
intoxicating  juice  of  the  date  palm-tree  ;  which,  contained  in  large 
earthen  jars,  was  being  dispensed  by  ladiesful  to  people  clustered 
around  them.  All  this  part  resounded  with  obscene  abuse,  and 
songs,  and  violent  wrangling.  In  one  group  two  men  had  drawn 
their  daggers,  and  were  with  difficulty  held  back  by  women  hanging 
about  them.  In  another  place,  two  women  had  hold  of  each  other’s 
hair,  and  were  beating  and  scratching  each  other  with  their  dis¬ 
engaged  hands. 

They  passed  through  aU ;  many  a  gibe  and  coarse  invitation 
familiar  to  Bulwunt  &io,  who,  had  he  been  alone,  could  not  have 
resisted  them,  followed  them  from  men  and  women.  But  he  was 
for  the  time  steady,  checked  by  the  presence  of  his  young  chief,  and 
with  the  fierce  desire  of  meeting  his  hereditary  enemy  burning 
at  his  heart.  They  were  now  near  the  place  in  regard  to  which 


jjuivvunc  tnougiit  tie  could,  not  be  mistaken.  A  little  further  there 
was  a  Hindu  temple  gaily  decked  out  with  white  and  or^ge- 
coloured  banners ;  people  were  singing  evening  hymns  withm  it, 
and  their  voices  rose  even  above  the  hoarse  murmur  of  the  crowd, 
and  there  was  a  clash  of  cymbals  accompanying  them.  Bulwunt 
stopped,  and  laid  his  hand  on  his  companion’s  arm. 

“  That  is  the  temple,”  he  said,  “  by  which  I  know  the  kuJlal  s,  and 
that  is  where  we  shall  meet  Tannajee,  if  at  all.  That  is  Rama  of 

Ashtee’s  shop  across  the  street.” 

“  And  is  the  other  temple  far  off  ?  asked  x  azil. 

“  Not  now  ;  a  few  more  turns  down  the  back  lanes  yonder,  and 
we  shall  find' it  among  the  tamarind  trees  in  the  plain.  We  will  go 

there  at  once.”  ,  ,  i  .  v 

Bulwunt  knew  the  place  perfectly.  A  qmet  secluded  spot,  where 

often,  stupid  from  the  effects  of  ganja,  or  drink,  he  had  gone  to 
sleep  off  the  effects  before  he  went  home.  A  place  where  one  or  two 
Joc^is,  or  Gosais,  or  Sunniasis  of  ascetic  orders,  usually  put  up,  or 
travellers  sometimes  going  eastwards,  who  had  to  be  clear  of  the  city 
before  dawn.  The  grove,  too,  was  a  favourite  place  for  encampment, 
and  droves  of  Brinjarries,  or  other  public  carriers,  halted  there  in 
fair  weather.  Now,  however,  it  was  quite  vacant,  and  the  natural 
gloom  of  the  place  was  deepened  by  the  darkness  of  the  mght,  while 
the  glare  to  which  their  eyes  had  been  exposed,  caused  it  to  seem 

more  gloomy  still.  .  i  -r,  -i 

“An  evil-looking  place,  friend,  at  tins  hour,  said  razil. 

“Ay,  Meah,  dark  enough  ;  yet  better  than  the  light  we  have  left 
yonder,”  he  replied,  pausing  and  looking  back  to  where  the  glare  of 
the  kullal’s  quarter  rose  into  the  dark  night  air  above  the  houses 
“  better  than  that.  Yet  it  is  a  strange  place  to  come  to  at  night. 
Unless  there  be  any  one  here.  Be  cautions,  Meah,  I  will  look  in.  ^ 
The  temple  was  a  small  one,  upon  a  low  basement ;  the  high 
conical  roof  or  steeple  could  hardly  be  traced  among  the  heavy 
foliage  that  enveloped  it.  There  was  a  court  around  it,  the  wall  of 
which  was  not  so  high  on  one  side  but  that  a  man  standmg  on  tip¬ 
toe  might  look  over  it ;  and  as  Fazil  was  about  to  do  so,  Bulwunt 

Rao  pulled  him  back.  , 

“  For  your  life,  no,”  he  whispered,  “  some  one  is  there.  1  saw 
the  flicker  of  a  fire  yonder ;  come  round  to  the  back  of  ^he  verandah. 
I  know  of  a  hole  in  the  wall  which  is  not  filled  up.” 

Fazil  followed.  His  companion  was  right.  A  hole  had  been  left 
in  the  wall  for  light  or  air,  and  some  loose  stones  and  briclra  stuffed 
into  it.  Just  enough  aperture  remained  for  both  to  see  plamly  what 
was  therein.  On  two  sides  of  the  small  court,  opposite  to  the 
temple,  was  a  terraced  building  roughly  built,  the  pillars  support- 
ino-  the  clay  roof  being  of  mdely-h.ewn  timlier.  The  basement  was 
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level  with  that  of  the  temple,  and  ascended  by  three  low  steps  in 
the  centre.  Three  persons  were  sitting  on  the  floor  near  the  embers 
of  a  fire;  two  enveloped  in  white  sheets,  which  were  drawn  over 
their  heads,  and  partly  over  their  faces ;  they  might  be  Brahmuns, 
who  had  been  worshipping  at  the  temple.  The  other  was  a  “  Jogi,” 
or  ascetic,  who,  in  all  his  majesty  of  dirt  and  ashes — his  hair  matted 
and  twisted  about  his  head  like  a  turban,  the  ends  of  a  long  grizzly 
beard  tucked  over  his  ears,  and  naked  to  the  waist — sat  cross-legged 
upon  a  deer’s  skin  before  the  embers,  which  cast  a  dull  and  flicker¬ 
ing  light  upon  his  naked  body. 

,  Occasionally,  with  his  right  hand,  he  took  ashes  from  the  fire  and 
rubbed  them  over  his  broad  hairy  chest  and  sinewy  arms,  and 
occasionally  over  his  face,  telling  his  beads  the  while  with  his  left. 
None  of  the  men  spoke.  Could  they  be  the  persons  of  whom  they 
were  in  search  ? 

“  I  fear  we  are  wrong,  Bulwunt,”  whispered  Fazil,  “  these  must 
be  Brahmuns  with  that  Jogi.” 

‘‘  I  know  of  no  other ,  temple,  Meah,”  returned  Bulwunt ;  “  but 
wait  here,  I  will  go  round  to  the  door  and  question  them.” 

“  Be  careful,  friend ;  I  like  not  the  look  of  the  old  Jogi ;  be  care- 
ful,”  intenupted  Fazil.” 

“Nay,  I  am  not  going  to  quarrel  with- him,”  continued  Bulwunt 
Rao ;  “  but  watch  what  they  do.  You  will  see  all  their  faces  if 
they  turn  to  me.”  And  with  cautious  steps  he  moved  in. 

The  door  of  the  temple  was  in  front.  Bulwunt  had  seen  it  was 
•  partially  opened  when  they  arrived.  Fazil  heard  it  creak  on  its 
hinges  as  Bulwunt  opened  it,  and  saw  him  emerge  from  behind  the 
basement  of  the  temple ;  and  amidst  a  rough  cry  of  “  who  comes  ?  ” 
“  who  art  thou  ?  ”  from  the  three  persons,  walk  slowly  and  firmly 
up  to  the  basement  of  the  verandah,  and  make  the  customary 
reverential  salutation. 

“  Thou  art  a  bold  fellow,”  exclaimed  one  of  the  men  covered 
with  a  sheet,  who  stood  up,  looking  at  Bulwunt  from  head  to  foot, 
“  to  intrude  upon  respectable  people  unbidden.  A  Gosai,  too,  whence 
art  thou?” 

“  I  am  a  poor  disciple  of  Amrut  Geer,  of  Kullianee,  if  ye  know 
the  town,”  answered  Bulwunt,  deferentially ;  “  and  they  call  mo 
Poorungeer.  I  have  come  to  the  city  on  business,  and  have  tra¬ 
velled  far  to-day.  I  often  put  up  here,  and,  as  I  saw  lights,  I  entered, 
in  the  hope  of  shelter  for  the  night.  It  wiH  rain  presently,  and,  with 
your  permission,  I  will  take  a  drink  of  water  and  rest  here.” 

“There  is  plenty  of  water  in  the  well  without,”  returned  the 
man  sulkily ;  “  and  there  are  the  iron  bucket  and  cord — take  them 
and  begone.  There  are  a  thousand  Gosain’s  Mutts  in  Beejapoor, 
why  shouldst  thou  stay  here  ? — begone !  ” 
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“Nay,  be  not  inbospitable,  0  Bawa !  ”  returned  Balwnnt.  “I 
am  weary  and  footsore ;  it  is  a  long  way  to  the  only  Mutt,  I  know, 
,p.nd  it  is  not  safe  for  a  man  alone  to  pass  the  plain  at  night.” 

“  I  tell  thee  begone,”  said  the  Jogi ;  “  there  is  no  room  for  thee 
here  ;  begone,  else  we  will  turn  thee  out.” 

“  Direct  me,  then,  to  a  resting-place,  good  sirs,”  replied  Bulwunt. 
“  I  would  give  no  offence ;  I  pray  ye  be  not  angry.  “  Nay,”  he 
continued,  observing  a  gesture  of  impatience ;  “  behold,  I  am 
gone.  I  would  not  be  unwelcome.  Only  say,  0  Jogi,  what  this 
temple  is  called  ?  ” 

“  This  is  the  temple  of  Toolja  Devi,  and  dedicated  to  the  Holy 
Mother  at  Tooljapoor,”  replied  the  man.  “If  thou  hast  need  to 
visit  it,  come  to-morrow,  and  thou  wilt  see  the  image.  Depart  now, 
or  these  worthy  men  may  be  angry.  Thou  hast  inteiTupted  already 
a  discourse  on  the  mysteries - ” 

“  Which  would  have  benefited  me,  Bawa,  also.  I  shall  not 
forget  their  inhospitality.  Now  I  depart.”  And  saluting  the  Jogi, 
who  lifted  his  hand  to  his  head,  and  staring  fixedly  at  the  others, 
whose  faces  were  plainly  visible  by  the  light  of  the  fire,  which  had 
blazed  up,  Bulwunt  Rao  left  them. 

“  Listen,  Meah,”  whispered  Bulwunt  to  Fazil,  as  he  rejoined  him. 
“  These  are  the  people,  no  doubt ;  there  are  some  holes  in  the  wall 
behind  them,  which  I  saw  when  within ;  come  round  to  them,  we 
shall  see  and  hear  better,  and  can  listen  to  the  old  Jogi’s  discourse 
on  the  mysteries ;  no  doubt  it  will  be  edifying.  The  old  Jogi  is 
some  one,  I  think,  in  disguise,  but  it  is  well  done.  Come,  and  tread 
softly.” 

The  light  tread  of  their  naked  feet  was  not  heard  amidst  the 
rustling  of  the  trees  above ;  and,  as  Bulwunt  had  said,  there  were 
several  holes  in  the  wall  which  enabled  them  to  see  and  hear  per¬ 
fectly,  except  when  the  conversation  was  carried  on  in  the  lowest 
whispers.  They  were,  however,  on  the  highest  side  of  the  court  wall. 

“We  are  right  now,”  whispered  Fazil;  “but  have  the  weapons 
ready  in  case  of  need.  I  like  not  the  Jogi  nor  his  friends.” 

The  inmates  of  the  little  building  were  silent  for  some  time,  and 
one  of  them,  who  had  kept  his  face  concealed,  at  length  lay  down, 
and  drew  his  sheet  over  him.  The  other  two  smoked  at  intervals. 
Now  one,  now  the  other,  lighting  the  rude  cocoa-nut  hooka  with 
embers  fi’om  the  fire  before  them. 

“  Did.st  thou  know  that  lad,  Pahar  Singh — that  Gosai  ?  ”  asked 
his  companion.  “  Methinks  he  was  more  than  he  seemed,  I  know 
most  of  that  old  robber  Amrut  Geer’s  cheylas,  too,  but  not  him ; 
he  may  be  a  new  one  perhaps.  Only  I  wish  I  had  not  seen  him ; 
there  was  an  evil  eye  in  his  head ;  ”  and  the  speaker’s  shoulders 
twitched  as  though  slight  shudder  had  i^assed  through  him. 
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“  Wliat  dost  thou  care  about  evil  eyes,  Maun  Singh  ?  ”  replied 
the  Jogi,  laughing.  “  I  know  not  the  man,  and  why  should  he 
trouble  thee,  brother?  Depend  upon  it  he  was  no  more  than  he 
seemed,  else  why  should  he  have  nimed  Amrut  Geer  of  Tooljapoor  ? 
Why  art  thou  thus  suspicious  ?  ”  And  he  again  applied  himself  to 
the  hooka,  whose  bubbhng  rattle  rang  through  the  building. 

“  Nay,  it  does  not  signify,  only  one  does  not  like  to  be  intruded 
upon,  that’s  all.  I  had  as  well  shut  the  door  of  the  temple,  brother,” 

“  Do  not  bolt  it,”  cried  the  Jogi ;  “  they  will  be  here  soon,”  as 
the  man  went  and  closed  it ;  then  returned,  and  with  another  shrug 
or  shiver,  lay  down,  when  both  relapsed  into  silence. 

“Pahar  Singh!”  whispered  Bulwunt  to  the  young  Khan;  “the 
robber,  murderer,  rebel,  what  you  please.  The  man  after  whom  we 
wandered  so  long  last  year.  Ah,  ’tis  a  rare  plot,  Meah,  if  such  be 
the  instruments.” 

“  Hush  !  ”  said  Fazil ;  “  they  are  speaking  again.  Listen  I  ” 

“  Where  did  you  get  those  papers,  O  Toolsee  Das  ?  ”  asked  Pahar 
Singh  of  the  man  who  had  been  lying  down.  “  What,  hast  thou 
been  asleep  ?  Tell  me  again,  lest  I  make  a  mistake.” 

“Not  I,  please  your  Highness,”  replied  the  person  addressed, 
raising  himself  upon  his  arm ;  “  but  if  you  talk  in  that  gibberish 
language  of  your  country,  what  am  I  to  do  ?  It  is  dull  work 
waiting  when  one’s  eyes  are  heavy  with  sleep,  and  I  am  not  rested 
from  that  fearful  ride.” 

“  Ha,  ha,  ha !  ”  laughed  Pahar  Singh  ;  “  that  ride,  Lalla  !  0 

man !  it  was  but  a  child’s  ride  after  all,  only  forty  coss.  You  will 
be  lively  enough  by-and-by.  Now,  if  you  can  speak  without  lying, 
tell  me  truly,  are  those  papers  genuine  or  not  ?  ” 

“  My  lord,”  rephed  the  Lalla,  sitting  up  ;  “  they  who  come  will 
best  know. that.  If  they  had  not  been  genuine  they  would  not 
have  been  worth  the  stealing,  nor  these  long  journeys,  to  which 
your  servant  is  not  accustomed,  nor  the  risk  of  being  compai’ed 
with  original  documents.  I  told  my  lord  this  before,  and - ” 

“  True,  Lalla,”  said  Pahar  Singh,  interrupting  him ;  “  but  one 
likes  to  hear  a  thing  over  again  when  it  is  pleasant.  Ha,  ha !  when 
it  is  pleasant,  you  know - ” 

“  When  the  honour  of  great  houses  is  at  stake  we  Mutsuddees 
have  to  be  proportion  ably  careful,”  returned  the  Lalla  pompously  ; 
“and  when  your  poor  servant  saw  what  these  wesCj  you  see — my 
consideration  for  the  king — for  this  state — may  it  flourish  a 
thousand  years — was  great,  and  I — I,  ahem — brought  them 
away - ” 

“  You  mean  you  stole  them,  Lalla  ?  Out  with  .the  truth,  good 
fellow.” 

“  Well,  sir,  if  you  don’t  like  my  words.  Ye.s,  I  stole  them,  and  it 
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was  a  blessed  chance  which  has  enabled  me  to  turn  them  to  such  good 
account,”  said  the  Lalla,  smiling  blandly.  “  Excellent  indeed,  my 
lord ;  and  I,”  continued  the  Lalla,  rubbing  his  hands,  “  ha !  ha !  my 
lord,  and  I- - ” 

“  Ha !  ha1*-ha !  ”  responded  Pahar  Singh,  interrupting  him  with 
a  coarse  laugh.  “We  shall  see.  No  blood  in  that  robbery.  Maun 
Singh.  Ours  are  seldom  so  neatly  done,  I  think ;  but  the  Lalla  is  a 
master  of  his  craft.  Well,  and  if  they  are  genuine,  you  will  have  a 
rich  reward.  0,  much  money ;  gold  perhaps,  who  knows  ?  and  half 
is  mine  for  not  cutting  that  lying  coward  throat  of  yours,  or  hanging 
you  like  a  dog,  Lallajee.” 

“Noble  prince,  I  have  not  forgotten  the  agreement,  nor  my  lord’s 
hospitality,”  returned  the  Lalla,  joining  his  hands. 

“  Ah,  that  is  well,”  returned  Pahar  Singh  grimly.  “  One  should 
not  forget  obligations,  and  they  are  only  five  days  old.  By  your 
child’s  head.  Maun  Singh,  he  had  a  narrow  escape,  only  for  the  boy 
and  thee.  Ah,  it  was  rare  fun.  A  coward — a  peculiar  coward! 
He  did  not  think  he  should  live,  and  he  told  us  of  the  papers ;  only 
for  that,  they  would  have  gone  into  the  river  with  his  carcase.  Ah, 
yes  ;  it  was  well  done.  What  if  they  are  false,  O  Lalla,  and  we  have 
been  brought  so  far  in  vain !  O  man,  think  of  that.” 

“Yes,  think  of  that,  Lallajee,”  returned  Maun  Singh,  turning 
himself  lazily  round  to  speak.  “  There  are  few  like  thee  who  are 
made  guests  of,  and  fed  instead  of  becoming  food.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  art 
thou  not  afraid  ?  ” 

“  My  lords,  I  can  say  no  more.  1  have  told  you  all  I  can,  and  the 
rest  is  in  their  hands  who  come,”  said  the  Lalla,  humbly  putting  up 
his  hands  to  his  nose.  In  his  heart,  however,  the  man  was  chuckling 
secretly.  He  thought  those  who  were  to  come  would  be  attended 
by  a  retinue,  and  he  purposed  to  watch  his  opportunity  and  denounce 
the  robber,  who  would  be  seized  on  the  bare  mention  of  his  name ; 
and  when  he,  Toolsee  Das,  should  not  only  get  the  price  of  the  papers, 
but,  he  felt  sure,  be  rewarded  for  having  enticed  so  wary  a  robber 
into  a  trap.  The  Lalla,  therefore,  endured  the  raillery  and  coarse 
abuse  expended  upon  him  with  a  peculiarly  grim  satisfaction. 

“  Yes,  a  cowardly  knave,  by  your  eyes.  Maun  Singh,”  continued 
Pahar  Singh,  while  both  were  laughing  heartily.  “  Ah,  how  he 
begged  for  life  I  And  we  have  fed  him  well  since  too,  though  I  am 
not  sure  that  I  did  right  in  bringing  him  here,  after  all.  I  think  I 
ought  to  have  sent  thee  after  tl^iine  ancestors,  Lalla  1  ” 

“  I  doubt  not,  valiant  sir,  that  your  worship  hath  slain  many  of 
the  King’s  enemies,”  said  the  Lalla,  trembling  in  spite  of  himself, 
but  inwardly  determining  to  show  no  mercy,  “  and  you  are  pleased 
to  be  merry.” 

“  Dog,  if  thou  hast  deceived  me,  and  brought  me  fifty  coss  for 
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nothing,  to  save  thy  miserable  life,”  said  Pahar  Singh,  fiercely,  “  thou 
shalt  not  escape  me  twice.  Hark  !  what  is  that  at  the  door  ?  ”  for 
it  was  now  shaken  violently ;  “  they  are  come.  Maun  Singh.  Re¬ 
member,  Lalla,  I  am  no  Pahar  Singh  now,  or  thou  diest  on  the  spot. 
See  what  I  have  for  thee  here,”  and  he  showed  the  shining  naked 
blade  of  a  sword  concealed  under  the  ashes.  “Enough,  don’t  be 
frightened,  only  be  discreet.  Go,  Maun  Singh,  brother,  open  the 
wicket  quickly,”  for  those  without  again  shook  it  impatiently.  “  Two 
are  to  come,  only  the  two ;  there  might  be  treachery  with  more. 
But  ho,  ho,  ho !  Pahar  Singh  is  a  match  for  ten,  is  he  not  ?  Now, 
see  thou  speakest  the  truths  O  Lalla,”  he  continued  ;  “  and  my  vows 
for  the  temple,  and  the  well,  they  are  not  to  be  forgotten — nor — the 
feeding — five  thousand  Brahmuns.  Forget  not  this  on  thy  life. 
I  am  thy  Gooroo,  teaching  thee  ‘  the  mysteries.’  ” 

These  words  came  from  him,  jerked  out,  as  it  were,  by  morsels, 
during  the  brief  interval  that  elapsed  before  those  he  expected 
arrived ;  and  which  he  employed  in  rubbing  additional  handfuls  of 
ashes  from  the  edges  of  the  fire  upon  his  face,  body,  and  limbs,  so  as 
to  render  his  disguise  more  complete,  and  in  heaping  up  ashes  on 
his  sword,  the  hilt  of  which  lay  towards  him,  ready  for  action.  As 
he  finished,  he  took  a  string  of  wooden  beads  from  his  hair,  and 
settled  himself  on  his  heels,  in  an  attitude  of  austere  devotion ;  for, 
after  a  brief  parley  at  the  gate,  steps  were  heard  advancing,  and  the 
Lalla,  though  his  heart  sank  within  him  at  seeing  only  two  persons 
accompanying  Maun  Singh,  rose  as  they  ascended  the  steps  of  the 
basement,  and  were  clearly  visible  by  the  light  of  the  fire,  which 
Pahar  Singh  had  caused  to  burn  brightly. 

Fazil  Khan’s  heart  beat  fast  as  he  saw  that  one  of  the  persons  who 
ascended  first  was  the  King’s  secretary,  his  most  trustworthy  and 
confidential  servant.  His  handsome,  gi*ave,  Persian  face,  and  long 
grey  beard,  with  the  lameness  he  w^as  known  by,  which  resulted  from 
a  wound,  were  unmistakable.  The  other,  who  had  his  face  partly 
concealed,  and  who  might  be  taken  for  an  ordinary  attendant  to  the 
Secretary,  seemed  nowise  remarkable  ;  but,  as  the  pair  sat  down  be¬ 
fore  him,  and  this  person  removed  one  fold  of  the  scarf  about  his  faccj 
— though  he  kept  his  mouth  and  nose  still  covered,  as  if  to  exclude 
the  night  air — the  large  sad  eyes  of  the  young  King  were  plainly 
visible. 

Fazil  beheld  him  with' an  intensity  of  wondering  interest,  which  it 
is  impossible  to  describe,  and  fairly  panted  with  excitement.  “  If  he 
had  known  whom  he  was  to  meet  here,”  he  thought,  “  he  would  not 
have  exposed  himself  to  this  risk  ;  Alla  and  the  Prophet  have  sent 
us.”  And  as  this  escaped  him,  partly  interjectionally  and  partly  in 
devout  prayer,  the  young  Khan  seemed  to  swell  with  the  conscious¬ 
ness  that  his  King  might  owe  his  safety,  nay,  even  life,  to  them. 
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The  Secretary  was  a  yeteran  soldier,  bnt  he  was  unarmed,  except  a 
small  knife-dagger  in  his  girdle.  Fazd,  therefore,  loosened  his  sword 
in  its  sheath.  “  Be  ready,”  he  whispered  to  his 'companion,  who 
pressed  his  hand  silently,  in  acknowledgment  of  the  caution.  Bul- 
wunt  had  evidently  not  recognized  the  King ;  indeed,  it  was  well 
perhaps  that  he  could  not  see  the  face,  or  have  his  suspicions 
awakened  :  he  might  not  have  preserved  the  same  composure  as  his 
young  master. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

The  silence  was  becoming  oppressive,  though  only  of  a  few  moments’ 
duration,  when  Fazil  observed  the  Jogi  twitch  the  sleeve  of  the 
Lalla’s  garment  as  a  sign  to  begin.  Though  it  had  cost  him  a  pang 
to  think  he  had  no.present  hope  of  securing  the  robber,  Toolsee  Das, 
in  truth,  was  pretty  much  at  his  ease.  The  position  and  rank  of  the 
King’s  secretary  were  unequivocal;  who  the  other  person  might  be, 
he  could  not  conjecture — perhaps  an  assistant,  perhaps  a  son — he 
might  be  either.  There  was  something,  certainly,  in  the  look  of  those 
great  black  eyes,  which  was  uncommon ;  but  they  gave  no  response 
to  the  Lalla’s  rapid  but  curious  investigation  of  them :  they  could 
not  be  fathomed  at  a  glance. 

There  was  nothing  in  the  demeanour  of  either  of  the  persons 
before  him  to  excite  personal  apprehension ;  and  the  Lalla  was  quite 
sure  that  Pahar  Singh  would  not  give  him  up,  or  the  papers  either, 
without  an  equivalent  in  money ;  and  as  he  could  not  have  Pahar 
Singh  te^ien,  it  was  assuring  to  think  that  he  need  not  be  appre¬ 
hended  himself,  for  it  was  quite  certain  that  the  robber  vould  get 
more  for  the  secret  here  than  if  he  and  the  papers  had  been  conveyed 
to  the  Imperial  camp.  There,  a  short  questioning,  and  the  execu¬ 
tioner  would  be  sure ;  and  the  Lalla  shuddered  for  an  instant  at  the 
thought  of  what  would  have  followed.  Here,  as  one  who  could  give 
information  of  the  enemy,  and  who  could  disclose  state  counsels,  to 
what'  might  he  not  aspire  ?  If  the  people  and  their  language  were 
barbarous  in  northern  estimation,  yet  he  had  seen  enough  of  the  city 
to  be  satisfied  of  its  beauty ;  and  were  not  many  of  the  northern 
people  already  settling  among  the  Dekhanies  ? 

Such  thoughts  were  flashing  rapidly  through  the  Lalla’s  mind — 
far  more  rapidly  than  we  can  write  them — when  he  felt  the  sudden 
twitch  we  have  already  mentioned :  he  joined  his  hands  together, 
and  began,  in  a  mincing  accent,  some  of  those  courtly  Persian  phrases 
of  complimentary  welcome,  common  to  the  Mahomedans  of  the  noi*th, 
and  which  we  need  not  repeat.  The  Secretary,  however,  was  not  in 
a  mood  to  endure  them. 
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“  Peace,  Lallajee !  ”  he  said;  “we  are  rougher  people  here  than 
those  from  whom  you  have  brought  these  idle  compliments,  and  you 
can  keep  them  till  you  get  back.  Now  to  bu^ness — do  not  detain 
us.” 

“  Ah,  yes.  My  lord  desired  te  see  some  letters  of  which  I  spoke 
to  him,”  he  replied  ;  “some  that  I  mentioned  yesterday.” 

“  It  is  therefore  that  I  have  come,  and  it  will  be  well  if  they  can 
be  produced.  You  have  higgled  for  them  overmuch,  good  fellow,” 
replied  the  Secretary,  curtly. 

“ Nay,  if  my  lord  regrets,”  said  the  Lalla,  “there  is  Ho  need  to 
press  the  ma^r  further.  Baba  !  ”  he  continued  to  the  pretended 
Jogi,  “thou  canst  bum  them  in  the  fire  there,  only  perhaps  the 
King—” 

“Not  so  fast,  good  sir,”  said  the  Meerza,  speaking  more  blandly. 
“  I  remember  aU  that  has  passed  between  us  and  that  valiant  gentle¬ 
man  yonder,”  and  he  pointed  to  Maun  Singh,  “  and  I  am  willing  to 
perform  my  part  of  the  bargain.  And  is  this*  the  Gooroo  of  whom 
ye  spoke  ?  ” 

“  Sir,  it  is,”  replied  the  Lalla.  “  Aholy  man — one  unused  to  the  ways 
of  the  world,  and  who  travels  from  shrine  to  shrine  in  the  performance 
of  sacred  vows.  Such  were  the  Rishis ;  such  are  those  from  whom  holy 
actions  emanate;  and  such  are  the  virtuous  Jogis^f  the  present  day, 
of  whom  my  Gooroo  is  a  noble  example.  He,  desiring  the  welfare  of 
the  Shah — may  his  splendour  increase,  and  live  for  ever  ! — sent  me  to 
inform  you,  O  fountain  of  eloquence  and  discretion !  that  they  were 
in  existence - ”  Here  the  Jogi  gave  another  twitch  of  interrup¬ 

tion,  and  a  look,  with  a  low  growl,  which  the  Lalla  well  understood, 
and  continued — 

“  You  see,  noble  sirs,  he  hath  already  suffered  the  interruption  of 
his  devotional  abstraction,  and  is  uneasy ;  for  he  never  speaks  unless 
to  bless  his  disciples,  or  removes  his  eyes  from  the  end  of  his  nose :  in 
continuing  which,  and  repeating  to  himself  holy  texts  and  spells  of 
wonderful  power,  he  is  pre-eminent  in  absorption  of  his  faculties.  So 
my  lord  will  excuse  him,  and  will  remember  the  condition  attached 
to  the  perusal  of  the  papers.” 

“  The  gold,  the  gold — the  money  first !  ”  growled  the  Jogi.  “  My 
son,  my  vow,  my  vow !  ” 

“  Noble  sirs,”  continued  the  Lalla  in  a  deprecatory  whine  to  both, 
which  appeared  perfectly  natural,  as  he  looked  from  one  to  the  other, 
with  his  hands  joined,  “  you  must  pardon  him ;  he  is  not  a  man  of 
courts  or  of  the  world,  but  of  temples,  and  holy  shrines,  and  ascetic 
exercises ;  and  some  time  ago  he  made  a  vow  to  build  a  temple  on  a 
spot  where  he  liad  an  ecstatic  vision  of  heaven,  and  to  d%  a  well,  and 
feed  five  thousand  Brahmuns,  and  to  pass  the  remainder  of  his  days 
in  assisting  poor  travellers  and  in  holy  contemplation.  A  holy  man, 
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therefore,  noble  gentlemen,  and  he  is  anxious  about  the  gold,  not  as 
filthy  lucre,  but  for  the  sake  of  the  temple  and  the  well.” 

“  Peace !  ”  interrupted  the  Meerza.  “  What,  in  the  name  of  the 
Shytan,  are  the  well  and  the  temple  to  us?  Let  us  get  up  and 
depart,  Sahib,”  he  said  to  his  companion,  “  they  have  no  papers ; 
this  is  but  a  scheme  to  raise  money.  I  like  them  not,  my  lord,” 
he  added  in  a  whisper,  “  and  bitterly  do  I  regret  having  brought  you 
here  unarmed  and  unattended.  May  God  and  the  Prophet  take  us 
safe  hence !  ” 

The  Lalla  was  not  watching  their  faces  in  vain ;  he  felt  that  he  had 
gone  far  enough ;  and  a  fresh  scowl  from  Pahar  Singh,  which  was 
not  to  be  mistaken :  and  his  action,  as  he  turned  up  a  comer  of  the 
deerskin  on  which  he  sat,  exhibiting  a  small  red^  satin  bag  which 
might  contain  papers,  assured  the  Lalla  that  he  need  not  delay 
longer. 

“Nay,  my  lords,  be  not  impatient,”  he  said  blandly.  “When  was 
— he,  he  ! — business  of  importance  ever  well  done  in  a  hurry  ?  Be¬ 
hold  !  ”  added  the  Lalla,  taking  up  the  bag,  “  here  are  the  papers 
which  the  holy  father  has  kept  safely  for  me  beneath  his  deer’s  hide. 
Have  I  your  permission  to  open  them.  Baba  ?  ” 

“  Open,  and  be  quick,”  was  the  short  answer  of  the  Jogi. 

“  Simply  then,  noble  sirs,”  continued  the  obsequious  Lalla,  taking 
some  Persian  letters  out  of  the  bag,  “  here  they  are ;  and  if  either  of  ye 
know  the  handwriting,  the  signature,  or  the  seals  of  Khan  Mahomed, 
Wuzeer  of  Beejapoor,  he  will,  Inshalla !  be  able  to  recognize  them. 
I  do  not  know  them  myself,  but  that  makes  no  difference ;  they  are 
no  forgeries.  If  you,  my  lord,”  he  added  to  the  Meerza,  “  know  them, 
you  will  find  that  your  poor  servant  has  spoken  the  trath.  Look  at 
them  carefully.” 

The  Meerza  received  the  packet  with  trembling  hands,  but  he  said 
firmly,  “  Thou  knowest  the  penalty  thou  hast  incurred  if  these  be 
forged;  and  if  a  slave  like  thee  shouldst  have  dared  to  question 
falsely  the  honour  of  one  so  exalted  as  the  Wuzeer,  beware !  ” 

“  I  know — I  know,  O  most  exalted  and  worthy  sir  !  ”  replied  the 
Lalla,  humbly  but  confidently  shutting  his  eyes,  folding  his  hands 
upon  his  breast,  and  bowing  his  head  over  them  ;  “  your  worship  told 
me  before  it  would  be  death.  But  it  will  not  be  so.  0  no !  In  your 
poor  slave’s  destiny  is  written  favour  and  advancement  at  your  hand.s, 
and  his  planets  are  in  a  fortunate  conjunction.” 

“  I  would  hang  him  to  the  highest  tree  in  Beejapoor,  to  the  top¬ 
most  branch  of  the  Goruk  Imlee,  to  feed  the  crows  and  kites  for  a 
week.  What  a  rascal  he  is,  Meah !  ”  whispered  Buhvnnt. 

“  Hush,  and  be  ready !  thei'e  is  a  life  on  every  word,”  returned 
Fazil,  hearing  the  King  speak  in  Persian  in  an  under- to  no  to  the 
Meerza. 
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“  There  is  no  escape  from  death/’  he  said  in  a  sad  tone,  “  if  these 
papers  be  not  false.” 

“  Time  !  ”  exclaimed  the  Jogi,  abruptly,  but  whether  it  had  refer¬ 
ence  to  the  Lalla’s  speech  or  the  King’s,  could  not  be  certain.  The 
King  looked  at  liim  suspiciously,  but  the  man  appeared  once  mere 
to  have  relapsed  into  abstraction. 

“  0,  that  I  know,  worthy  sir,”  returned  the  Lalla  carelessly, 
“  we  must  all  die  in  the  end  :  we  are  all  mortal :  what  saith  Saadi  ?  ” 
and  he  quoted  a  verse  from  the  Bostan.  “  I  have  no  fear  of  them, 
noble  gentlemen  !  May  it  please  you  to  look  at  them  first,  and  then 
determine  about  killing  me  afterwards.  He,  he,  he  !  ” 

“  He  does  not  tremble  under  those  eyes,”  whispered  Fazil  to  his 
companion.  “  This  must  be  true.  God  help  them  all !  ” 

“  If  there  be  faith  in  handwriting  and  seals,”  resumed  the  Lalla 
after  a  pause,  “  I  fear  not.  If  these  documents  had  not  been  so 
precious,  why  should  the  asylum  of  the  Avorld,  my  master,  have  kept 
them  so  carefully  in  his  own  writing-case  ?  The  time  is  not  come, 
0  Meerza  !  but  you  will  yet  hear  of  a  reward  having  been  set  upon 
your  poor  slave’s  head.  Be  it  so  ;  I  claim  the  protection  of  Ali 
Adil  Shah  for  the  service  I  now  do  him,  Bismilla !  Open  the 
packet  there,  and  say  Avhether  I  have  death  and  infamy  before  me, 
or  life  and  honour  in  the  King’s  service,  for  there  is  more  at  stake 
in  this  matter  than  my  lord  knows  of.  Bismilla  !  open  it.” 

The  Meerza  held  the  packet  irresolutely,  as  one  who  almost  feared 
a  knowledge  of  its  contents,  and  looked  for  a  moment  to  his  com¬ 
panion — 

“  Bismilla !  ”  said  the  King,  eagerly  speaking  in  Persian,  “  open 
it ;  this  suspense  is  intolerable.  Dost  thou  fear  for  Khan  Mahomed  ? 
art  thou  his  friend  ?  ” 

“  By  your  head  and  eyes,  by  the  King’s  salt,  no,”  answered  the 
other.  “  For  good  or  for  evil,  Bismilla  !  I  open  it,” — and  he  tore 
the  cover  hastily. 

The  heart  of  Fazil  Khan  beat  so  hard  in  his  bosom  that  its  throb- 
bings  seemed  painfully  audible  to  himself,  and  he  almost  fancied  they 
must  be  heard  by  all  inside ;  but  he  \vas  still,  as  was  also  his  companion. 

As  the  wax-cloth  covers  were  withdrawn,  there  appeared  several 
letters  in  the  bundle, — laii-ge,  and  the  paper  covered  Avith  gilding, 
such  as  arc  sent  to  persons  of  the  most  exalted  rank  only.  Eagerly, 
most  eagerly,  did  the  practised  eye  of  the  Secretary  run  over  each 
superscription,  and  each  was  uaraowly  scrutinized.  One  by  one  lu 
passed  them  to  the  King,  and  Fazil  could  sec  that,  whatever  thej? 
Avere,  they  caused  the  deepest  expression  of  interest  in  both  their 
countenances.  Suddenly  the  ^Icerza  came  to  one  Avhich,  having  ex¬ 
amined  even  more  narr*OAYly  than  the  others,  he  passed  on,  Avith  a 
deep  sigh,  to  the  King. 
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It  was  taken  eagerly,  and  at  once  opened  and  read,  while  the 
Lalla  turned  from  one  to  the  other  with  an  intense  expression  of 
curiosity,  fear,  and  hope  blended  together,  marked  on  his  features. 

“  Does  that  Jogi  understand  Persian,  thinkest  thou  ?  ”  asked  the 
King  of  the  Lalla. 

“  Not  a  woi’d,  I  will  answer  for  It  with  my  head,”  returned  the 
man  confidently.  “  How  should  he  ?  ” 

“  And  thyself  ?  ” 

“  Surely,  excellent  sir ;  I  have  long  served  in  the  royal  Dufter, 
else  how  should  I  have  known  what  to  take  and  what  to  leave  ?  ” 
He  spoke  now  in  Persian,  and  the  conversation  continued  in  that 
language. 

“  If  there  were  more,  why  didst  thou  not  take  all,  LaUa  ?  ”  asked 
the  Meerza. 

“All,  Meei’za  Sahib?  that  the  theft  might  be  discovered  before 
I  had  time  to  get  away  ?  Ah,  no,  good  sir !  A  Mutsuddee  may  be 
a  rogue,  but  he  should  have  discretion,”  and  he  quoted  the  Persian 
proverb  to  that  effect ;  “  and  to  all  appearance  the  royal  desk  still 
holds  the  same  packet  which  I  made  up  with  other  papers,  and 
sealed  with  the  private  signet  as  it  was  before.  No ;  the  theft  is  not 
suspected  yet,  unless  that  packet  have  been  opened  by  the  Emperor 
when  I  was  missed - ” 

“And  thou  knowest  the  contents  of  this  letter,  Lalla?”  inquired 
the  King. 

“  I  could  say  them  to  you,  for  I  have  them  by  heart,  noble  sir , 
perhaps  they  are  somewhat  remarkable,  for  when  I  read  them,  I 
thought  Ali  Adil  Shah  would  like  to  hear  them,  so  I  committed 
them  to  memory.  I  will  even  repeat  the  letter  to  you  if  this  worthy 
Meerza  have  no  objection.  I  presume,”  he  continued  to  the  Secre¬ 
tary,  “  that  your  friend  is  in  the  King’s  confidence  as  much  as  your- 
self.” 

“  Surely,”  was  the  reply.  “  I  may  say  that  he  is  more  in  it  than 
I  am  myself,  else  I  had  not  brought  him.” 

“  Enough,”  said  the  Lalla  ;  “  I  am  satisfied.  Now,  open  the  letter 
and  compare  it  with  what  I  repeat.  There  is  no  Alkab.” 

“  True,”  said  the  King,  “  he  has  drawn  a  Mudd  at  the  top.” 

“Proceed  after  the  Mudd,  then,”  continued  the  Lalla,  “the  letter 
runs  thus :  — 

“  It  has  been  the  will  of  the  all-powerful  that  the  forces  of  my  lord, 
the  rider ^of  both  worlds,  should  retire.  Let  not  that  trouble  his  heart. 
By  the  favour  of  the  most  merciful,  matters  will  yet  take  a  prosperous 
course  for  my  lord's  true  interests.  All  here,  vrith  this  poor  suppliant 
for  his  bo^inty,  are  day  and  night  labourmg  in  his  behalf:  and  already 
many,  as  by  the  endorsed  list,  voith  their  adherents,  have  been  gained 
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to  the  true  cause.  Others  demur,  hut  mill  repent;  again,  others  are 
ohstinate,  and  cannot  he  moved,  hut  they  are  not  many.  A  few  months 
more,  and  when  the  season  opens,  the  harvest  will  he  ripie  for  the  gother~ 
i:ig.  Then,  there  ivill  he  no  turning  hack  for  my  lord  from  this  city  ; 
for  its  people,  with  this  poor  servant,  regnicing  to  escape  tyranny,  will  at 
once  turn  to  the  asylum  of  the  two  ivorlds,  and  give  my  lord's  fortunate 
footsteps  a  happy  welcome.  We  are  tired  of  the  false  religion ;  and  as 
to  the  King,  ho  is  hut  yet  a  hoy,  and  has  neither  power,  knovAedge,  nor 
any  friends :  and  are  men  of  venerable  age  to  submit  tamely  to  his  idle 
fancies  ?  Surely  not.  He  can  he  ultimately  provided  for.  For  the 
rest,  my  lord' s  promises  are  undeserved  hy  the  least  of  his  servants,  who 
is  not  fit  to  kiss  his  feet ;  hut  my  lord  can  at  lem^t  rely  that  his 
administration  will  he  carried  on  entirely  in  his  interest,  and  to  his 
honour  and  glory.  What  need  to  write  more  ?  it  would  he  heyond  the 
hounds  of  respect.  May  the  splendour  of  dominion  and  honour  increase! 
The  signature  of  Khan  Mahomed,  Wuzeer  of  Beejapoor." 

“Ay,  what  need  of  more? ’’sighed  the  young  King.  “Enough 
here — enough  to  prove  the  man’s  treachery,  the  least  deserved  that 
ever  the  false  world  saw.  Yet,  Meerza,  there  are  still  many  true  to 
the  King :  there  are  some  suspected  ones  in  the  list  that  we  know 
of,”  he  continued,  his  eye  running  rapidly  over  it,  “  but  Afzool  Khan, 
and  many  of  note,  ai'e  not  here,  and  yet  rumour  has  assailed  them 
also.” 

“  Yes,  they  are  intimates,”  said  the  Secretarv,  “  but  no  more,  I 
think.” 

“  Then  I  have  won  my  reward  and  my  life !  ”  exclaimed  the  Lalla 
anxiously,  in  his  own  tongue. 

“Your  life,  surely,”  rephed  the  Meerza;  “but  for  the  reward,  we 
need  to  make  some  further  scrutiny  into  those  papers  ere  that  can 
be  disbursed :  they  must  be  compared  with  others  in  the  King’s 
possession.  Therefore  I  will  take  them  with  me  to-night,  and  if 
you  will  come  to  me — you  know  my  house — early  to-morrow,  all 
will  be  arranged  to  your  satisfaction.” 

“But,  my  lord — nob^e  sirs,”  cried  the  Lalla,  in  evident  dread, 

“  that  was  no  part  of  the  bargain.  Did  we  not  settle - ”  He 

could  not,  however,  finish  the  sentence  on  axjcount  of  a  rude  and 
decisive  interruption. 

“  I  forbid  it.  I  forbid  one  paper  or  one  of  you  passing  hence  this 
night  till  the  money  is  paid,”  said  the  Jogi,  severely. 

“  And  who  art  thou  ?  "  demanded  the  Meerza,  haughtily.  “  Peace ! 
withdraw ;  this  is  no  place  for  thee,  or  the  like  of  thee.” 

“  Who  am  I  ?  ”  I’etorted  the  ruffian.  “  Who  am  I  ?  One  who 
lias  the  right,  as  he  has  the  poAvei',  to  demand  what  he  seeks.”  And 
as  he  spoke  he  snatcherl  from  beneath  the  heap  of  ashes  before  him 
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the  heavy  sword  ho  had  kept  concealed  there,  which  flashed  brightly 
in  the*  firelight,  and  started  to  his  feet,  as  did  also  his  follower. 
“  Stir  not !  ”  he  exclaimed  to  the  King  and  Secretary,  who  had  been 
too  rmch  startled  by  the  sudden  action  to  rise  with  the  Jogi ;  “stir  not,' 
or  ye  die  on  the  spot !  ”  Drawing  himself  up  to  his  majestic  height, 
Pahar  Singh  langhed  scornfully.  “  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  a  boy  and  a  penman 
against  me!  Ha,  ha,  ha!  put  up  thy  weapon.  Maun  Singh,  there 
is  no  need  of  it,” 

“  Who  art  thou  ?  ”  demanded  the  King,  rising  notwithstanding 
the  threat,  and  returning  the  glance  as  steadily  as  it  was  given. 

“It  concerns  thee  not,”  answered  Pahar  Singh.  “Pay  me  the 
money  promised  on  those  papers — ten  thousand  good  rupees — on 
this  spot,  or  yon  pass  not  hence  alive.  Brother,”  he  added  to  Maun 
Singh,  “  be  ready.  They  have  brought  the  money,  and  we  must  get 
it.” 

It  was  a  moment  of  intense  anxiety  to  Fazil  Khan  and  his  com¬ 
panion.  A  word — a  sound  from  them,  and  the  life  of  the  young 
King  was  gone,  Fazil  could  see  that,  except  a  small  dagger  in  each 
of  their  girdles,  the  King  and  his  Secretary  were  unarmed.  To  rush  to 
them  soon  enough  to  be  of  use,  was  a  thing  impossible  ;  they  would 
be  dead  ere  he  could  strike  a  blow.  There  was  no  absolute  peril, 
however,  as  yet,  and  too  much  at  stake  to  risk  anything.  Pahas 
Singh  appeared  to  have  no  evil  intention;  but,  if  provoked,  it  was 
plain  he  might  do  violence,  and  would  not  hesitate  to  use  his  weapon 
if  rescue  were  attempted. 

The  King  saw  his  danger.  There  was  little  avail  in  temporizing, 
and  his  thought  and  action  were  alike  prompt.  His  own  life  and 
his  friend’s  were  both  at  stake ;  and  what  did  the  money  signify  ? 
Not  a  feather  in  the  balance.  Could  his  attendants,  whom  he  had 
left  at  a  distance,  even  hear  of  his  danger,  he  must  perish  ere  they 
could  approach  him, 

“  Hold  !  ”  he  cried,  “  whoever  thou  art,  Jogi.  If  the  Lalla  says 
thou  art  to  have  the, money,  it  will  be  given.  Our  bargain  was  with 
him.” 

“  And  his  with  me,”  returned  the  man.  “  Give  it  me ;  ”  and  as 
he  spoke  he  advanced  close  to  the  King. 

Ps-y  it  to  him — let  him  have  it,”  cried  the  Lalla  to  the  King, 
“  and  keep  back  your  men  if  you  have  any  with  you,  else  there  ^vil^ 
be  bloodshed.  He  is  desperate,  noble  sirs ;  do  not  provoke  him.” 

“  I  would  do  him  no  harm,”  said  Pahar  Singh  to  the  Secretary, 
“  but  it  is  as  well  to  be  certain  in  case  of  treachery ;  ”  and  he  drew 
a  small  dagger  from  his  girdle  with  his  left  hand,  and  held  it  in  an 
attitude  to  strike  into  the  King.  “  Go,  if  the  money  is  here ;  bring 
it  quickly ;  but  beware  of  any  attempt  to  rescue  him,  or  you  will 
cause  his  death.  You  could  not  reach  me  ere  I  had  struck  hirn  dowm. 
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Go  then,  Meei’za  Sahib,  my  friend  Maun  Singh  v’ll  bring  the  bags  : 
he  is  strong  enough,” 

“  Go,  friend,”  said  the  King,  “  do  as  he  says.  If  the  people  ask 
questions,  say  I  am  safe,  and  will  be  with  them  presently.” 

“  And  leave  thee  with  him !  ”  said  the  Meerza,  anxiously  “  I 
will  not  stir;  there  is  peril,  and  my  place  is  beside  thee.” 

“  There  is  no  peril  if  ye  are  true,”  said  Pahar  Singh;  “much,  if 
ye  are  false.  Go  !  ” 

“  Go,  friend,  I  will  trust  him ;  his  object  is  money,  not  my  poor 
life.  Go  !  I  am  not  afraid  of  him,  nor  he  of  me,”  said  the  King. 

“  How  noble  he  is !  ”  whispered  Fazil  to  his  companion. 

Both  would  have  given  all  they  possessed  to  have  been  by  the 
King’s  side  to  have  struck  down  the  ruffian. 

“  Ay,  Meah,  I  would  we  were  by  his  side,”  returned  Bulwunt. 
“  Who  can  he  be  ?  Whoever  he  may  be,  he  is  indeed  fearless  ;  but 
he  will  not  be  harmed  if  they  bring  the  money.  Hush !  they  may 
speak  again.” 

The  Meerza  turned  silently  to  go,  and  descended  the  step,  accom¬ 
panied  by  Maun  Singh. 

Come,  said  the  latter  to  the  Balia ;  “  help  to  carry  the  bags 
good  man ;  it  will  save  me  another  journey.  Come  !  ” 

The  Lalla  followed,  and  the  two  remained  standing  face  to  face, 
the  young  King  and  the  outlaAv  looking  steadily  at  each  other 

Afraid  of  thee  ?  said  Pahar  Singh  in  a  low  voice,  and  dropping 
the  arm  which  had  held  the  dagger  uplifted.  “Afraid  of  thee? 
Ho,  proud  boy :  he  who  defied  thy  father’s  power  at  its  greatest,  hath 
little  to  fear  from  thine.  Ali  Adil  Shah,  thinkest  thou  that  thi.s 
poor  dif^guise  could  conceal  thee  ?  Yet  thou  art  bold  and  true,  and 
I  rejoiefe  that  I  have  had  proof  of  it,  for  men  told  me  thou  wert  a 
coward — a  boy  of  the  zenana — only  fit  to  herd  with  w^omen.  Now 
thou  hast  met  the  ‘Lion  of  the  Hill’ bravely,”  he  continued,  using  the 
play  on  his  own  name,  “  and  he  will  turn  from  thee  peacefully.  Thy 
life  hath  been  in  my  hand — nay,  is  now  in  it  were  I  to  strike — but  1 
give  it  to  thee  freely ;  promise  me  mine  in  return,  and  swear  by  thy 
father’s  spirit  that,  once  gone  fi-om  this,  thou  wilt  not  turn  back, 
nor  suffer  any  one  of  thy  retinue  to  do  so.”  * 

The  King  started  as  the  man  covertly  declared  his  name,  and  the 
covering  fell  from  his  face. 

“  Thou  Pahar  Singh,  the  Lion  of  Allund  ?  ”  he  said. 

“  Even  so,  monarch,”  returned  the  chief.  “  Ha !  ha !  The  man 
whom  thy  slaves— cowards— tell  thee  they  pursue.  Aha  !  they  dare 
not.  Pahar  Singh  is  monarch  of  his  own  wilds;  no  royal  troops 
dare  to  come  near  them.  But  keep  thine  own  couii.sel,  and  now  listen. 
Thou  mayst  need  me  yet,  and  I  may  do  thee  good  service.  Two 
thousand  good  hearts  and  stout  arms,  such  as  thy  money  cannot  hire, 
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serve  Pahar  Singh.  Swear  to  keep  faith  with  me,  and  I  will  be  true. 
Hadst  thou  been  a  coward,  and  quailed  at  the  sight  of  this  weapon, 
I  should  have  been  tempted  to  slay  thee,  Adil  Khan,  like  a  dog,  for 
never  yet  did  coward  sit  on  the  throne  of  Beejapoor.  For  what  has 
happened,  thou  hast  my  respect.  Enough!  remember  Pahar  Singh, 
and  in  two  days  or  less  I  will  send  thee  more  tidings,  or  come  myself. 
Thou  mayst  kill  the  messenger,  but  he  will  not  tell  of  my  hiding- 
place  ;  and  if  harm  come  to  him,  I  swear  to  thee,  by  the  Lady  of 
Tooljapoor,  my  Holy  Mother,  that  I  will  take  a  life  for  every  hair 
of  his  head,  and  bum  a  hundred  villages.  Now,  silence  1  I  have 
spoken.  Am  1  free  to  go,  scathless  as  thou  art  Thy  hand  upon  it, 
monarch !  ” 

It  was  frankly  given,  and  the  rebel  and  outlaw,  instead  of  taking 
it  rudely,  and  as  if  prompted  suddenly  by  a  kindly  feeling  of  reverence 
for  his  King,  bent  his  head  gently,  touched  it  with  his  forehead,  and 
kissed  it. 

“  Thy  hand  has  touched  my  lips — put  it  upon  my  head,  and  swear 
by  thy  father  not  to  harm  me,”  he  said,  quickly. 

“  I  swear  by  my  father  not  to  harm  thee,  Pahar  Singh :  only  be 
thou  henceforth  faithful  to  thy  King’s  salt,”  he  replied,  as  he  plaeed 
both  his  hands  upon  the  outlaw’s  head. 

“  Enough, ’’returned  Pahar  Singh,  removing  them,  pressing  them 
again  to  his  forehead,  and  kissing  them  reverently  ;  “I  will  be  true 
to  thy  salt,  O  King ;  but  speak  to  no  one  of  me,  and  wait  patiently 
till  I  come — I  may  have  news  for  thee.  A  fakeer’s  rags  and  a  beggar’s 
cry  admit  me  everywhere — ‘  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga  ’* — by  night  or 
by  day,  wherever  thou  art,  in  durbar  or  zenana,  whenever  you  hoar 
it — admit  me,  or  order  me  to  bo  confined,  and  send  for  me — I  shall 
bawl  loudly  enough.  If  I  come  not  in  two  days,  do  not  doubt  me  ; 
^  but  stir  not  in  this  matter  till  I  arrive — it  may  be  very  soon,  I  cannot 
say.  Now  cover  thy  faee;  they  come,”  and  he  resumed  Ms  former 
threatening  attitude. 

The  Meerza,  with  the  two  others,  emerged  from  behind  the  temple 
almost  as  he  spoke,  and  in  a  few  moments  had  ascended  the  stops  of 
the  apartment.  Maun  Singh  drew  a  heavy  bag  from  beneath  the 
scarf  which  was  round  his  shoulders ;  but  the  eye  of  the  robber  at 
once  detected  its  small  size. 

“  Those  are  not  rupees,  Meerza ;  beware  of  treachery  with  me. 
I  have  not  harmed  him,”  he  exclaimed. 

“  No,  it  is  gold,  holy  Baba.  Behold  I  ”  and  he  opened  the  bag, 
ajid  poured  the  contents  carefully  into  a  little  heap  on  the  floor  near 
the  fire.  “There  is  more  than  he  bargained  for,”  he  continued, 
pointing  to  the  Lalla,  “  but  it  does  not  matter  ;  you  are  welcome  to 
it,  for  the  temple  and  the  well.” 

*  “  If  God  give  I  will  tafic,” 
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Enough,”  returned  Pahar  Singh ;  “  I  am  satisfied.  Go,  take 
your  papers,  and  begone  ;  molest  me  no  more.”  And,  sitting  down 
on  his  deer’s  hide,  he  heaped  up  the  gold  coins  carefully  with  his  left 
hand,  while  his  right  still  held  the  sword 

“And  my  reward,  O  Meerza  Sahib!  ”  cried  the  Lalla  eagerly,  as 
he  and  the  King  turned. to  depart:  “thou  wilt  not  abandon  me  to 
him.” 

“It  is  there  with  the  rest,”  answered  the  Secretary;  “LaUajee, 
help  yourself,  we  must  begone.” 

“Nay,  but  I  want  it  not;  only  take  me  away — ^take  me  away. 
I  fear  him,”  cried  the  man,  in  a  piteous  voice,  and  trembling 
violently. 

“  Peace,  fool,”  exclaimed  Pahar  Singh,  rising  and  holding  him 
back  powerfully.  “  Peace,  I  will  settle  with  thee !” 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

For  a  moment  the  natural  presence  of  nnnd  which  Fazil  possessed 
deserted  him,  and  his  brain  seemed  to  reel  under  conflictino- 
thoughts,  and  the  weight  and  importance  of  the  secret  of  which  he 
had  become  possessed.  Should  he  disclose  himself  to  the  King  as 
he  passed  out,  and  urge  him  to  allow  Pahar  Singh  to  be  taken  ? 
The  retinue  which  awaited  the  monarch  would  be  enough  to  sur¬ 
round  the  temple,  and  the  robber’s  capture  or  death  was  certain. 
It  was  a  d^d  to  do  to  prove  his  devotion,  and  the  country  would  be 
free  of  a  bold  and  mischievous  marauder,  who  plundered  it  up  to 
the  gates  of  the  city.  But  the  King’s  promise  to  the  outlaw  was 
for  the  time  sacred,  and  there  was,  perhaps,  further  service  to  be 
done  by  the  ^n,  which  could  not  be  delayed.  As  regards  the 
Wuzeer  and  his  family,  also,  he  must  avow  his  knowledge  of  the 
secret  to  the  Eng,  when  he  might  be  charged  as  his  spy,  and 
so  share  the-Wuzeer’s  fate.  These  thoughts  checked  the  impulse 
which  had  so  nearly  carried  him  on, — it  might  have  been  to 
destruction. 

“  Shall  we  follow  him  ?  shall  we  speak  to  the  King  ?  ”  asked 
Bulwunt  hurriedly,  observing  Fazil’s  irresolution.  “  Say  quickly, 
Meah, — we  have  not  a  moment  to  lose.”  ’ 

“No,  no!  we  are  better  here,”  replied  Fazil.  “The  avowed 
knowledge  of  that  secret  might  chance  to  be  our  death-warrant ;  and 
has  not  the  King  given  him  'kowl  ?  Let  us  watch  still— we’ may 
gather . further  particulars;  but  to  follow  the  King  is  madness. 
Listen !  they  are  speaking.”  Again,  therefore,  they  resumed  their 
respective  positions. 
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A  few  sticks  had  been  thrown  on  the  embers,  and  Maun  Singh 
was  kneeling  down  and  blowing  them  into  a  flame,  which,  bursting 
through  them  in  small  flashes  with  every  breath,  partially  illumined 
the  figures  around  it  and  the  blackened  walls  of  the  apartment. 
Pahar  Singh  sat  with  the  gold  coins  before  him,  counting  them  one 
by  one.  A  large  portion  were  already  laid  on  one  side,  which  ho 
proceeded  to  drop  into  the  bag.  The  expression  of  his  coarse  and 
savage  features  could  now  be  distinctly  seen ;  for  not  only  was  the 
light  from  the  fire  becomiug  steady,  but  he  had  removed  from  his 
original  position,  so  that  he  sat  with  his  face  nearly  full  towards  Fazil, 
though  from  Bulwunt  Rao  he  was  more  concealed  than  before.  It 
was  a  face  which,  once  seen,  could  never  be  forgotten.  Men  saw  it 
and  quailed  before  it :  women  saw  it  and  shuddered :  and  Fazil 
remembered  how  often  old  Goolab,  when  he  was  yet  a  child,  had 
frightened  him  by  the  mention  of  Pahar  Singh :  while  tales  of  his 
occasional  frays  and  bloody  deeds  ■were  of  everyday  report  in  the 
bazar. 

There,  then,  he  sat.  Turban  he  had  none :  his  matted  hair, 
twisted  into  a  rough  rope,  was  tied  in  a  knot  on  the  crown  of  his 
head,  and  covered  with  ashes,  showing  the  high  narrow  forehead — 
on  which,  though  crossed  by  deep  wrinkles,  the  forked  veins, 
swelled  by  his  excitement,  stood  out  like  ridges,  betokening  passions 
wild,  fierce,  and  uncontrollable.  The  eyes,  always  bright,  glittered 
restlessly  and  suspiciously  from  beneath  the  heavy  brows,  to  which, 
and  to  the  lids,  the  white  ashes,  smeared  on  his  face  from  time  to 
time  as  he  sat,  had  adhered ;  and  his  hard  grin  disclosed  the 
prominent  eye-teeth,  which  he  chose  to  call  tusks,  in  allusion  to  his 
name. 

AVhen  we  last  saw  this  face  at  Itga,  it  was  excited,  but  there  was 
a  softening  influence  exercised  by  the  presence  of  his  adopted  son, 
and  Pahar  Singh  was  under  some  restraint.  Now  there  was  none, 
and  it  was  difficult  to  recognize  the  features  at  all  under  his  disguise, 
which  served  to  increase  the  natural  ferocity  of  the  expression. 

His  rough  moustaches,  of  a  sandy-brown  colour  at  the  ends,  min¬ 
gled  with  a  straggling  scanty  beard,  were  usually  parted  in  the  middle, 
and  turned  over  his  cars ;  but,  now,  being  loosened,  they  w'ere  tied  to¬ 
gether  in  a  knot  under  his  chin,  in  the  most  approved  Jogi  fashion. 
His  broad  chest  was  covered  with  grizzled  hair  of  the  same  peculiar 
colour  as  his  beard;  and  his  chin,  originally  fair,  had  become  of  a 
deep  brown,  except  where  it  retained  some  of  its  original  colour. 
His  arms,  which  bad  appeared  so  muscular  when  he  suddenly  started 
up  to  threaten  the  king,  seemed  even  longer  and  more  powerful,  as 
he  sat  stretching  out  one  over  the  blaze,  while  the  fingers  of  the 
other  hand  played  among  the  gold  pieces  before  him.  Pahar  Singh’s 
countenance  was  now  very  repellant.  It  seemed  to  Fazil  that  mercy 


.1  MAHRATTA  TALE. 


lii 


could  never  issue  from  those  pitiless  lips  which,  with  the  full  nostrils 
distending  and  contracting  rapidly  under  the  action  of  feelings  not 
yet  expressed,  produced  an  effect  which  fascinated,  while  it  shocked 
one  unused  to  it. 

“Lallajee,”  he  said,  every  now  and  then  looking  up:  “  O  friend, 
dost  thou  love  gold  ?  See,  thij  is  red  and  pure — ah,  yes,  lovely — and 
so  it  need  be,  coming  out  of  the  King’s  mint  direct.  More  than  ten 
thousand  rupees,  too,  they  said.  Well,  there  are  just  five  hundred 
and  fifty  ashruffees.  That  is — how*  much.  Maun  Singh  ?  thou  art  a 
better  accountant  than  I  am.** 

“  Somewhere  about  eleven  thonsand  rupees,  I  believe,  Maharaj,” 
said  his  follower. 

“  Well,  that  will  do,  Lallajee,”  continued  Pahar  Singh.  “  That  is 
my  share  for  taking  care  of  thee,  thou  knowest,  and  getting  thee  a 
good  market  for  thy  papers.  The  gods  be  praised !  I  vow  ten  of 
these  to  the  Holy  Mother’s  necklace  at  Tooljapoor,”  and  he  took  up 
ten  pieces  of  the  number  that  remained. 

“Nay,  valiant  sir,”  interposed  the  Lalla:  “that  is  your  Excel¬ 
lency’s  share  in  the  bag  yonder.  These  are  mine,  not  half,  as  we 
agi’eed,  but  enough  perhaps  fpr  the  poor  Lalla.  It  wonld  be  no 
merit  for  my  lord  if  he  were  to  give  to  the  goddess - ” 

He  could  not  finish  the  sentence,  whatever  it  might  have  been 
intended  to  mean,  for  the  rude  interruption — “  Ill-begotten  !  ”  cried 
the  robber,  snatching  a  brand  from  the  fire  and  striking  the  Lalla’s 
hand,  which  had  advanced  towards  the  heap, — “  dare  to  touch  the 
gold,  and  thou  diest !  That  for  the  like  of  thee  !  ” 

“  I  am  your  slave,”  whimpered  the  man,  wringing  his  hand ; 
“  but  why  did  my  lord  strike  so  hard  ?  ” 

“  Listen  to  the  coward,  brother,”  said  Pahar  Singh  with  a  sneer ; 
“a  woman  would  not  whine  like  that.  Now,  thy  share.  Maun 
Singh.” 

“  Of.  course,”  said  that  worthy,  “  after  being  dallal  in  the  matter, 
and  putting  my  head  into  jeopardy,  running  after  thafmad  Secretary 
into  the  very  palace — where,  had  any  one  chanced  to  recognize  me, 
I  should  have  been  cut  down  or  speared  like  a  mad  dog — truly, 
considering  the  risk,  and  that  day  and  night’s  ride  to  boot,  mine 
comes  next.  Ah !  thou  art  a  just  man,  O  Jemadar.” 

“Well,  then,  hold  out  thme  hand,  brother,”  returned  Pahar 
Singh,  taking  up  a  few  coins  and  dropping  them  into  his  hand. 
“One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven,  eight.  Good  gold,  good 
gold,  Lallajee !  ”  he  said,  looking  up :  “  but  it  is  of  no  use  giving  it 
to  him :  me  will  only  spend  it  on  women  and  liquor.  Better  I 
should  have  the  rest,  who  can  take  care  of  it,  LaUa,  and  give  it  him 
as  he  needs  it — dost  thou  not  think  so  ?  Yet,  stay,  I  may  as  well 
• — nine,  ten,  that’s  two  hundred  rupees,  brother — enough  for  thee 
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Who  would  have  thought  of  a  bundle  of  old  papers  bringing  so 
many  bright  aslirufEees.  And  after  all,  0  Lalla — by  your  head — 
were  they  true  or  false,  0  mean  thief  ?  ” 

^  “  True ;  I  swear  by  your  head  and  eyes,  by  the  holy  Krishna  and 
his  temple  at  Muttra.  Canst  thou  doubt,  after  what  has  passed,  O 
Jemadar  ?  ”  cried  the  Lalla  earnestly. 

“  Nay,  how  could  I  understand  thy  jabbering  of  Persian  ?  That 
was  no  honest  talk,  Maun  Singh ;  they  meant  to  cheat  us  by  it,  and 
this  slave  joined  in  it.  Twenty-one,  twenty-two,” — he  was  counting 
the  remainder  of  the  gold,  and  dropping  the  coins  into  his  own'bag 
as  he  spoke,  “  twenty-three.  Dost  thou  think,  O  Lalla,  that  I  am  a 
cheating  Mutsuddee,  like  thyself? — twenty-four,  twenty-five. — 
Ill-begotten  clerk,  say — am  I — Pahar  Singh — a  liar  and  a  thief  like 
thyself  ?  ” - 

“  May  I  be  your  sacrifice,  Maharaj,  no,”  cried  the  Lalla,  terrified 
at  his  manner,  and  watching,  with  evident  and  ill-concealed  un¬ 
easiness,  coin  after  coin  disappearing  into  the  bag.  “  Why  should 
my  lord  be  angry  if  I  spoke  in  Persian  ?  ” 

“  Ho,  ho,  thou  art  frightened  again — art  thou  ?  Well,  perhaps 
thou  couldst  not  help  the  Persian,  as  the  letter  had  to  be  read ; 
but  I  understood  it  all  the  time,  0  Lalla,  Thou  couldst  not  have 
cheated  me — listen !  ”  he  continued  in  that  language,  speaking  it 
with  a  broad  Mahratta  accent ;  “  what  part  of  this  sum  dost  thou 
expect  for  thy  share — twenty-six,  twenty-seven.  There  is  yet  much, 

Lalla.  What  sayeth  the  poet  Saadi  ?  Expectation -  No  mattei', 

I  forget  the  verses  we  used  to  learn  at  school.  How  much  ?  ” 

“Nay,  Maharaj,  I  know  not,”  returned  the  man  in  a  bewildered 
manner.  “  My  lord  said  half  would  be  mine,  and  the  Mcerza  told 
us  there  were  more  than  ten  thousand  rupees.” 

“  Good,  0  Lalla,  thou  patron  of  valiant  men  like  me :  but  dost 
thou  expect  it  ?  Five  thousand  rupees  !  dost  thou  think  that  such 
a  .sum  will  come  to  thee  ?  ”  and  his  hand  passed  to  the  hilt  of  his 
sword. 

“  My  lord  !  noble  prince  1  I — T — I,”  stammered  the  now  trembling 
wretch.  “  I — I — mean  the  promise  to  mo.  Nay,  look  not  so, 
Maharaj,”  as  he  observed  the  robber’s  face  distorted  with  suppressed 
rage,  the  veins  of  his  forehead  swelled,  and  white  foam  gathering 
about  the  corners  of  the  mouth.  “  Nay,  look  not  so  angry  !  Behold, 

I  kiss  your  feet :  I  am  a  very  poor  man,  and  a  stranger;  ”  and  he 
joined  his  hands  in  supplication  as  he  rose  from  his  heels  partly  to  a 
kneeling  posture.  “  Would  my  lord  ever  have  known  o*f  the  value  of 
those  papers  hud  I  not  told  it  ?  Would  they  not  have  been  thrown 
away,  scattered  to  the  winds,  if  my  poor  life  had  been  taken  at  Ttga  ?” 

“  My  promise ! — my  promise  to  thee,  0  son  of  a  base  mother  ! 
Didst  thou  not  swear  to  me  they  would  be  worth  thousands  ? — 
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lakhs !  ”  cried  the  rojiber,  raising  his  voice  and  gesticulating 
violently,  as  he  now  took  up  the  gold  pieces  by  handfuls,  and  thrust 
them  into  the  bag.  “A  lakh  of  rupees!  and  here  are  only  a  few 
paltry  coins,  for  which  thou  hast  brought  me  fifty  coss  !  What  will 
Anunt  Geer  of  Kullianee  say  to  this  poor  instalment  on  his  debt  ? 
Thief  I  get  me  the  rest — the  rest  of  the  gold  they  have  put  aside  for 
thee.  Didst  thou  not  promise  a  lakh  ?  ” 

He  had  now  lashed  himself  into  a  fuiy,  which  had  been  his  object 
evidently  from  the  first ;  and  he  struck  the  Lalla  with  his  clenched 
hand  violently  upon  the  head,  so  that  he  fell  backwards,  and  lay 
apparently  stunned  ;  but  it  Avas  only  fear. 

“  He  will  kill  him — not  that  he  does  not  deserve  death,  the  mean 
hound !  ”  said  Fazil  Khan,  hurriedly  to  his  companion.  “  When 
was  Pahar  Singh  ever  known  to  spare  a  victim  ?  What  is  to  b: 
done,  Bulwunt  ?  shall  we  attack  them  ?  ” 

“  Alas,  Meah  I  ”  returned  the  other,  “  what  can  be  done  ? — a 
sound,  a  word,  and  the  man  is  dead.  We  cannot  reach  them  ;  and 
the  door  was  closed  and  barred  when  the  others  went.  Ai  Bhowani  I 
ai  Khundoba  I  ai  Bhugwan  I  save  him  1  O,  that  I  had  brought  my 
gun  Avith  me,  or  even  a  pistol,  Meah ;  but  he  dare  not  kill  him ;  ho 
is  only  frightening  him  out  of  the  money.  Hush,  and  listen  I  ” 

“  Raise  him,  brother,’’  continued  Pahar  Singh  to  his  companion, 
laughing ;  “  we  will  soon  see  whether  this  fear  is  true  or  feigned  ;  oi 
is  the  coAA’ard  soul  really  gone  out  of  his  body  ?  ” 

“Nay,  Jemadar,  but  he  breathes,”  said  Maun  Singh,  raising  the 
Lalla.  “  Speak,  O  Toolsee  Das  !  art  thou  alive  ?  ” 

“  My  lords  I  0  my  lords  I  ”  gasped  the  terrified  wretch ;  “  what 
have  I  done  ?  what  have  I  done  ?  why  am  I  beaten  ?  ” 

“  My  thousands,  I  tell  thee  1  ”  cried  the  robber  hoarsely.  “Wliere 
are  the  papers  that  were  to  bring  me  thousands  ?  Thou  hast  con¬ 
cealed  them  to  sell  to  others.  Liar  !  liar,  and  base-born  coAAmrd,  as 
thou  art  1 -  Enough,  Maun  Singh,”  he  continued,  in  another  lan¬ 

guage,  which  was  not  understood  either  by  Fazil  Khan  or  his 
companion,  and  which  both  often  thought  of  afterwards  ;  “  he  must 
die;  the  goddess  has  sent  him  ;  he  must  die  for  her,  lest  he  lead 
other  men  asti’ay.” 

“Ay,  he  is  good  Bunij,  Jemandar,”  returned  the  man  coolly. 
“Methinks  this  would  have  saved  trouble  long  ago,  and  your 

worship’s  getting  into  a  passion.  We  ate  the  goor  this  morning - ” 

“  Surely,  brother,  but  no  blood.  I  would  not  soil  my  SAvord  with 
carrion  like  him;  and  yours  is  a  certain  hand  with  the  liandker- 
chief.” 

What  words  can  describe  the  terror  of  the  devoted  wretch  ?  He 
could  not  speak  or  cry  out.  Of  Avhat  use  if  he  had  ?  He  kncAV  tlio 
temple  was  far  from  men's  abodes,  and  the  wind  moaned  hoarsely  in 
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the  trees  above,  as  the  branches  swayed  to  and  fro  before  a  brisk 
p;ale  now  rising  with  the  clouds.  He  tried  to  swallow,  bnt  in  vain. 
He  sat  paralysed,  as  it  were,  his  eyes  wandering  vacantly  from  one 
to  the  other,  while  his  lips  were  tightened  into  a  ghastly  simper  of 
fear.  Neither  of  the  men  spoke ;  but  Maun  Singh  was  carelessly 
twisting  a  handkerchief  into  a  peculiar  form,  and  tying  a  knot  at  the 
end  of  it.  “  Thou  wilt  not  feel  it,  Lallajee,”  he  said  jocularly,  but 
in  the  strange  tongue ;  “  my  hand  is  sure,  and  I  am  the  best  Bhuttote 
in  Allund.” 

What  the  Lalla  understood  or  guessed  it  was  impossible  to  conceive ; 
but  Fazil  felt  assured  that  murder  was  to  be  done.  “  By  Alla  and 
his  Prophet !  ”  he  said  to  Bulwunt,  “  come  what  may  of  it,  are  we 
men  to  stand  by  tamely  and  see  foul  murder  committed  before  our 
eyes  ?  Were  the  wretch  a  hundred  times  more  liar  and  coward,  one 
good  blow  should  be  struck  against  that  ruffian.  Ho,  Pahar  Singh ! 
Maun  Singh!”  shouted  the  young  Khan  before  he  could  be  pre¬ 
vented  by  his  companion.  “  Hold !  would  ye  do  murder  ?  ” 

“  Hur,  Hur,  Mahadeo !  ”  cried  his  companion  at  the  same  moment, 
aud  both  rushed  to  the  place  where,  on  the  side  they  had  been 
standing,  the  wall  seemed  the  lowest ;  but  it  was  still  too  high  to  be 
reached  without  a  scramble  over  rough  stones,  which  delayed  them 
longer  than  theydiad  thought.  The  top  once  gained,  they  leaped 
into  the  enclosure  with  drawn  weapons ;  but  as  they  did  so,  Fazil 
saw  one  man  on  the  top  beyond,  another  climbing  up,  aided  by  his 
companion.  For  him  and  Bulwunt  Rao  to  rush  across  the  court  was 
the  act  but  of  an  instant ;  yet  they  were  too  late :  the  Jogi — Pahar 
Singh — had  escaped,  and  his  companion  was  in  the  act  of  dropping 
down,  when,  aided  by  a  bound,  the  well-aimed  weapon  of  the  young 
Khan  reached  him.  Where  or  how  Fazil  Khan  had  w(  unded  the 
robber  he  knew  not ;  but  when  he  examined  his  bright  blade,  there 
was  a  broad  stain  upon  it  which  could  not  be  mistaken.  As  he  looked, 
hesitating  whether  he  should  leap  down  and  follow,  he  could  just 
distinguish  two  figures  dimly,  running  at  desperate  speed  through 
the  trees  across  the  plain,  which  were  quickly  lost  in  the  gloom. 

Bulwunt  Rao  was  at  his  side.  “  Another  moment  and  we  should 
have  had  both:  the  gods  have  protected  them;  and  it  is  of  no  use 
following,  Meah,”  he  said. 

“  No,  no,  they  are  gone,”  returned  Fazil ;  “  it  is  useless  to  follow : 
better  for  us  to  see  after  that  poor  wretch  yonder — the  villains  may 
have  murdered  him,  after  all ;”  and  they  hastened  to  him. 

The  flickering  blaze  was  still  playing  about  the  little  fire,  and 
served  them  with  enough  light  to  distinguish  the  objects  by  it,  dis¬ 
closing,  too,  more  of  the  apartment  or  verandah  than  they  had  yet 
seen ;  and  as  both  entered  the  place  at  the  same  moment,  a  cry  of 
execration  burst  simultaneously  from  them. 
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“The  villains  have  been  too  sure  !  While  we  scrambled  among 
those  stones  they  killed  him.  See,  here  is  an  ugly  gash,  Meah !  ” 
said  Bulwunt  Rao. 

“  That  would  not  kill  him,”  said  Fazil,  stooping  to  raise  up  the 
body — “  and  he  is  quite  Avarm.  I  most  fear  this  cloth  about  his 
neck  ;  but  look  for  some  Avater,  I  AA^ould  not  haA'e  him  die.  So 
noAv — dash  some  in  his  face — his  heart  beats,  too — he  lives,  Bul- 
A\mnt  Rao !  ” 

“  Praise  to  Narayun  !  there  is  at  least  a  chance  for  him,”  cried 
Bulwunt.  “  AAA^ake — arise,  0  Lalla  !  and  fear  not,”  he  continued 
to  the  Avounded  man  ;  “  your  enemies  are  gone,  and  you  are  Avith 
friends  who  can  protect  you.  Here,  drink  some  Avater.  I  am  a 
Hindu  Avbo  give  it ;  and  speak,  O  man  Avith  a  small  liA^er !  ” 

These  cheering  AA'ords,  accompanied  by  a  few  gentle  bloAvs  on  bis 
back,  and  a  little  water  forced  into  his  mouth,  restored  something 
like  consciousness  to  the  Avretch.  He  opened  his  eyes  and  stared 
Avildly  about,  and  into  the  faces  of  those  Avho  stood  over  him :  then 
he  put  his  hand  to  his  throat  as  if  it  hurt  him. 

“  Ay,  I  dare  say,”  continued  Bulwunt — “  I  dare  say  they  hurt  thee 
badly  ;  but  fear  not,  Sree  SAvami  has  sent  you  friends  ;  drink,  and 
it  Avill  do  you  good.  Tut,  man,  you  need  not  be  particular  about 
caste  ;  here  is  my  junAvha,  and  there  is  no  need  to  ask  further. 
That’s  AveU — can  you  speak  ?” 

“Ye  are  not  they,”  said  the  Lalla  huskily,  and  in  a  Ioav  tone. 
“  Friends,  how  came  ye  here  ?  Hai,  Hai ! — alas,  w’here  is  my  gold  ? 
and  AA'here  are  the  robbers  Avho  would  have  killed  me  ?  May  their 
mothers  be  defiled !  ” 

“Perish  the  gold,  meanhearted,”  cried  Fazil;  “Avith  thy  soul 
hovering  betwixt  life  and  death,  is  thy  first  thought  for  thy  gold  ?” 

“  I  Avorship  thy  feet,  brave  Gosai,”  returned  the  Lalla ;  “  but  it  Avas 
all  I  had,  for  which  I  had  risked  much.  Hai,  Hai !  it  is  all  gone  noAv, 
and  I  am  in  a  strange  place  Avithout  a  copper  or  a  friend ;  ”  and  he 
turned  to  the  wall  and  sobbed  bitterly. 

“  It  Avas  a  round  sum  to  lose,  certainly,”  said  Bulwunt ;  “  but  thy 
life  is  safe,  and  thou  hast  only  to  steal  again,  Lallajee !  ” 

“  Better  to  have  died — better  to  have  died,  sirs  !  ”  cried  the  man 
distractedly.  “  When  shall  I  see  so  much  gold  again  ?  Look,  noble 
sirs,  is  all  gone  ?  has  he  taken  all  ?” 

“  It  Avas  here  they  counted  it,”  said  Fazil ;  “  look  about — a  piece  or 
tAyo  may  be  found  ;  or  they  may  have  dropped  some  in  their  flight.” 

BulAATint  blew  a  dry  stick  into  a  blaze,  and  looked  around.  He  aa'us 
fortunate — a  feAV  coins  had  escaped  Pahar  Singh,  which  he  gave  to 
the  Lalla,  Avho  tied  them  up  in  his  Avaistc.’oth. 

“  Look  for  more — look  yonder,  kind  sir ;  and  the  blessings  of  a  poor 
Khayet  be  on  you  both,”  retuimcd  the  Lalla.  “My  eyes  are  dim: 
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alas  !  ”  ho  exclaimed,  as  he  put  his  hand  to  the  back  of  his  neck  and 
felt  blood, — “  I  am  killed — I  am  dying !” 

“Peace,  fool !  ”  cried  Fazil  impatiently,  “a  child  would  have  cut 
deeper :  it  has  been  a  strange  escape.  Give  me  your  scarf — I  will  tie 
up  the  wound.” 

“And  here  is  some  more  money  for  you,  too,  Lallajee,”  said  Bul- 
wunt,  who  had  now  returned,  having  picked  up  seveml  gold  pieces 
in  the  line  which  Pahar  Singh  had  taken  across  the  court,  “  There 
may  be  more,  and  if  you  come  to-morrow  early,  you  may  find  them.” 

“But  no  tv  we  cannot  wait,  Lalla,”  added  Fazil;  “there  is  no 
further  fear  of  your  life.  The  clouds  are  gathering  fast,  and  there 
will  be  rain ;  we  will  see  you  safe  to  a  guard-room,  and  I  Avill  have 
you  cared  for  in  the  morning ;  or  you  can  sleep  here  if  you  like.” 

“  Ah,  leave  me  not,  gentlemen  !  I  am  poor  and  in  great  pain,”  re¬ 
plied  the  man,  “  My  clothes  and  horse  are  a  long  way  from  hence  : 
how  shall  I  get  to  them  ?  Take  me  wnth  you  and  I  shall  live,  else  he 
will  find  me  out  and  kill  me — that  Pahar  Singh.” 

Supporting  the  wounded  man  between  them,  the  two  friends 
unfastened  the  door  of  the  courtyard  and  passed  out.  The  glare  and 
noise  of  the  bazar  seemed  only  at  a  short  distance,  and  knomng  that 
a  strong  "uard  was  placed  at  night  near  the  end  nearest  the  city,  they 
went  to  as  directly  as  they  could.  A  few  questions  were  carelessly 
asked  as  to  the  cause  of  the  wound,  and  as  vaguely  answered.  A 
traveller  found  wounded,  who  had  been  robbed,  was  probably  cause 
enough  to  acount  for  his  condition. 

“We  cannot  delay,  Lalla,”  said  Bulwunt,  in  answer  to  his  cries 
that  one  at  least  woiild  stay  with  him.  “We  have  far  to  go,  and  the 
night  is  passing  fast.  The  clouds,  too,  are  gathering,  and  the  thun¬ 
der  is  growling  in  the  distance.  Hark !  there  will  be  a  storm.  Come, 
Meah,”  he  whispered,  “  we  may  miss  him  whom  we  seek.  See  that 
the  man’s  wounds  are  dressed,  Duffadar,”  he  continued  aloud  to  the 
officer  of  the  guard,  “  and  let  him  sleep  here  ” 


CHAPTER  XXHL 

As  Fazil  parted  from  the  wounded  man,  the  scenes  of  the  night,  the 
horrid  truth  regarding  the  treachery  of  his  friend’s  father,  the  danger 
which  threatened  both,  and  indeed  the  whole  family,  caused  him 
many  an  anxious  thought.  His  worst  suspicions  had  only  been  too 
deeply  verified,  and  even  now  there  arose  some  struggle  between  duty 
and  allegiance  to  his  King,  and  afFection  for  the  Wuzeer’s  familv,  for 
the  sake  of  his  son.  Bulwunt  had  again  avoided  the  principal  street, 
and  they  were  once  more  in  the  open  ground  beyond  the  houses. 
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Fazil  walked  on  rapidly  and  silently ;  but  at  length  the  oppression  o£ 
his  thoughts  found  vent  in  words.  “Let  him  decide,”  he  said  aloud, 
in  allusion  to  his  father ;  “  wisdom <ibides  with  him ;  and  in  a  mailer 
like  this  his  advice  is  precious.” 

“And  what  think  you  of  all  this,  Meah  ?  ”  asked  his  companion, 
for  an  instant  slackening  his  pace ;  “  what  will  the  noble  Khan  Sahib 
say  to  it  ? — not  indeed  that  he  and  the  Wuzeer  are  very  intimate 
friends  either.  I  tell  thee,  were  not  my  heart  turning  to  that  devil 
Tannajee  Maloosray,  I  should  be  lost  in  wonder  at  the  Wuzeer’s  folly.” 

“Even  so,”  said  Fazil,  sighing;  “a  man  in  whom  I  would  have 
placed  confidence  as  in  my  own  fathei’ — one  who  ought  to  bo 
honoured  and  loved  for  his  faith — is  but  a  poor  knave,  after  all,  Bul- 
wunt — not  better  than  that  miserable  Lalla  whom  -we  have  just  left 
— a  thing  for  men  to  spit  upon.  Alas  for  the  world’s  honesty, 
brother !  A  heap  of  gpld,  a  few  empty  titles,  the  smile  of  a  woman, — 
and  power — v/hich  does  but  make  its  possessor  miserable  when  he 
has  gained  it — turns  right  to  wrong,  justice  to  oppression,  virtue  to 
vice,  honesty  to  knavery,  faith  to  treachery.  We  look  for  it  in  the 
highest,  but  it  flies  from  us ;  we  seek  it  in  the  lowest,  and  turn  from 
them  but  too  often  in  despair.  Should  not  one  sigh  at  depravity  like 
this,  which  finds  no  echo  in  one’s  ovm  heart?” 

“  True,  Meah,  and  may  it  long  be  so  with  you,”  returned  his  com¬ 
panion;  “but  your  experience  of  life  is  as  yet  small,  and  as  it 
increases  I  fear  you  will  search  in  vain  for  the  purity  which  your 
own  heart  now  pictures.  Perhaps  it  may  exist  among  women.  Sree 
Swami  knows,  and  you  may  find  it  there.  I  have  not,  Meah ;  but 
in  the  world  abroad,  when  you  have  more  to  do  with  it,  your  sensi¬ 
tive  spirit  will  become  blunted  by  degrees,  and,  though  a  serious 
matter  like  this  will  trouble  it,  you  will  gradually  learn  to  pass  many 
a  broad  lie  or  rogue’s  trick  w^hich  now  vexes  you,  without  notice 
beyond  a  passing  curse  or  a  hasty  blow.  Patience,  Meah  Sahib  !  thou 
hast  much  to  learn  yet ;  would  it  were  good,  and  not  evil !  ” 

“  Ah,  would  it  were,  Bulwunt  Rao  !  Your  experience  is  from  the 
crooked  ways  and  thoughts  of  your  own  people,  of  which  men  make 
proverbs ;  but  for  a  noble  of  the  state  to  betray  his  salt  in  this  base 
manner,  makes  me  sick  at  heart.  But  this  is  no  time,  friend,  to  think 
of  aught  but  the  work  we  have  to  do ;  and  what  more  has  to  come  of 
the  night  we  know  not.  Hark !  the  thunder  growls  again,  and  the 
storm  is  coming  up  fast — we  had  as  well  run  on  to  shelter ;  and  what 
more  may  follow,  Alla  knows  !  ” 

So  saying,  they  hastened  as  rapidly  as  the  rough  ground  and 
increased  darkness  would  admit,  Bulwunt  Rao  guiding  his  young 
master  through  narrow  lanes  and  over  deserted  spaces,  till  they  again 
emerged  into  the  now  nearly  deserted  bazar.  It  was  just  past  mid¬ 
night,  for  the  trumpter  at  the  guard-house,  taking  up  the  signal  from 
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the  fort  gate,  had  blown  a  flourish,  which  was  understood  by  the 
keepers  of  liquor-shops  in  the  quarter.  The  booths  were  still  open, 
as  well  as  those  of  confectioners  and  bhung  or  opium  sellers ;  but  the 
lights  Avere  being  extinguished,  and  the  gi'oups  which  had  been  con¬ 
cealed  within  turned  into  the  street. 

A  wild  company  truly !  Some  staggering  in  the  last  stage  of 
idiotic  drunkenness  from  opium,  others  tossing  their  arms  wildly  in 
the  air,  while  their  obscene  and  fearful  curses  and  imprecations 
mingled  with  the  low  muttering  of  the  thunder,  Avhich  hardly  ceased, 
and  seemed  to  grow  nearer  every  moment.  ]\Iany  forms  lay  pros¬ 
trate  in  the  street — some  sleeping  off  the  fumes  of  drink,  or  groan- 
ing  in  helpless  intoxication ;  and  they  were  often  beset  by  Avomen, 
whose  loosened  hair  and  disordered  garments,  and  the  Avild  leer  of 
their  glistening  eyes,  bespoke  their  depraved  condition.  But,  cast¬ 
ing  those  who  were  most  importunate  violently  aside,  they  at  length 
gained  the  temple,  which  was  close  to  the  drinking-shop  we  have  be¬ 
fore  mentioned,  and  paused  for  a  moment  near  the  gate,  Avhich  was 
now  shut,  while  all  was  silent  within. 

“Let  me  look  over  thee,  Meah,”  said  his  companion,  “as  aa’^c  have 
a  little  light,  and  are  free  from  those  drunken  AAu-etches.  Dost  thou 
knoAV,  Meah,  I  have  been  like  them  sometimes,  1  fear;  but  this  sic'ht 
sickens  and  sobers  me.”  ° 

God  grant  it,  friend,  it  is  the  only  thing  I  have  ever  feared  in 
you,”  he  replied  Avarmly. 

“Yes,  it  will  do,”  continued  BulAVunt ;  “the  disguise  is  complete. 
So — the  chin  scarf  a  little  more  over  the  end  of  the  nose :  there — no 
one  Avould  ever  suspect  you.  Noav,  1  have  a  plan  in  my  head,  Avhich 
thou  Avilt  say  could  only  come  of  a  Mahratta’s  brain— crooked  and 

^  ^^iok,  from  bazar  gossip,  that  Tannajoe  and 
1  ahai  Singh  are  one,  and  that  they  have  met  at  Tooljapoor  at  the 
temple,  or  at  that  old  villain  Bussunt  Geer’s,  at  whose  Mutt  Tanna- 
jee  s  people  put  up,^  or  that  they  have  corresponded  AA’ith  each  other 
through  him.  It  is  not  very  long  since  I  was  there — about  tAvo 
months  ago,  Meah.  They  Avere  very  busy — so  much  so  that  the  old 
fox  Avould  hardly  let  me  stay ;  but  I  AA’^as  certain  there  AV'as  something 
going  on ;  and  noAV  I  have  seen  Pahar  Singh,  I  am  sure  he  came  one 
day  and  held  counsel  AAdth  the  old  Gosai.  Now,  if  Tannajee  has  not 
been  there— as  I  Avill  find  out,  if  possible— I  can  personate  Poorun 
Geer,  the  disciple  of  Bussunt  Geer,  and  we  may  find  out  more  of  this 
plot.  But  be  thou  silent~a  voav  of  silence  for  a  year.  I  dread  thy 
courtly  speech  breaking  out  even  of  our  rough  Mahratta  tongue  or  a 
Alussulmani  oath.  Trust  to  me,  Meah :  I  Avill  not  fail  thee  if  Ave 
meet  this  felloAv !  ” 

“I  Avonld  we  had  brought  the  guard  Avith  us,  Bulwunt,”  said  Fazil. 

‘  (Tiiard!  ”  said  his  companion,  laughing.  “Look,  there  are  his 
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sentinels.  That  fellow,”  pointing  to  a  fignre  seated  at  a  little  distance 
on  the  ground,  muffled  in  a  black  blanket,  and  hardly  to  be  distin¬ 
guished  from  an  animal  or  a  stone,  “  is  one.  I  saw  him  shift  his 
position  so  as  to  watch  us ;  and  I  see  three  others  in  diffei’ent  direc¬ 
tions,  !Meah;  one  will  cough,  or  sneeze,  or  make  some  signal  when 
we  move — and  there  is  old  Rama  in  the  doorway,  listening.  Guard, 
Meah  !  no,  no ;  we  may  kill  Tannajee  if  wo  are  lucky,  but  were  a 
guard  to  approach,  he  would  be  off  into  the  deserted  ground  at  the 
back,  and  who  could  find  him  ?  Now,  come  ;  and  may  the  gods 
protect  us !  ” 

It  was  but  a  few  steps.  As  they  moved  past,  a  low  cough  proceeded 
from  the  sitting  figure  on  the  watch,  and  a  light  streamed  from  the 
doorway  as  the  publican,  Rama,  moved  in. 

“Did  you  see  that?”  whispered  Bulwunt — “is  it  not  as  I  told 
you  ?  Keep  your  sword  ready,  Meah ;  but  be  not  hasty,  whatever 
you  may  see  or  hear.” 

So  saying,  they  stepped  into  the  vestibule  of  the  shop — an  open 
space,  around  which  were  benches  of  raised  earth  or  brick,  neatly 
plastered  over.  A  counter  with  some  brass  measures  and  a  large 
copper  vase,  brightly  polished,  containing  spirit,  stood  at  one  side, 
and  a  lamp  burned  in  a  niche. 

Bulwunt  took  one  of  the  brass  drinking-cups  and  rattled  it  against 
another  as  a  signal ;  for,  as  he  supposed,  the  owner  of  the  place  had 
gone  to  an  inside  apartment.  As  he  came  forth,  Bulwunt  accosted 
him,  and  requested  two  hookas  to  be  filled — one  with  tobacco,  the 
other  with  ganja,  and  was  advancing  to  the  inner  apartment  when 
the  man  stopped  him. 

“  There  are  no  hookas  to  be  had  here  to-night ;  it  is  past  the  hour, 
Babajee,”  he  said,  “and  I  am  out  of  ganja  till  to-morrow.  Nor  can  ' 
you  go  in  there,  for  the  place  is  engaged ;  and  they  who  are  -within 
will  not  brook  being  disturbed.” 

“Ha!  then  there  is  play  going  on,  Rama;  and  that  is  what  we 
came  for  —a  new  hand  is  always  welcome.  Go  and  tell  them  there  are 
two  gentlemen  without  who  would  join.” 

“Play?  No,  truly,”  cried  the  man — “they  have  other  work  to 
do.  But  go  your  way,  both  of  ye,  for  I  cannot  admit  either  of  you 
at  this  time  of  night,  and  have  no  hookas  for  you  to  smoke.  Begone ; 
there  are  plenty  of  mudnd  khanas  in  the  street  besides  mine,  where 
you  can  get  all  you  want.  Begone,  ere  the  rain  increases.” 

“  Nay,  be  not  inhospitable,  good  fellow,”  returned  Bulwunt,  sooth¬ 
ingly  ;  “and  here  is  a  trifle  for  thee — even  for  shelter.  Hark  to  the 
thunder !  ”  And  as  he  spoke,  another  blinding  flash  of  lightning 
illumined  the  interior  of  the  shop,  while  a  crashing  peal  of  thunder 
followed  hard  upon  it.  “  We  shall  have  more  of  that,  Rama  ;  and  as 
to  stirring  out  in  the  rain,” — for  it  had  come  plashing  down  with  the 
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thunder — “whose  dog  am  I  that  I  should  go  out  in  it — I  or  my 
brother  either  ?  ,  Is  this  a  night  to  turn  two  votaries  of  Sree  Mahadeo 
into  the  streets — strangers,  too,  who  know  no  other  place  of  shelter? 
And  were  we  not  told  to  come  to  Eama’s  shop  near  the  temple  ?  ” 
he  added  to  Fazil ;  who,  sitting  down,  nodded  assent,  and  followed 
his  example. 

“  There  is  a  Gosai’s  Mutt  hard  by,  round  the  corner,”  returned  the 
man  doggedly,  “  and  a  temple  of  Bhowanraway  yonder,  in  the  plain 
at  the  back,  among  the  tamarind  ti’ees.  You  will  find  your  brethren 
in  one,  and  shelter  and  water  in  the  other,  if  ye  need  them.  Begone, 
and  trouble  me  no  more.  Get  up  :  why  sit  ye  there  unbidden  ? 
Get  up !  ” 

“Get  up  and  go  to  a  Mutt,  indeed!  ”  retorted  Bul^vunt,  who  did 
not  move,  but,  on  the  contrary,  settled  himself  more  determinedly 
and  doggedly  upon  a  seat.  “  Not  I — in  this  rain  I  How,  brother  ?  ” 
he  added  to  Fazil,  “  shall  we  attempt  to  enter  the  Mutt  at  night 
thi-ough  barred  doors  ? — be  taken  for  thieves,  and  be  fired  upon  for 
our  pains,  perhaps  ?  ”  Fazil  shook  his  head.  “  No  :  we  were  told  to 
come  here  to  Rama’s — is  thy  name  Rama,  friend  ? — and  here  we  are.” 

“  Who  told  ye  to  come  here  ?  ”  asked  the  kuUal. 

“  It  concerns  thee  not,  good  man,”  replied  Bulwunt,  “  unless  they 
call  you  Rama.” 

“  That  is  my  name ;  and  what  is  your  business  with  me  ?  ”  he  re¬ 
turned  sulkily. 

“  That  you  will  know  by-and-by,”  replied  Bulwunt.  “  Meanwhile, 
as  to  the  Mutt  and  the  temple,  who  knows  whether  there  is  either  the 
one  or  the  other ;  and  who  can  go  to  look  in  this  storm  ?  'Where¬ 
fore,  worthy  sir,”  he  continued  to  the  keeper  of  the  place,  “we  are 
very  comfortable,  and  intend  to  remain.  We  are  not  beasts  to  be 
turned  out  in  rain  like  this.  So,  kindly  bring  the  hoOkas,  and  when 
Ave  have  smoked  we  will  rest  after  our  long  travel  to-day.  As  to 
those  here  before  us,  we  are  not  likely  to  molest  them  ;  and  if  they 
do  not  let  us  alone,  we  have  weapons,  and  can  defend  ourselves. 
Therefore,  be  reasonable.”  Bulwunt  spoke  loudly,  that  he  might  be 
heard  by  the  men  within. 

“  WTaat  noise  is  that  ?”  suddenly  asked  a  strange  voice  from  be¬ 
hind  a  partition  close  to  which  they  were  sitting.  “  Did  I  not  tell 
thee,  Rama,  to  admit  no  one  ?  ” 

^ “May  I  be  your  sacrifice,  Rao  Sahib,”  returned  the  kullal,  joining 
his  hands  together,  and  advancing  to  the  door  of  the  room,  “your 
slaA’^e  desired  these  two  Gosais  to  depart  civilly,  but  they  will  not 
move ;  they  say  they  were  told  to  come  here,  and  ask  for  hookas. 
Y/hen  I  told  them  to  be  gone,  one  felloAV  talked  about  his  weapons, 
and  I  believe  they  are  drunk.” 

“About  weapons,  did  he,  Rama?  and  who  ai’t  thou,  mad  youth. 
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who  venturest  here  into  the  privacy  of  gentleiacn  ?  "  said  a  tall 
•  man,  who  now  advanced  from  behind  the  pariition  with  a  swoi-d  in 
his  left  hand,  while,  observing  that  Bulwunt  Kao  and  Fazil  avcvo 
armed,  his  right  hand  passed  to  his  sword-hilt,  and  rested  there, 
with  a  determined  action. 

How  the  stern  tones  of  his  voice  thrilled  to  the  heart  of  Balwnnt 
Kao,  as  he  listened  to  them  after  an  interval  of  many  years.  When 
he  last  heard  them  he  was  a  mei’e  yonth.  Sludeks  of  v.'omen  were 
ringing  in  his  ears,  and  his  enemy’s  fierce  commands  to  kill  and 
spare  none — hmaded  shouts,  and  the  clash  of  steel.  As  he  stood,  the 
past  recurred  to  Buhvunt  Kao  so  vividly  that,  though  years  had 
intervened,  it  seemed  only  as  if  that  night  had  gone,  and  morning 
had  succeeded.  There  couJd  be  no  doubt  he  was  in  Maloosray’s 
presence.  Tlie  same  grave,  determined  manner — tlie  same  larg*. 
black  eye — as  the  proverb  about  him  said,  “  Grentle  as  a  fawn’s,  oi’ 
fierce  as  a  tiger’s — the  same  deep-toned  voice.  Time  had  hardly 
tinged  his  whiskers  and  moustaches  with  grey,  but  his  face  was 
weather-beaten  and  seared,  as  it  were,  by  the  sun,  and  his  large  bony 
frame  more  developed,  than  when  they  had  last  met — the  boy  and 
the  cruel  fiery  youth.  The  light  from  a  rude  lamp  in  a.  niche  of  the 
wall  thi’ew  a  strong  glare  upon  his  face,  which  he  did  not  seek  to 
evade ;  while  the  features  of  Bulwunt  Kao  and  his  companion  were 
in  a  gi’eat  measm’e  concealed  by  the  shadow  thro^vn  upon  them  in  the 
corner  where  they  sat. 

“  A  poor  Grosai,”  answered  Bulwunt  in  the  Mahratta  tongue,  but 
in  a  tone  as  haughty  as  that  in  which  he  had  been  addressed,  “  who, 
with  his  brother,  has  sought  shelter  here  and  refreshment.  Why 
shouldst  thou  interfere  ?  ” 

“  Ha !  a  proud  speech,  young  sir ;  and  your  companion,  ,rhy  does 
he  not  answer?"  returned  Maloosray. 

“  He  has  a  vow  of  silence  for  a  year,  made  at  the  shrine  of  our 
Mother  of  Tooljapoor,”  returned  Bulwunt,  doggedly. 

“Enough,”  cried  Maloosray,  “begone  in  her  name!  There  is  a 
temple  of  hers  a  gunshot  from  hence;  begone  to  it.” 

“We  must  know  who  it  is  that  has  the  power  to  send  us  hence  ere 
we  stir  foot  to  depart,”  retorted  Bulwunt,  rising,  and  raising  his  really 
fine  figure  to  its  full  height ;  and  as  Fazil  Khan  followed  his  example, 
both  were  ready  to  meet  any  sudden  assault.  ‘  Who  dares,  I  say, 
send  us  out  in  such  rain  ?  Are  we  men  or  dogs,  to  be  put  out  with 
insult  from  a  public  place  in  such  weather  ?  ” 

Tannajee’s  sword  was  drawn  in  an  instant,  and  flashed  brightly 
in  the  flickering  glare  of  the  lamp.  Tbe  others  were  ns  rapidlV 
unsbeathcd ;  but  both  pai’ties  stood  on  the  defensive, — neither  struck^ 

“hor  the  lovo  of  Alahadco,  for  tlie  love  of  Bhowani,  by  your 
lathers’  heads  I  no  blood-shed dmg  here,  good  sirs!  ”  cried  the  keeper 
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of  the  house  implor. .iglj,  passing  between  tlicin,  and  slrclching  out 
his  hands  dcprecatingly  to  each  in  turn.  “  I  shall  be  ruinc-d  !  lined  ! 
— they  will  hang  mo  !  Hobl !  there  will  be  blood  shed.  Help ! 
help!”  he  shrieked  in  a  frantic  manner,  seeing  Tannajce  advance 
a  step. 

Hearing  his  cries  and  the  altercation,  two  men  rushed  from  tb.c 
inner  apartment  with  drawn  weapons,  and  woeild  have  attacked  the 
others  at  once,  but  Tanuajec  withheld  them. 

“  Peace  1  ”  he  cried ;  “  put  down  your  weapons,  friends.  Peace, 
bold  youth!”  he  continued  to  Bulwiint  Rao  ;  “you  have  I’un  a 
fearful  risk  unmoved,  Avhich  you  do  not  know  of.  Who  arc  you  ?  ” 
he  asked  rapidly. 

“A  Gosai :  I  have  said  it  already,”  replied  the  other. 

“  A  disciple  of  what  teacher  ?  ” 

“  How  are  you  to  know,  even  if  I  tell  it  truly,  who  my  Gooroo 
is  ?  ”  returned  Bulwuut.  “  Is  Bussunt  Geer  of  Tooljapoor  knoAvn 
to  you  ?  ” 

“  Ha !  Bussunt  Geer  of  Tooljapoor  ?  but  his  cheyla  is  Poorun 
Geer,  not  thou  ?  ” 

“  Maharaj,  it  is  true  ;  but  I  am  the  younger.  Poomn  Geer  stays 
with  the  Gooroo.”  * 

“  And  your  name  ?  ” 

“  As-Gecr.” 

“  When  we^e  you  made  a  cheyla  ?  ” 

“About  a  year  ago;  and  I  was  at  Bhaga  Nugger  and  Golconda 
till  lately ;  in  the  house  there.” 

“  And  what  has  brought  you  here  ?  ” 

“  I  do  not  answer  ejuestions  except  upon  the  Gooroo’s  business,” 
replied  Bulwunt  haughtily. 

“  Good,  thou  art  discreet,  0  Babajee  !  And  thy  Companion  ?  ” 

“He  is  a  novitiate  under  a  vow  of  silence  for  a  year.” 

“  Good.  Let  there  be  peace  bctvv'ecn  us  for  a  while,  till  I  prove 
thee  true  or  false.” 

Bulwunt  was  about  to  make  a  passionate  reply,  when  the  implor¬ 
ing  look  of  Basil  met  his  eve.  It  seemed  to  sav,  Go  on  with  this 
deception  ;  and,  after  a  moment's  thought,  Bulw  unt  Rao  deter¬ 
mined  to  do  so,  and  to  refrain  from  violence  so  long  as  it  suited  his 
purjiose.  Ready  himself  to  strike  if  needful,  he  might  be  able  to 
throw  Tannajee  oR’  his  guard. 

“  Li.-iteu,”  contipued  Tannajee  ;  “  by  one  (piestion  I  shall  know 
if  thou  art  true  or  false.  If  true,  well  for  thee.  Baba;  if  false,  by 
the  holy  ‘  Mata  !  ’  liadst  thou  ten  men’s  lives,  and  ten  others  to  back 
thee,  ihou  slionlilst  ilie  like  a  dog.” 

••  'I’liat^  is  easier  to  say  than  to  do,”  returned  Bulwunt  in  a  coii- 
teuiptui.)u.s  tune,  “i  laive  seen  enough  of  bullies  at  Bhaga  Xugger 
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to  fear  big  words.  But  speak;  if  I  can  answer  jour  question, 
■\v{'ll ;  if  not,  what  is  in  my  hand  may  reply  to  anything  further.” 

IMaloosray  laughed  aloud — a  short  bitter  laugh,  Tery  gi’ating  to 
hear.  “  How  much  ganja  hast  thou  smoked,  O  Baba?”  he  asked 
with  a  sneer;  “  but  stay,  this  is  folly.  If  thou  art  Poorun  Geer’s 
clieyla,  thou  knovrest  Pahar  Singh  ?  ” 

“  What  Pahar  Singli  ? — him  of  Itga  ?  ” 

“  The  same :  we  call  him  of  Allund.” 

“  The  Hazaree?  ” 

— Hazaree,  robber,  Gosai,  murderer,  if  thou  wilt.  If  he  is 
known  to  thee,  why  ask?  By  Khundoba!  I  distrust  this  fellow,” 
he  added  to  the  two  others,  who  closed  up  to  him;  “avIij  did  he 

“  I  knov.'  him,”  said  Bijlwunt  doggedly,  “he  is  here  ” 

“Where?” 


“  Ho  Avas  in  the  tcmide  of  Bhowani  behind  there  less  than  half  an 
hour  ago,  for  I  spoke  to  him.” 

“  Thou  ?  Avhy  ?  ” 

“  I  had  a  message  from  the  Gooroo  for  him.” 

“And  where  is  he  iioav?  ” 

iSay,  how  should  I  know?  I  saw  him  there  with  one  Maun 
onigh,  and  another,  Avhom  I  knoAv  not.” 

Strange  that  he  should  not  have  come,”  continued  Maloosray 
after  a  pause.  “  Ai-t  thou  sure  of  the  man  ?  ”  "  ’ 

As  sure  as  that  — ”  Bulwunt  had  neai’ly  spoken  his  advei’- 
saiy  s  name,  but  a  twitch  from  Fazil  checked  him.  “  As  sure  as 
that  I  see  thee,  0  Maharaj.” 

“  And  who  am  I  ?  ” 

Nay,  I  know  not,  nor  care.  I\Iy  message  was  to  Pahar  Sinn-h 
and  it  -was  delivered.  I  ivas  told  to  come  here  to  meet  some  others  • 
je  may  be  they.  Pahar  Singh  may  be  yet  at  the  temple,”  observed 
mlwunt,  Avho  trusted  to  his  ingenuity  to  get  rid  of  one  of  the  men. 

\Vhy  not  send  for  him  ?  ” 

“A  good  thought,”  said  Maloosray ;  “go  at  once,  Abaiee,”  ho 
observed  to  the  smaller  of  tlie  two  men.  “  Here  is  my  blanket— ti  c 
lain  A\ill  not  signify,  and  take  one  of  the  men  ivith  you.” 

And  bring  Pahar  Singh  here,  Maharaj?”  asked  the  mat 
sheathing  his  sword,  and  turning  to  look  for  his  shoes,  which  were 
nciir  a  door  they  had  not  obsciwed. 

Tes.  Tell  kim  I  am  here  with  Bussunt  Geer’s  cheyla,  and  that 
there  is  no  fear.  If  he  be  gone,  come  away  ;  we  will  await  vou.” 

As  .Maloosray  turned  slightly  to  speak  the  last  Avords,  a^look  of 
intelligence  passed  between  Pa.-^.il  and  Bulwunt;  but  thoiuri,  the 
cods  against  them  luul  been  Avithdrawn,  Maloosray’s  suspiciems  hud 
ogpaitnt  \  not  lelaxed  in  the  least,  for  he  stood,  his  Aveajion  ready 
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for  action,  and  hia  ahield  advanced  before  bia  body,  so  that  Bolwnnt 
bad  aa  yet  no  opportunity  to  strike  as  be  desired.  His  account  of 
himself  was  plausible  enough,  but  it  did  not  apparently  satisfy  the 
wily  Mabratta. 

“  And  Pabar  Singh  was  there.  Baba  ?  ”  be  asked ;  “  know  you  for 
certain  ?  What  message  bad  you  to  him  ?  ” 

“Nay,  it  was  easy  enough,  Mabaraj,”  returned  Bulwunt;  “all  be 
told  me  was,  to  meet  Pabar  Singh  at  the  temple  of  Bbowani,  near 
the  kullal’s  quarter,  this  night,  and  afterwards  to  come  to  Rama’s 
shop  near  the  temple,  where  I  should  find  some  Mabrattas  who 
would  give  me  a  message.  I  have  reached  Beejapoor  in  four  days, 
and  must  return  to-morrow.  If  you  are  the  person  I  was  to  meet 
here,  tell  me  what  I  am  to  say,  and  I  will  go  ;  for  we  need  a 
lodging  for  the  night,  and  our  horses  are  in  the  city.” 

“  Where  ?  ”  asked  Maloosray. 

“  At  the  Taj  Bowree  •,*  but  I  shall  be  away  by  early  daum.” 

“  But  the  fort  gate  will  be  shut.  Baba.” 

“  I  have  a  friend  at  the  wicket  who  will  let  us  in.  Do  not  fear 
for  that,  l\Iabaraj !  ”  replied  Bulwunt  confidently. 

Maloosray  thought  for-  a  moment.  “It  must  be  true,”  he  added. 
“Now,  Baba,  Hsten;  if  I  trust  thee,  couldst  thou  help  the  cause 
Bussunt  Geer  has  at  heart?” 

“  I  will  be  faithful  to  him ;  is  he  not  my  Gooroo?” 

“And  thy  companion?” 

“  Surely,  as  myself.  We  are  one.” 

“  Then  listen,”  said  Maloosray,  for  once  thrown  off  his  guai'd, 
and  now  leaning  upon  his  sword.  “  I  believe  this  tale  could  not 
have  been  invented,  for  no  one  knows,  but  the  Gooroo,  why  Pabar 
Singh  would  venture  to  Beejapoor,  and  what  need  he  had  to  bring 
me  here.  I  do  not  care  to  see  Pabar  Singh,  who  is  a  stupid  ruffian; 
but  if  thou  wilt  deliver  my  message  to  Bussunt  Geer  in  four  days, 
it  may  save  trouble  to  many  people,  and  help  what  wo  have  in 
hand.  Tell  him  if  he  can  get  the  Lalla’s  papers,  to  keep  them ;  if 
Pabar  Singh  has  them,  to  make  him  keep  them  till  Khan  Mahomed 
can  redeem  them.  They  will  be  worth  thousands — lakhs,  perhaps,  if 
they  are  what  I  think.  Tell  the  Gooroo  that  Sivaji  Bhoslay  will 
not  bo  unmindful  of  his  erre  in  this  matter;  say  also  tliat  Pabar 
Singh  has  disappointed  n  j,  and  it  is  better  the  message  went 
thi’ough  thee ;  for  who  can  trust  one  who  has  a  double  face,  and 
who  is  with  the  King  to-day,  Sivaji  the  next,  Alumgeer  the  d  vy 
after — fickle  and  covetous,  looking  only  after  gold.  Y(i,  if  he 
please  to  race  t  me,  ho  knows  the  place  and  the  time.  IIu.st  thou 
comprehended  all  this  ?” 

*  Tho  Royal  well,  which  ia  sarronnded  by  cloisters  and  rooms,  where  tra- 
rollers  still  put  np. 
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“  Fully !  but  tby  name  ?  Thou,  mayst  be  an  impostor.  Whom 
shall  I  tell  him  I  met  at  this  place,  and  whose  message  am  I  to 
believe  ?  ” 

“  He  did  not  tell  thee  ?  He  was  afraid,  perhaps,  my  name  should 
he  heard  in  Beejapoor ;  but  I  laugh  at  such  precautions.  Say  that 
the  servant  of  Sivaji  Bhoslay — one  Tannajee  Maloosray — bids  thee 
say  what  I  have  told  thee.” 

“  Tannajee - ” 

“Ay!  Tannajee  Maloosray.  If  thou  art  from  Poona  thou  mayst 
chance  to  have  heard  of  it.” 

“  Maloosray  of  Rohela  ?  ” 

“  The  same  ;  there  is  no  other  Tannajee  Maloosray  living - ” 

“And  I,  villain  and  murderer!  am  Bulwunt  Rao  of  Sewnee,”  he 
shouted,  no  longer  able  to  control  himself,  and  assaulting  his  here¬ 
ditary  enemy  with  all  his  force.  “  Upon  them,  Meah,  in  the  name 
of  the  King!  Hur,  hur!  Mahadeo!” 

It  was  well  for  Maloosray  that  the  point  of  Bulwunt’s  sword 
caught  a  projecting  rafter  of  the  low  roof  as  it  descended,  else  he 
had  never  spoken  more.  Nevertheless  it  reached  him  ;  and  though 
a  steel  chain  had  been  woven  into  his  turban,  which  prevented  a 
severe  wound,  the  force  of  the  blow  somewhat  stunned  him ;  and  so 
fierce  and  unexpected  was  the  assault,  that  for  an  instant  his 
habitual  presence  of  mind  failed  him.  But  for  an  instant  only. 
Ei’e  Bulwunt  could  repeat  the  blow,  Maloosray  had  leaped  aside, 
and  began  to  press  his  impetuous  adversary  very  closely.  Fa-zil,  in 
his  turn,  had  attacked  the  companion  of  Maloosray,  and  found  him 
a  wary  swordsman ;  and  the  place,  confined  as  it  was,  afforded  no 
room  for  rapid  movement ;  while  the  light  was  dim  and'  treacherous. 
Blows  were,  however,  rapidly  exchanged.  The  quarrel  could  not 
continue  long  :  for  the  shouts  and  cries  of  the  keeper  of  the  house, 
and  of  several  of  Maloosray’s  scouts,  who  were  unarmed,  aroused 
the  guard,  who  rushed  to  the  spot  with  loud  exclamations  and 
drawn  weapons. 

Tannajee  felt  in  an  instant  that  he  had  no  chance  if  they  entered, 
and  he  knew  that  if  taken  his  execution  would  be  immediate  and 
certain.  Just,  therefore,  as  the  dark  figure  of  the  foremost  of  the 
guard  was  entering  the  shop  behind  Bulwunt,  and  by  whose  rapid 
tread  and  shouts  he  was  somewhat  thrown  off  his  guard,  Tannajee 
gathered  himself  up  for  a  desperate  blow,  and  delivered  it  with  an 
abusive  imprecation.  “  Once  I  failed,”  he  said — “  not  now  !  ”  As 
he  spoke,  the  heavy  weapon  descended  with  all  his  great  strength  ; 
Bulwunt  tried  to  stop  it,  but  it  caught  the  edge,  not  the  face  of  the 
shield,  and,  though  he  partially  succeeded,  or  he  had  never  breathed 
■nore,  glancing  from  the  hard  and  polished  edge  of  the  sliicld,  it 
J’ghted  upon  Bulwunt’s  bare  neck  and  shoulder,  cutting  down  to 
the  bone  in  a  sfhastlv  mpnT,'-- 
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Maloosray  saw  with  exultation  that  the  blood  jjourcd  forth  in  a 
torrent,  and,  as  Bulwnnt  staggered  and  fell  back,  he  called  to  his 
companion  to  follow  him,  and.  both  darted  thi'ough  the  back  apart¬ 
ments  into  a  court  leading  into  a  narrow  street  beyond,  and  as  they 
passed  they  closed  both  the  doors  behind  them. 

“Follow  me! — a  thousand  rupees  for  Tannajee  Maloosray’s 
head  I  ”  cried  Fazil  to  the  guard  ;  and  though  they  pursued  him  for 
a  short  distance,  all  chance  of  capturing  him  was  hopeless  in  that 
murky  darkness  and  heavy  rain. 


CHAPTER  XXTV. 

It  was  no  fear  of  Maloosray  or  lack  of  enterprise  that  caused  the 
young  Khan  to  desist  from  his  pursuit ;  but  finding  that  his  retainer 
had  not  followed  him,  nor,  indeed,  any  of  the  guard — the  fear  that 
Bulwunt  might  have  been  wounded  occurred  to  him,  or  that  he  had 
been  apprehended  and  detained.  It  was  hopeless  also  to  trace 
Maloosray,  or  to  ascertain  which  w'ay  he  and  his  companion  had 
pi'oceeded,  as  they  issued  from  the  door  of  the  courtyard  into  the 
lane  behind.  Turning  back  then,  after  he  had  run  a  few  paces,  by 
the  way  he  had  come,  and  directed  by  the  clamour  inside  the  house, 
he  passed  rapidly  through  the  yard,  and  entered  the  room  where  the 
quarrel  had  taken  place  ;  this  he  found  filled  with  armed  men,  with 
several  torch-bearers  standing  around  what  appeared  to  be  the  dead 
body  of  his  friend. 

Fazil  had  observed  Maloosray’s  violent  attack  upon  him,  and  that 
Bulwnnt  retreated  a  step  or  two  to  avoid  it ;  w'hile  at  the  same  time 
he  had  advanced  towards  his  own  antagonist.  The  consequences  of 
that  blow,  therefore,  were  not  immediately  seen  by  him.  Now  in¬ 
expressibly  shocked  and  grieved  by  the  result,  Fazil  heeded  no  one ; 
but  pressing  his  way  through  those  assembled,  somewhat  roughly, 
he  threw  himself  on  his  knees  beside  Bulwunt,  w’ho  was  quite  in¬ 
sensible,  and,  laying  aside  his  sword,  strove  to  raise  him  up.  He 
saw  indeed  with  great  grief  that  Bulwunt  had  received  a  very  severe 
wound ;  and  the  pool  of  blood  flowing  from  the  cut,  which  had  not 
been  stanched,  and  his  apparently  lifeless  condition,  caused  the  most 
lively  alarm. 

“  Will  no  one  help  me  ?  ”  cried  Fazil,  looking  round,  while  vainly 
endeavouring  to  stanch  the  blood  w'hich  occiisionally  welled  from  the 
gaping  wound,  as  Bulwunt  breathed  heavily.  “  For  the  love  of  God 
and  the  Apostle  lend  me  thy  waist-band,  good  sir  I  ”  ho  continued, 
addressing  a  respectable-looking  man  who  had  accompanied  the 
soldiers,  and  who  was,  in  fact,  the  petty  officer  over  themj  “or  bid 
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some  one  loose  my  -waistclotli,  else  he  will  perish.  Alas,  my  true 
friend  and  brother !  ” 

“  And  who  are  you,”  returned  the  man  contemptuously,  “  who,  in 
the  dress  of  a  Kafir  G  osai,  dares  to  take  the  name  of  the  holy  Apostle  ? 
— on  whom  he  peace  ! — a  thief  or  murderer,  I  warrant.  How  say 
you,  brother!  He  may  have  done  this  himself,  and  now  mingles 
with  us  to  pretend  grief  and  avoid  suspicion.  Hero  is  some  evil, 
depend  upon  it ;  seize  him  and  bind  him  fast.” 

“Yes,  my  lords,”  cried  the  keeper  of  the  house,  who  now  ventured 
forward,  “bind  him  fast.  That  is  the  fellow  who  did  the  murder. 
They  quarrelled  over  their  ganja ;  and  though  I  did  all  I  could  to 
prevent  them - ” 

“  Peace!  ”  cried  Fazil,  accustomed  only  to  command,  and  who  could 
ill  brook  the  measures  threatened  ;  for  several  men  had  closed  about 
him  at  their  officer’s  order,  while  another  had  kicked  away  his  sword, 
which  one  of  the  men  was  picking  up.  “  Peace,  I  say ;  raise  him 
up  I  See,  he  is  badly  wounded ;  have  you  no  compassion  ?  He  will 
die!” 

“Whether  he  dies  or  whether  he  lives,  one  would  think  it  was 
little  concern  of  thine,  boy,”  replied  the  man;  “and  there  is  blood 
on  his  sword,  too,”  he  added,  as  the  man  who  had  possessed  him¬ 
self  of  it  held  it  up  to  the  light.  “  Seize  him,  brother,  and  bind 
h.iin  fast ;  ho  will  have  to  answer  for  this  in  the  morning.  Who  art 
thou,  ill-born  ?  ” 

As  the  leader  of  the  party  spoke,  several  of  the  soldiers  had  thrown 
themselves  upon  Fazil,  w'ho  still  kneeled  beside  Buhvunt,  and,  hold¬ 
ing  him  dow'ii,  pulled  the  turban  rudely  from  his  head,  and  in  an 
instant  bound  his  arms  with  it  so  tightly  behind  his  back  that  the 
act  caused  him  immediate  and  exqiiisite  pain. 

“  Who  art  thou,  knave  ?  ”  asked  the  man  again  peremptorily. 

“  Speak,”  cried  several  of  the  men,  shaking  him  rudely ;  “  don’t 
you  hear  wffiat  his  worship  says  to  you  ?  Speak !  ” 

“  It  is  useless  for  me  now  to  say  w'ho  I  am,”  replied  Fazil  looking 
round.  “  Enough  that  I  am  one  of  your  own  faith,  as  ye  w'ill  know 
when  the  morning  breaks; — one  who  may  be  able  to  punish  you  for 
rough  uncivil  usage,  or  reward  you  if  that  poor  fellow  is  speedily 
aided.  I  care  little  wffiat  happens  to  myself;  but  if  ye  know  of  a 
physician  near,  or  a  skilful  bai’ber,  I  pray,  good  sir,”  he  continued, 
addressing  himself  to  the  officer,  “  send  for  him,  that  a  valuable  life 
may  be  saved.” 

This  speech  was  received  wdth  a  shout  of  derision  by  most  of  the 
party ;  but  their  leader  wus  not  unobsei’vant,  and  he  saw  at  once,  by 
the  manner  and  speech  of  Fazil,  that  he  was  no  common  person; 
certainly  not,  what  his  attire  pi’oclaimcd  him  to  he,  a  Gosai.  There 
was  a  chance  that  he  might  bo  some  one  of  rank  in  disguise.  The 
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kccpci’  of  tlie  lionsc  liacl  declared  liim  to  be  iiie  man  who  had  stiTick 
down  the  nnfortnnato  llnlwunt ;  but,  again,  the  consideration  of  his 
retnrn  to  the  spot,  and  liis  sincere  grief  at  the  poor  fellow’s  wound, 
went  far  to  assure  the  officer  that  his  prisoner  had  not  done  the  deed, 
and  that  whoever  did  it  had  escaped.  These  thoughts  rapidly  oc¬ 
curring,  caused  the  Duffadar  to  doubt  whether  rigour  Avas  neetlful. 
“  Ai*fc  thou,  a  Gosai  ?  ”  ho  asked  again.  “  Answer  truly  I  ” 

“There  is  no  God  but  God,  and  Mahomed  is  the  Prophet  of  God,” 
exclaimed  Fazil,  repeating  the  creed,  and,  as  rapidly  as  possible,  in 
.^Vi’abie,  the  first  part  of  the  midnight  prayer.  “  No,  good  sir,  I  am 
no  Gosai,  l.mt  a  humble  disciple  of  the  Propliet,  on  Avhom  be  peace!  ” 
“  Toba,  Toba  !  now  shame  on  me  that  I  should  have  put  a  ilussul- 
nian  to  disgrace,”  exclaimed  the  Duffadar.  “Loose  him,  friends — 
Ave  Avill  see  to  this  ;  and  run  one  of  ye  to  the  respectable  Jileer 
Hoosein,  AA'ho  lives  in  the  alley  yonder,  and  is  a  skilful  doctor;  and, 
if  I  mistake  not,  there  is  a  clever  barber,  one  Nunda,  AA-ho  lives  near 
him,  and  aaLo  is  accustomed  to  mattei’s  of  this  kind.  Bid  him  bring 
his  needles  to  sew  up  the  Avound.  And,  hark  ye,  no  excuses  from 
either  about  the  rain  and  lateness  of  the  night;  this  is  the  King’s 
business,  and  a  matter  of  life  and  death.” 

Then  turning  to  BulAA'unt,  avIio  had  been  raised  up  while  Fazil’s 
arms  Avere  being  unbound,  and  AA'ho  appeared  sensible,  he  spoke 
cheerfully  to  hiin,  biding  him  not  to  be  afraid,  for  he  AA^ould  be  Avell 
treated. 

“  Water!”  gasped  the  poor  felloAV,  looking  dreamily  about  him 
and  pointing  to  his  mouth — “  Water !  ” 

“  ifere  is  a  vessel  full,”  cried  a  bearded  soldier,  advancino^ ;  “  driuiv 
friend.” 

“  Hold,”  said  Fazil,  “  he  is  a  Hindu ;  he  Avill  not  take  it  from 
you.  Where  is  the  kullal  ?  Let  him  get  some.” 

“  Here,  great  sir,”  said  the  man,  advancing  Avith  a  brass  vessel 
full.  “  Who  is  he  ?  May  he  take  AA'ater  from  me  ?  ” 

“  He  is  a  Mahratta,”  replied  Fazil. 

“Then  there  is  no  fear,”  added  the  kullal,  and  he  knelt  doAvn 
and  poured  a  little  into  BulAvunt’s  mouth,  who  drank  it  eagerly, 
and,  laying  hold  of  the  A^essel  itself,  took  a  long  draught,  which 
seemed  to  revive  him;  Avhile  the  kullal,  untying  the  scarf  about 
his  chin,  Avetted  it  AAdth  Avater  and  applied  it  to  the  Avound ;  and, 
removing’  his  turban,  also  AA  ctted  his  head. 

J  his  treatment  soon  revived  BulAvunt,  who  noAv  sat  up  and 
lAa.sscd  his  hand  dreamily  over  his  eyes,  but  did  not  speak. 

“  He  seems  recovering,”  said  the  Duffadar  to  Fazil,  Avho  had  been 
pulled  to  one  side  and  Avas  held  by  twm  men,  though  his  arms  Avere 
untied.  “So  far  thou  ai't  fortunate,  young  sir;  but,  in  the  name 
of  the  saints,  Avliy  didst  thou  strike  him  doAvn  ?  Was  this  AA'ell  ? 
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’Twas  but  yesterday  that  tbe  Kdtwal  swore  on  the  Koran  that  be 
would  have  the  right  ai'm  of  the  first  brawler  who  should  do 
murder :  pity  such  fate  should  befall  thee,  young  as  thou  art !  Arc 
there  not  enough  of  the  Shah’s  enemies  abroad  to  try  thy  weapons 
upon,  without  mixing  in  midnight  brawls  ?  But  speak  to  thy 
friend,  if  friend  he  is.  It  may  have  been  a  hasty  blow,  deei^ly 
regretted.” 

“  Sir,  you  are  under  some  extraordinary  mistake,”  said  Fazil, 
who  had  several  times  tried  to  interrupt  the  speaker.  “  I  am  not 
the  man  who  did  this.  Ho  !  Bulwunt,  Bulwunt !  ”  he  continued, 
“speak  if  you  can,  and  fear  not.  I  am  here,  and  these  are  friends.” 

“  Mcah,”  said  the  poor  fellow  very  faintly,  “  I  am  badly  hurt.  I 
may  die,  Ai  Karayun !  Ai  Bhugw^an ! — Watei’,  Jlileah !  I  am  faint 
and  sick,” — and  he  fell  back  almost  insensible. 

“Loose  my  arms,  good  sir,”  cried  Fazil  impatiently;  “I  am  no 
thief  to  run  away.  If  there  be  a  -Hindu  among  you,  give  him  some 
water.  I  may  not  do  so.” 

“Let  him  go,”  said  the  Dnffadar  to  the  men,  “there  is  some 
mistake  here,  I  think,  and  no  enmity  between  them  ;  and  do  thou, 
Jewun  Singh,  fetch  a  vessel  of  water — he  will  drink  from  thy  hand 
freely.” 

Fazil’s  first  act  on  being  released  was  to  examine  the  wound, 
which  was  severe,  and  required  care.  The  sabre  of  Maloosray  had 
cut  deep  into  the  neck,  close  to  the  shoulder,  and  the  loss  of  blood 
liad  been  very  great.  A  little  higher  up  and  the  wound  must  have 
been  instantly  fatal.  To  wi*ing  out  the  scarf  which  the  kullal  had 
placed  upon  it,  and  replace  it  wetted,  was  Fazil’s  first  care,  and  in 
this  the  Duffadar  and  some  of  the  men  now  lent  a  willing  hand. 
Fresh  cool  water  was  also  brought  by  the  man  who  had  been  sent 
for  it,  and  Bulwunt  Rao,  having  again  drunk  freely,  sat  up  su])- 
ported  by  his  young  lord. 

“  Ask  him  now,  Duffadar  Sahib,”  said  Fazil,  “  whether  it  Avas  I 
Avho  wounded  him,  and,  on  his  reply,  give  me  liberty  or  not  as 
seems  good  to  you.  Speak,  BulAvunt  Rao,  did  I  hurt  you  ?  ” 

“Noav  may  his  tongue  rot  who  says  so,”  replied  the  wounded  man, 
looking  wildly  about  him.  “But  thou  art  safe,  Meah! — and  did 
they  escape  ?” 

“Who  r*  ”  asked  the  Duffadar  shai’ply. 

“  Tannajee  Maloosray,  the  friend  of  Sivaji  Bhdslay,”  returned 
Bulmiut.  “  People  know  of  him,  perhaps !  ” 

“  Tannajee  Maloosray  ?  Thou  art  dreaming,  friend,”  said  the 
Duffadar,  Avith  an  incredulous  smile.  “Tannajee  dared  no  more 
cuter  Beejapoor  than — than - ” 

“  Than  you,  good  sir,  dare  go  to  him,  I  suppose,”  said  Fazil, 
ending  the  sentence.  “  NcA^ertheless,  he  aa'us  here,  and  but  for  a, 
mischance  Avould  have  been  lying  dead  there.” 
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“  Tannajee  here!”  mused  the  Duffadar;  “this  must,  then,  be 
some  deep  plot,  and  the  city  is  full  of  plots.  Sir,”  he  said  to  the 
young  Khan,  “  the  mention  of  that  name,  and  all  the  events  we 
have  seen,  cause  many  suspicions  in  my  mind  which  I  am  not  com¬ 
petent  to  dispose  of ;  therefore,  whoever  thou  art,  release  is  impos¬ 
sible  till  the  morning,  when  I  must  give  an  account  of  all  mattci'S 
to  the  Kdtwal,  who  has  cautioned  the  guards  to  bo  watchful  against 
]\Iahratta  parties  and  Moghul  emissaries.” 

“ AVillingly,”  replied  Pazil.  “I  could  not  leave  him  now,  nor 
till  his  Avound  is  dressed.  As  for  myself,  I  am  Fazil,  the  son  of 
Afzool  Khan,  though  I  may  not  tell  why  I  am  disguised  as  an 
inlidel,  and  why  found  in  this  place;  suffice  it  to  say  it  Avas  in  the 
King’s  service.” 

“  Now  may  I  receive  my  lord’s  pardon,”  cried  the  old  man,  pre¬ 
senting  humbly  the  hilt  of  his  sword  as  an  offering.  ‘‘Why  did  he 
not  tell  me  sooner,  and  this  offence  and  presumption  would  have  been 
spared  ?  Who  among  us  does  not  know  the  valiant  Afzool  Khan, 
and  liaA'e  not  all  heard  of  his  son  Fazil  Khan,  the  pillar  of  the 
state ‘r  ”  he  added  to  the  men,  who  fell  back,  saluting  the  young  man 
with  mingled  curiosity  and  respect. 

“  Give  me  some  water,”  said  Fazil.  “This  dress  and  appearance 
are  against  me,  Duffadar,”  he  continued,  laughing;  “and  if  I  had 
told  who  I  was  when  ye  seized  me  first,  my  arms  might  even  have 
been  bound  a  screw  tighter  perhaps.  It  does  not  signify  now,  for 
you  only  did  your  duty,  as  I  can  bear  witness.  Ah,  the  Avater  is 
vumc — pour  it  over  my  hands,  good  fellow,  and  after  the  paint  has 
«lisappearcd,  some  of  ye  may  knoAv  me.” 

“  I  kuoAV  you,  my  lord,”  said  a  youth  who  pressed  forAvard,  as 
Fazil  turned  again  to  the  light  from  the  door  Avhere  he  had  been 
washing  his  face.  Yes,  father,”  he  continued  to  the  Duffadar,  “  this 
is  truly  the  bmve  young  Khan — no  doubt  of  that;  ”  and  he  stepped 
forward  and  touched  Fazil’s  feet. 

“  Too  dangerous,  too  dangerous,”  said  the  Duffadar,  “  for  one 
like  him.  Yes,  thou  art  right,  Ashruf — now  I  know  the  face  too; 
but  the  disguise  A\"as  perfect ;  Avho  could  have  guessed  it  ?  Too 
dangerous :  and  thou  the  only  son  of  the  noble  Khan  1  Ah,  sir, 
had  any  evil  befallen  thee - ” 

“  No  matter  if  I  had  died,”  cried  Fazil,  “it  would  have  been  in  the 
Shah’s  service ;  but  here  are  the  physician  and  barber,  and  my 
fi'icnd’s  Avound  must  be  di’essed;  and  do  one  of  ye  see  for  that 
knllal,  Avho  knoAvs  more  of  Tannajee  than  any  one  else.  Where 
is  he  ?  ” 

While  some  of  the  men  AA'ent  to  search  for  the  kullal,  the  barber, 
having  trimmed  the  lamp  and  increased  the  light  by  soA'end  Avicks, 
unfastened  a  leathern  case  containing  i-azoi*s  and  other  instruments, 
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and  selecting  two  crooked  needles  fitted  with  waxed  silk  thread,  put 
them  aside,  while  he  washed  the  wound  clean  in  a  careful  and  con¬ 
fident  manner.  A  few  stitches  brought  the  lips  of  the  cut  together, 
after  which  it  was  bound  up  with  fresh  leaves  of  the  neem  tree, 
which  cooled  the  wound  and  refreshed  the  patient. 

All  this  having  been  effected,  Bulwunt  Rao  was  carefully  raised 
up  and  borne  by  sevei'al  of  the  men  to  the  chowree,  or  guard-room, 
which  was  hard  by,  but  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  quaider  to  that 
in  which  the  Lalla  had  been  lodged. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

While  search  was  being  made  for  the  kullal,  FaziTs  thoughts 
reverted  painfully  to  his  father  and  sister.  He  could  not  leave 
Bulwunt  without  exposing  himself  to  further  suspicion;  but  he 
might  at  least  send  news  of  his  safety,  and  his  application  to  the 
Duffadar  for  a  messenger  was  promptly  acceded  to. 

“Surely,  Khan,”  was  the  prompt  reply,  “I  could  hardly  refuse 
your  going  yourself,  if  you  asked;  but  it  is  better  you  stayed. 
Men’s  tongues  are  bad,  and  I  am  only  a  humble  man.  Verily  I  will 
send  my  o-wn  son  Ashruf,  and  he  will  do  the  errand  carefully.  He 
is  gone — that  is,  my  son  Ashruf — my  lord,  to  see  the  barber  home, 
and  will  be  here  directly.  A  brave  youth,  O  Khan,  and  with  a 
large  heart.  Does  my  lord  remember  the  Friday’s  fight  with  the 
Moghuls  in  the  plain  by  Allapoor  ?  Well,  in  that  my  boy  did  good 
service,  and  in  killing  one  of  the  enemy  got  a  sharp  cut  himself 
over  the  arm,  but  he  did  not  care  for  it ;  and  was  he  not  fighting  on 
the  strength  of  the  King’s  salt  ?  ” 

“ Indeed,! I  remember  it  well,  Duffadar,”  returned  Fazil,  “for  T 
was  beaten  down,  and  wellnigh  killed  myself,  when  this  poor  friend 
of  mine  here  rescued  me.  How,  Bulwunt !  was  it  not  that  day  ?’ 

“Ay,  Meah,  that  very  day,”  he  said  faintly;  “the  last  battle 
Bulwunt  Rao  will  ever  see  in  thy  service.  I  am  very  faint,  Meah. 
These  films  before  my  eyes  seem  to  precede  death.  I  pray  thee 
leave  me  not  here.” 

“Nay,  fear  not,”  replied  Fazil ;  “ the  barber  said  there  was  no 
danger  of  life.  Be  of  good  heart,  Bulwunt — no  bones  are  cut ; 
and  though  there  is  much  weakness  from  loss  of  blood,  you  mil 
soon  be  well.  Get  to  sleep,  we  shall  not  leave  before  daylight.” 

“I  do  not  fear,  Meah.  Death  has  no  pain  or  regret  for  me.  My 
only  wish  was  to  die  in  the  service  of  your  house.  I  am  the  last  of 
my  race,  and  have  no  one  to  mourn  for  me  like  thee,  Meah!  I 
would  live  for  thee  if  it  be  the  will  of  God  ;  and  but  for  this,  death 
would  be  welcome.” 
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'•  Peace  !  do  not  speak,  friend,”  returned  Fazil;  “go  to  sleep,  and 
tleui  -wilt  bo  strong  ere  morning.  Does  not  the  barber,  I  tell  thee, 
s;e/  tliere  is  no  danger  ?  so  be  comforted.” 

“None  jjerhaps  of  life,  Meah;  but  this  arm,  which  was  all  I  had 
to  live  foj*,  it  will  never  hold  sword  more,  Meah — never,  never!” 
and  he  sobbed  like  a  child. 

“  fear  not,”  cried  the  Duffadar  cheerily ;  “  I  have  worse  wounds 
on  mo  than  that,  Rao  Sahib,  and  yet  my  arm  can  strike  a  blow  for 
the  Shah  ;  so  be  comfoi’ted,  and  get  to  sleep.” 

Bulwunt  sighed.  “If  I  had  only  slain  him,”  he  said,  “and 
revenge  d  the  dead,  then  I  could  have  died ;  or  if  this  arm  had  gone 
for  that,  its  best  seiwice  in  life  would  have  been  done.  1  shall  never 
have  such  a  chance  again,  Meah.  But  the  gods  have  need  of  him, 
and  he  has  the  protection  of  D^vi.  He  and  Sivaji  Bhdslay  both 
have  it,  as  ye  will  see  hereafter,  Meah.  Who  can  resist  them  ?  ” 

“  This  is  the  youth  of-  whom  I  spake,  Khan  Sahib,”  said  the 
D'lfTadar ;  “a  brave  boy — a  brave  boy  he  always  was.” 

And  truly  tuere  was  much  in  the  appearance  of  the  youth  to  cor- 
I’obojate  this.  An  open,  dare-devil,  good-humoured  countenance, 
with,  bright  men-y  eyes,  which,  as  he  spoke,  seemed  to  close  up  till 
fcv>  bright  sparks  only  were  visible ;  and  a  wide  bow-shaped  mouth, 
about  w'liich  fun,  ‘and  perhaps  some  mischief,  played  in  perpetual 
stniies,  conveyed  an  impression  of  recklessness  of  danger,  as  a  lithe 
rapidity  of  movement  did  of  extreme  activity  of  body,  and  perhaps 
endurance. 

“A  brave  youth,  doubtless,  Duffadar  Sahib,”  said  Fazil;  “his  eye 
•speaks  for  him  ;  a  boy  to  be  proud  of.  How  sayst  thou,  lad  ?  Wilt 
thou  do  an  errand  for  the  son  of  Afzool  Khan  ?” 

“Ay  will  I,”  replied  the  boy  promptly,  while  he  presented  his 
sword-hilt  to  the  young  Khan,  as  his  father  had  done ;  “  and  gladly 
too ;  and  if  my  lord  will  pardon  me  for  saying  it,  I  have  1  ong  known 
him.  Who  docs  not  know  the  brave  son  of  a  brave  father  ?  Ab, 
l^Ieah  Sahib  I  if  I  had  only  been  on _ a  horse  when  Afzool  Khnn’a 
Paigah  dashed  into  the  Moghul’s  that  Friday,  I  would  have  struck  a 
blow  -with  you.  I  w'atched  you  as  you  rode  by  close  to  the  standard- 
bearer.  Then  there  was  a  fierce  fight,  and  men  said  you  were  cut 
down.  Ah !  I  was  only  on  foot,  for  we  are  too  poor  to  ride ;  and 
I  was — a  little  woxinded,”  he  added,  dropping  his  eyes  modestly, 
“  and  father  led  me  aw^ay.  But  for  that,  Meah  Sahib,  I  would  have 
been  wuth  you,  even  on  foot.” 

“  Boldly  spoken,  and  with  a  true  heai*t,  Ashmf!”  exclaimed 
Fazil ;  “and  if  you  do  this  errand  carefully  and  quickly  for  me,  you 
shall  ride  ever  after  with  me  in  my  troop— that  is,  if  your  father 
will  permit  it.  Afzool  Khan’s  stables  have  enough  horses  to  find 
one  for  you.  Of  that,  however,  more  hereafter.  Go  now  to  tho 
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house,  ask  for  Goolab  the  nurse;  tell  her  I  am  safe,  but  tliat 
Bulwunt  Rao  is  wounded  badly,  and  a  palankeen  must  be  seat 
for  him  with  all  speed,  and  my  clothes  and  shawls  i)ut  into  i(. 
If  my  father  be  asleep,  he  is  not  to  be  aAvakened,  but  my  sister 
must  know  that  I  am  safe.  Now  bco-one;  hero  is  my  rine’, 
which  will  pass  you  through  the  fort.  Let  us  see  how  soon  you 

will  return.”  ,  , , 

“  Come,  Shekh  Hoosein,”  said  the  lad,  addressing  a  young  man 

standinc^  near ;  “  we  had  better  be  two.  Tie  up  thy  waist-band 
tif^ht  for  we  shall  not  draw  breath  till  we  reach  the  city  gate. 

Both  loosened  their  waist-scarfs,  and  retied  them  tighter,  and  after 
a  few  words  of  caution  fi-om  the  Duffadar,  they  dashed  down  the 

street  at  full  speed.  _  011111.^.1 

As  they  left,  several  of  the  men  came  in,  leading  the  kullal  by  the 

end  of  his  turban,  with  which  his  arms  were  tightly  tied  down. 
Bareheaded,  covered  with  mud,  and  bleeding  slightly  from  his  nose, 
his  face  wearing  an  expression  of  fright  and  pain  combined,  Rama 
was  a  very  different-looking  person  to  what  he  had  appeared  when 
Fazil  Khan  and  Bulwunt  entered  his  shop.  His  first  impulse  was  to 
cast  himself  on  the  ground  before  Fazil,  and  lie  at  fuU  length  moan¬ 
ing.  The  men  who  were  v.dth  him  did  not  interfere.  The  act  was 
a  deprecation  of  anger  -which  it  would  have  been  unmannerly  to 

^“^et  up,”  cried  Fazil;  “get  up,  knave  and  liar!  Say,  was  it  I 

who  wounded  that  poor  fellow  yonder  ?  ,  -n  1 

“  Pardon !  pardon  1  Noblo  Meah,  pardon  1  Your  slave  will  not 
rise  till  he  has  pardon,”  cried  the  man  abjectly.  “It  was  all  a 
mistake  ;  and  how  could  I  know  the  son  of  Afzool  Khan  .  Pardon. 

and  I  will  tell  all  I  know.”  .1  i.-  ,  ^i  1 

“  If  thou  dost  not,  hound  1  thou  wilt  hang  upon  the  highest  braneb 
of  the  Goruk  Imlee  to  feed  the  crows  before  morn,”  replied  Fazil. 
“  Get  up !  If  thou  tellest  the  truth,  I  give  thee  kowl ;  if  notr— if  J 
detect  one  word  of  lie,  nothing  can  save  thee.  Dost  thou  hear  ? 
Rise!” 

“  Get  up,  Kafir  !”  cried  the  man  who  held  the  turban,  giving  it  a 
jerk,  which  caused  a  corresponding  exclamation  of  pain.  “  Don’t 
you  hear  what  my  lord  says  to  you?  He  will  give  you  pardon  if 
you  speak  the  truth.  Get  up,  and  tell  him  all.  My  lord,  he  con¬ 
tinued  to  Fazil,  “  he  knows  much,  and  he  has  some  papers  which  one 
of  the  fellows— Maloosray,  he  says— dropped  as  he  left  the  house. 
We  wanted  them,  but  he  said  you  would  pardon  him  if  he  gave  them 
himself.  We  found  him  hiding  in  the  wood  stack  near  his  still,  and 
the  fool  must  needs  struggle  and  try  to  wrestle  with  one  of  our  men, 
and  so  got  a  fall ;  but  he  is  not  hurt.” 
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“Loose  my  arms,  noble  Meab — tell  them  to  loose  my  arms.  They 
are  swelling  already,  and  I  am  sick  with  pain,”  said  the  kullal, 
rising. 

“  If  my  lord  allows  me,  I  will  loose  him.  There !  ”  continned  the 
soldier,  on  receiving  Fazil’s  sign  in  the  affirmative ;  “see  thou  speak 
the  truth,  else  I  will  tie  them  tighter  than  evei’,  and  they  will  not 
be  loosened  again  while  thou  art  alive.” 

“My  lord,  don’t  threaten  me,  or  I  shall  lose  my  senses,”  said  the 
kullal,  the  horrible  vision  of  hanging,  as  he  had  seen  many  hang  to 
the  branches  of  that  famous  tree,  coming  vividly  to  his  mind.  “  If 
there  be  a  good  Hindu  among  you,  give  me  a  drink  of  water.  Ah, 
my  arms !  my  arms !  ”  he  cried,  sitting  do'sra  again,  and  sobbing  as 
the  rope  was  loosened. 

“Here  is  water,”  said  one  of  the  men,  advancing  with  a  brass 
vessel  full.  “  I  am  a  Rajpoot — drink.” 

The  draught  refreshed  him,  and  he  began  his  tale.  It  was  in  the 
main  correct,  and  as  we  have  already  related  it.  “  Tannajee  and  his 
companions  had  been  at  his  shop  only  a  few  minutes  before  Fazil 
and  Bulwunt  came  in.  They  had  been  very  careful,  and  before  they 
entered  the  house  placed  scouts  to  watch  all  the  approaches.  They 
spoke  in  low  tones,  and,  beyond  a  few  words  now  and  then,  he  had 
caught  nothing  of  their  conversation.  All  that  he  could  gather  was, 
that  Pahar  Singh  and  a  Gosai  from  Tooljapoor  were  expected,  and 
they  were  so  impatient  for  their  arrival,  that  two  of  the  men  had  by 
turns  gone  to  see  after  them.” 

“  Had  they  ever  been  at  your  shop  before  ?”  asked  Fazil. 

“  Yesterday  one  of  the  men  was  there  twice  to  say  the  place  would 
be  wanted  in  the  evening,”  replied  the  kullal;  “and  he  gave  me  ten 
rupees  to  say  I  had  neither  spirits  nor  ganja  ;  so  I  told  every  one 
I  had  none,  and  no  one  stayed  but  you.” 

“  You  might  have  suspected  they  were  after  no  good,”  said  the 
Duffadar.  “  Why  did  you  not  give  warning  here  ?  ” 

“Ah,  sir,  I  am  a  poor  fellow,”  returned  the  man,  “wuth  a  large 
family ;  and  if  gentlemen  sometimes  like  a  private  room  to  smoke, 
to  play,  or  to  talk  in,  am  I  to  forbid  them  ?  Would  they  not  get  it 
elsewhere  ?  ” 

“True  enough — thou  art  not  to  blame,”  said  Fazil;  “but  the 
papers — what  of  them  ?  ” 

“After  you  were  taken  away,  my  lord,”  replied  the  kullal,  “I 
took  the  lamp  inside  towards  the  door,  for  I  thought  I  saw  blood  on 
the  ground,  which  indeed  there  was ;  and  one  of  the  tvo  men  who 
escaped  must  have  been  wounded.  I  followed  the  trace  of  blood  to 
the  door  of  the  yard,  and  there  I  found  this  little  bag,  noble  sir ; 
here  it  is.” 

As  he  spoke  he  produced  a  small  silken  bag,  apparently  filled  with 
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papers,  fi'om  under  his  waistcloth,  and  handed  it  to  Fazil.  In  it  were 
several  letters,  and  bundles  of  accounts  written  in  the  Mahratta 
character. 

“  I  cannot  read  these,  and  they  may  be  of  importance ;  so  we  must 
wait,  for  this  poor  fellow  of  mine  is  asleep,”  said  Fazil. 

“No,  Mcah,  I  was  dozing  while  you  spoke,  and  am  easier  now,  for 
the  bandage  has  cooled  my  -wound.  Papers  ?  What  papers  ?  ”  said 
Bulwunt,  rising  slightly,  and  supporting  himself  on  his  left  arm. 
“  Give  them  to  me.” 

“  There  are  some  in  Mahratta,  which  Tannajee,  or  one  of  his  com¬ 
panions,  dropped  in  their  flight.  Can  you  make  out  what  they  arc, 
Bulwunt?  ”  asked  Fazil. 

“  I  will  try,  Meah ;  put  the  light  here.  Stay ;  open  them  separately. 
I  forget  that  I  have  but  one  arm  now.” 

The  papers  were  given  to  him  one  by  one,  and  his  eye  glanced 
over  several  in  succession  as  of  no  importance ;  but  one  appeared  to 
interest  him  greatly,  and  Fazil  observed  his  eyes  return  to  the  com¬ 
mencement  after  having  looked  over  it  hastily,  and  his  lips  to  move 
as  if  reading  it  word  by  word,  while  the  expression  of  his  face 
changed  to  one  of  intense  concern. 

“  Yes,  Meah,  this  is  indeed  important,”  he  said ;  “  but  no  one 
must  hear  it  but  thyself  or  thy  father.  Listen,”  he  continued, 
whispering ;  “  that  is  from  the  old  Gosai  at  Tooljapoor,  about  those 
lettci's  the  King  has  obtained.  Those  whom  they  concern  are  men¬ 
tioned  in  feigned  names,  and  it  will  puzzle  me  not  a  little  to  under¬ 
stand  their  meaning  fully ;  but  we  have  a  clue  in  what  occurred  at 
the  temple,  and  I  will  unravel  it  when  we  get  home.  Now  my  eyes 
are  too  weary.  Stay,  there  may  be  something  from  Sivaji.  .  .  .  No,” 
he  continued,  after  he  had  looked  at  them  one  by  one,  “there  are 
none  from  him,  but  several  from  Yessjee,  who  is  his  friend.  No,  they 
are  too  wary  to  write  letters ;  but  no  doubt  there  is  much  intrigue 
afoot,  iVIcah — much.” 

“Enough,” replied  Fazil;  “now  go  to  sleep,  Bulwunt,  till  daylight 
brings  people  from  the  house.  I  too  will  rest,  if  I  can,  after  all  this 
excitement,  with  your  permission,  DulTadar  Sahib - ” 

But  the  old  man  had  lain  down  on  the  floor  while  the  papers  were 
being  examined,  and  was  fast  asleep ;  so  also  Avere  the  men  of  the 
guard,  except  one  sitting  at  the  doorway  as  sentinel,  tlie  gurgle  of 
Avhosu  liooka  mingled  with  an  occasional  snore  from  a  sleeper  on  the 
floor.  Tliosc  about  the  kullal,  wlio  had  been  removed  to  a  little 
distance,  asked  how  he  was  to  be  disposed  of. 

“Take  him  to  his  house,”  said  Fa/.il,  “and  keep  him  there  till  he 
is  wanted.  Go  willi  ilieni,  Bama,”  lie  continued  to  the  man,  “and 
be  ready  when  1  send  tor  tbec*.  1  Avill  airswer  to  the  Kdtwal  for  the 
nigiil's  c-v'enl'." 
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“That  is  all  I  wanted,”  be  replied.  “My  lord  is  very  kind  and 
merciful.” 

“  Not  vet.  I  have  mucb  to  ask  and  mueb  to  bear.  If  tbou  canst 
speak  the  truth,  well  for  thee  ;  if  not,  beware  1” 


CHAPTER  XXVL 

How  slowly  and  wearily  night  passes  when  a  sense  of  impending 
evil  ov'e’'powers  sleep,  and  renders  every  faeulty  shai-ply  sensible 
fo  sounds,  and  impressions  otherwise  of  ordinaiy  occurrence, — wheii 
a  thousand  vague  phantasies  flit  before  the  imagination  hardly  more- 
definite  than  the  keenly-painful  thoughts  they  awaken  !  Hutv  difli- 
cult  thus  to  endure  delay  or  uneertainty,  and  to  account  for  causes 
of  either,  so  as  to  gain  consolation  or  assurance  to  one’s  self,  far  less 
to  im2=)art  comfort  to  others  whose  fears  and  appi’ehensions  are  per¬ 
haps  greater  than  our  own. 

Thus  heavily  was  hour  after  hour  counted  by  Afzool  Klian  and 
his  fair  daughter  in  the  apartment  Ave  have  already  described.  The 
Khan  busied  himself,  or  seemed  to  do  so,  with  a  pile  of  Persian 
papers,  on  some  of  which,  from  time  to  time,  he  made  notes  :  but  it 
Avas  easy  for  his  daughter  to  see  that  his  eye  often  folloAved  vacantly 
the  lines  of  the  Avriting,  and  that  his  thoughts  wandered  far  from 
the  subjects  before  him. 

The  Khan’s  Avife,  Luidee,  had  come,  and  been  dismissed  Avith  an 
injunction  not  to  interrupt  him,  and  that  he  should  be  late.  Zyna 
did  not  disturb  her  father,  and  found  a  partial  occupation  in  some 
embroidery,  which  helped  t©  dispel  for  a  time  her  foal’s  for  her 
brother ;  gradually,  however,  as  the  night  AA'ore  on,  it  Avas  easy  for 
her  to  see  that  her  father’s  anxiety  increased.  It  was  true  that 
Eazil’s  return  aa’us  not  expected  tfll  after  midnight  ;  but  that,  under 
the  thought  of  his  perilous  errand-,  brought  no  consolation  Avith  it, 
and  she  sat  Avatching  the  expression  of  her  father’s  countenance, 
yet  not  so  as  to  be  observed,  and  AA'ithdraAA’ing  her  eyes  Avhen  lie 
looked  up.  .A  feAv  careless  AAmrds  fell  from  time  to  time  from  both, 
and  a  foAV  entreaties  by  the  Khan  to  his  dangliter  that  she  Avould 
take  rest,  Avere  met  by  reqnests  that  she  might  be  alloAA'cd  to  share 
his  watch,  for  that  she  had  promised  her  brother  to  aAvait  his  return. 

Thus  midnight  came,  and  Avith  it  sleep  to  the  young  girl,  that 
Avould  not  be  denied.  She  had  folded  her  scarf  about  her  person, 
and  lay  down  where  she  aa-us  ;  and  her  father  noAv  Avatched  his 
sleeping  child,  almost  wondering  at  her  beauty,  as  the  light  fell  upon 
her,  and  projected  a  shadoAv  from  the  long  eyelashes  upon  her  soft 
downy  cheek.  So,  Avith  the  imago  of  the  dead, before  him — fer  lie 


A  MAERATTA  TALE. 


107 


remembered  her  mother  even  such  an  one  as  her  child — ^Afzool 
Khan’s  thoughts  wandered  far  back  into  the  past. — far  back  to  the 
time  when,  with  Kfe  before  him  and  easy  competence,  the  seiwant  of 
a  noble  and  united  kingdom,  the  future  had  not  concerned  him, 
save  only  to  wish  that  the  happiness  he  possessed  might  endure. 

But  that  bright  future  was  long  past.  The  present  was  dark, 
uncertain,  menaciug.  Had  there  been  any  one  to  listen,  the  bitter 
sob  of  the  old  Klhan — a  sob  of  exquisite  pain  as  his  thoughts  alter¬ 
nated  between  the  happy  past  and  a  gloomy  future — might  have 
been  heard, — such  pain  as  those  alone  can  know  whose  affections 
and  memories  of  the  past  arise  most  vividly  to  augment  any  new 
sufPenng  that  may  be  present.  The  yeai’s  of  happiness  in  his 
home,  which  might  have  been  his  lot  had  his  wife  been  spared  to 
him,  rose  to  the  mind  of  Afzool’Khan  as  a  sad  mockery  ;  for  though 
the  grave  had  long  held  her  whose  fair  form  seemed  renewed  before 
him,  it  appeared  almost  as  if  she  were  again  present  to  him  in  all 
her  beauty. 

“  Thou  art  a  fair  blossom.  May  God  love  thee- !  May  the  holy 
saints  keep  thee  !  May  thy  mother  watch  thee,  my  child  !  ”  mur- 
mui’ed  the  Khan,  as  he  bent  over  his  sleeping  daughter.  “  Even 
such  was  thy  mother  in  those  first  days,  as  guileless  and  as  beautiful. 
Nay,  thou  art  but  the  copy,  Zyna.  And  had  she  but  lived  to  sec 
thee  and  thy  brother  as  ye  are  it  would  have  been  well.  Yet  why 
not  well  as  it  is  ?  ”  he  resumed  after  a  pause ;  “  surely  Fate  is  good 
whatever  it  be.  If  my  heart  warns  me  of  coming  ill — nay,  if  he  too 
be  gone  from  me,  well ;  he  is  with  her,  and  the  old  man  will  soon 
follow,  and  there  will  be  peace,  peace,  peace  !  Yet  I  would  live 
still  a  little  for  thee,  my  child — only  for  thee  !  else  the  first  shot  or 
keen  sword-cut  were  welcome  to  Afzool  Khan.” 

So  he  thought  and  watched,  and  at  times  gently  fanned  his  child 
with  the  papers  in  his  hand  that  her  sleep  might  be  the  lighter,  and 
again  resumed  his  occupation  of  reading.  All  was  silent,  but  the 
night  wind  sighed  mournfully  through  the  open  trelliswork  of  tho 
window,  and  seemed  rising  ;  and  as  he  listened,  there  were  mutter- 
ings  of  a  coming  storm. 

Opening  one  of  the  small  casements,  he  looked  out.  The  city 
was  dark  beneath  him,  and  still ;  even  the  dogs  seemed  to  have 
gone  to  sleep.  Far  distant,  the  wailing  howls  of  a  pack  of  jackals 
came  upon  his  ear  fitfully,  and  again  ceased  as  the  sound  was  blown 
away  by  the  wind.  Over  the  face  of  the  sky  the  wild  dark  clouds 
were  now  hurrying  ragidly  along,  disclosing  here  and  there  a  star, 
which  was  again  as  instantly  hidden.  In  the  west,  the  horizon  was 
black  and  threatening,  and  the  edges  of  a  hea^y  bank  of  cloud,  now- 
fast  rising  pile  over  pile,  were  illumined  like  buniished  silver,  as 
lightuing  hashed  rajndly  through  them,  lighting  I'-p  the  city,  and 
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the  bold  domes  and  tall  minarets  of  ^.^the  mosques  and  mausoleums, 
with  a  sickly  glare  for  an  instant,  jj to  disappear  as  rapidly  as  a 
thought.  One  of  the  night-storms  of  the  season  w'as  evidently 
approaching,  and  the  cool  fresh  wind  was  grateful  to  the  Khan,  as 
he  leaned  forth  and  looked  into  the  void  of  darkness  abstnictedly. 

The  papers  he  had  been  perusing  had  been  the  subject  of  consult¬ 
ation  that  day  at  the  court  between  the  King,  his  Secretary,  and 
himself.  They  Avere  reports  from  the  governors  of  the  west  and 
north-west  provinces — a  country  which  Afzool  Khan  had  governed 
some  years  before,  and  knew  perfectly — and  related  to  a  growing 
disaffection  and  a  rising  spirit  among  the  people  of  tlje  mountain 
valleys,  which  could  not  be  accounted  for  save  by  the  intrigues  and 
machinations  of  Sivaji  Bhoslay  and  his  adherents.  Sivaji,  as  a 
restless  yonth,  had  before  risen  in  petty  in.surrectiou,  and  had 
resisted  small  forces  sent  against  him,  but  had  I’cnewed  his  fidelity 
to  the  State,  and  had  been  pardoned.  NotAvuthstanding,  however, 
he  Avas  belicA'cd  to  be  active  in  cauI  designs  ;  and  report  assigned  to 
him  constant  communication  and  intrigue  Avith  tbe  Moghul  emperor 
Aumngzeeb,  as  Avell  as  endeavours,  on  his  own  account,  to  excite 
the  people. 

Afzool  Khan  Avas  no  indifferent  spectator  of  these  events.  He 
AA"as  one  of  those  Avho,  Avdth  others  of  his  rank,  had  received  profuse 
promises  from  the  Emperor  during  his  first  invasion  of  the  king¬ 
dom  ;  and  though  Auriingzeeb’s  intentions  had  not  been  finally 
declared,  yet  Afzool  Khan  kneAV  that  if  he  favoured  his  cause,  even 
secretly,  for  the  present,  he  AA'as  certain  hereafter,  should  the 
Emperor  prevail,  of  high  rank  and  rcAvards  far  beyond  those  which 
he  noAV  possessed,  and  also  that  the  Aveight  and  influence  of  a  feAV 
men  like  himself  Avould  at  once  turn  the  scale  against  Beejapoor, 
AA'hich  already  trembled  in  the  balance. 

The  Moghul  party,  he  Avell  kneAv,  was  strong  in  the  city.  Many 
AA'ho  had  been  disappointed  of  court  influence  almost  openly  pro¬ 
fessed  it  :  they  had  nothing  to  lose  and  everything  to  hope  for. 
But  there  Avere  others — like  the  prime-minister,  Khan  Mahomed, 
for  instance — Avho,  in  the  enjoyment  of  large  estates,  high  com¬ 
mands,  and  immense  AA^ealth,  still  desired  more  ;  nay,  even  the 
partition  of  the  kingdom,  that  they  might  hold  what  they  possessed 
as  independent  jArinces. 

Again,  Aurungzeeb’s  zeal  for  the  cause  of  his  faith  Avas  a  aa’cH- 
knoAA'n  element  of  his  character.  He  aa'us  a  strict  Soonnee,  Avho  held 
the  heretical  belief  of  the  Shceas  in  hereditaiy  hatred  ;  and  the 
sight  of  the  noble  domes  of  the  mosqxies  at  Beejapoor  filled  him 
Avith  a  fervour  of  bigotry  CA'en  stronger  than  the  lust  of  territorial 
dominion,  to  subvert  the  roval  house  Avhich  held  those  detested 
tenets. 
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Afzool  Khan  was  also  an  orthodox  Soonnee.  He  looked  with 
abomination  upon  the  Sheea  ceremonies  at  the  great  mosque.  He 
could  not  join  in  prayer  there,  nor  could  he  enter  save  wiih  the 
certainty  of  being  offended  and  insulted  by  the  religious  ceremonies 
of  his  King.  It  was  equally  certain  that  the  doctrines  he  professed 
belonged  to  a  strong  party  in  the  city,  who  on  all  possible  occasions 
urged  amalgamation  of  the  country  with  the  empire  of  Delhi,  in 
order  to  insure  the  sujireniacy  of  their  own  creed.  Yet  he  was  true. 

Like  him,  the  minister  Khan  Mahomed  had  been  faithful  through 
many  temptations  ;  but  of  late,  though  he  still  preserved  a  fair  and 
honest  appearance  with  the  young  King,  rumour  had  become  busy 
with  his  name,  and,  intimate  as  was  their  friendship,  the  old  Khan’s 
ti’ust  in  him  was  much  shaken  under  an  accumulated  mass  of 
snspicion,  though,  as  yet,  nothing  definite  had  transpired.  Hitherto 
also  the  minister’s  appai’ently  unflincliing  adherence  to  what  was 
feared  to  be  a  falling  dynasty,  and  to  a  government  which,  under 
foreign  invasion,,  and  internal  disunion  and  distraction,  had  become 
weakened,  had  retained  Afzool  Khan’s  respect  and  affection  ;  for 
this,  combined  with  Khan  ^Mahomed’s  professed  devotion  to  the 
young  King,  who,  with  excellent  dispositions  and  a  fair  promise  of 
ability,  was  yet  without  experience,  formed  a  strong  bond  of  union 
between  them. 

Private  friendship,  and  the  free  intercourse  of  camps  and  battle¬ 
fields,  had  existed  for  many  years ;  and  as  their  children  grew  up 
togethci’,  and  the  beauty  of  Zyna  became  notorious,  the  minister’s 
son,  whom  we  have  already  mentioned,  pressed  upon  his  father, 
very  impoidunately,  the  necessity  of  formally  asking  her  in  marriage. 
But  under  his  own  secret  hopes  of  the  eventual  ascendancy  of  the 
Moghuls,  and  his  convictions  that  the  obstinate  fidelity  of  Afzool 
Khan  would  sooner  or  later  lead  to  a  serious  breach  betAveen  them, 
the  minister  had  as  yet  refrained  from  taking  an}'  steps  in  the 
matter ;  and  on  his  own  part  Afzool  Khan  had  been  equally  guarded. 

The  events  of  the  night,  however,  Avould  disclose  the  real  tendency 
of  the  Wuzeer’s  conduct ;  and  the  thought  that  there  were  grounds 
of  more  than  ordinary  suspicion,  could  not  fail  to  increase  the  feeling 
that  he  was  actually  guilty,  Avhich  for  some  time  ])ast  had  lain  at 
A.fzool  Khan’s  heai-t.  He  had  fancied,  too,  a  growing  coldness  on 
the  part  of  the  Wiizeer  towards  him,  unlike  the  spirit  of  their  former 
free  and  unrestrained  intercourse  ;  and  he  could  not  fail  to  obscn  c, 
in  his  visits  to  his  court,  that  men  to  whom  rumour  attached  the 
same  suspicions  as  to  the  AVuzeer,  were  preferred  as  counselloi-s  to 
liimself. 

All  tliis,  hoAvever,  had  as  }-et  produced  no  pei’sonal  disagreement : 
it  was  only  mistrust,  arising  fi-om  suspicion  on  both  sides;  but  the 
^Vuzeer  well  knew  that,  if  his  dasigns  were  disco vci*cd  for  certain  in 
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any  degree,  he  shonld  find  in  Afzool  Khan  a  powerful  and  bitter 
enemy,  whose  fiery  temper  and  habit  of  prompt  action  would  make 
him  a  far  more  dangerous  enemy  than  the  young  King  himself.  No 
one,  also,  knew  better  than  the  Wuzeer  the  temptations  to  which 
Afzool  Khan  had  been  exposed,  and  through  which  he  had  come 
as  yet  unsullied.  He  knew  that  in  the  Moghul  army  many  ties  of 
clanship  and  acquaintance  existed  for  the  Afghan,  which  the  service 
of  Beejapoor  did  not  afford,  and  that  the  Emperor,  desii'ing  to  gain 
one  so  faithful,  brave,  and  skilled  in  the  field,  who  was  also  a  Soon- 
nee,  had  offered  rairk,  titles,  and  estates,  with  his  personal  friendship 
and  confidence,  as  yet  in  vain. 

There  had  been  times  when  Afzool  Khan,  wearied  by  petty  slights, 
uncertain  as  to  the  future  existence  of  Beejapoor  as  a  kingdom,  and 
comparing  the  wide  field  of  honour  in  the  imperial  service  with  the 
narrow  circle  of  Beejapoor,  had  felt  tempted  to  accept  these  offers. 
But  the  thought  had  been  as  often  repelled,  and  had  led  to  a  more 
steadfast  and  more  healthy  attachment  to  the  young  King;  and 
when  Ali  Adil  Shah,  who  had  but  recently  succeeded  his  father 
Mahmood,  displayed  the  possession  of  vigour  and  manly  thought, 
and  his  disposition  and  talent  appeared  really  equal  to  the  main¬ 
tenance  of  his  dignity, — Afzool  Khan’s  fidelity  was  no  longer  doubt¬ 
ful,  and  his  openly-evinced  confidence  in  his  King  had  rallied  the 
wavering  attachment  of  many. 

A  more  than  ordinaiy  proof  of  this  had  been  that  day  given  by 
the  King  in  public  Durbar.  The  Wuzeer  was  then  absent  from 
Beejapoor  on  service,  watching  the  frontier,  with  a  force  to  oppose 
Moghul  incursions;  and  the  King  had,  as  an  unusual  act,  invited 
Afzool  Khan  into  his  private  chamber,  to  discuss  the  contents  of  the 
letters  of  which  we  have  already  seen  the  Khan  in  possession.  They 
were  many,  and  on  many  subjects ;  and  the  King’s  trust  in  the  old 
noble  could  not  have  been  more  heartily  evinced  than  by  permitting 
him  to  take  them  home  for  perusal  alone. 

They  were  a  tangled  skein  of  intrigue,  alarm,  and  disaffection,  of 
exaggerated  rumour  and  detail  of  actual  occurrences,  which  were 
not  without  signification  in  the  aggregate.  If,  in  reliance  on  the 
gradually  increasing  ability  of  the  King,  Afzool  Khan  had  no  longer 
hesitated,  but,  wuth  the  sincerity  of  an  open  and  faithful  heart, 
showed  that  he  for  one  no  longer  doubted,  and  that ,  his  allegiance 
would  be  true — others  as  high  in  rank,  and  holding  equal  or  greater 
territorial  possessions,  -were  not  so ;  and,  as  we  have  already  "stated, 
there  was  much  disaffection,  not  only  in  the  city,  but  in  the  anny, 
and  also  in  the  provinces. 

So  long  as  the  Moghuls  had  bcleagurod  Beejapoor,  men  of  all  par¬ 
ties,  and,  we  may  add,  creeds  also,  had  united  in  the  common  bond 
of  sel.f^-preservation;  well  knowing  the  plunder  and  devastation 
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which  would  ensue  if  the  city  were  taken  by  storm  or  in  the  coni'se 
of  actual  war.  This  also  had  been  foreseen  by  the  Emperor ;  and  his 
advices  from  the  traitors  within,  at  the  head  of  whom  was  the 
Wuzeer,  led  him  to  the  conclusion  that  nothing  w'as  to  be  gained  by 
open  force  at  present.  Enough  that  the  seed  of  disaffection  had 
been  sowti,  which  he  trusted  would,  in  a  comparatively  shoii;  period, 
bear  the  fruit  he  desired.  On  these  considerations,  Aurungzeeb  had 
raised  the  siege,  and  lay  at  a  distance  in  seeming  inaction  ;  nevei'the- 
less  watching  the  course  of  events  not  only  wdth  eagerness,  but  with 
astute  foresight  and  untiring  intrigue.  Emissaries  were  busy  in  the 
city,  and  among  the  wavering  and  discontented  gained  many  con¬ 
verts.  Money,  promises  and  assurances  of  protection  were  freely 
lavished,  not  only  among  the  courtiers,  but  among  the  frontier  chief¬ 
tains,  powerful  tributaries,  feudatories,  and  zemindars,  who  possessed  ' 
influence  over  the  people,  and  v/herever  else  it  was  possible.  Village 
authorities  w^ere  also  canvassed  ;  hereditary  rights  and  immunities 
guaranteed,  wnth  conflrmation  of  former  grants  from  the  Beejapoor 
princes. 

All  such  Avere  openly  encouraged  to  revolt,  to  withhold  paymejit 
of  revenue,  and  to  harass  the  government  of  the  State  by  every 
means  in  their  poAver.  During  the  confusion  attendant  upon  the 
Moghul  invasion,  many  districts  had  been  AAwested  from  the  State 
AA'hich  could  not  be  regained  except  at  great  cost  and  by  the  employ¬ 
ment  of  separate  forces,  Avhich  Aveakened  the  general  efficiency  of 
the  army.  In  some  instances,  those  Avho  had  recovered  and  held 
such  districts,  had  themselves  retained  possession  of  them,  fortifying 
the  village  ghurrees  or  castles,  occnp3nng  and  repairing  hill-forts, 
under  pretence  of  assisting  the  King’s  cause,  but  in  reality  to 
strengthen  their  oaati  positions.  Of  such,  Avas  the  Mahratta  prince, 
SKaji  Bhoslay. 

The  letters  Avhich  Afzool  Khan  Avas  pemsing  Avere  of  the  tenor 
comsequent  upon  such  events.  They  were  chiefly  from  governors  of 
provinces,  foiuvarding  reports  from  their  subordinates  to  make  their 
OAvn  vicAvs  more  intelligible.  IMo.st  applied  for  the  assistance  of 
fresh  troops,  permis.sion  to  raise  local  levies,  and  funds  to  pay  them  ; 
Avhile  they  gave  accounts  of  opposition  and  imperial  intrigue,  which 
were  only  too  certain  and  progressive.  Others  detailed  plots  and 
rumours,  or  preparations  for  revolt  Avhich  should  bo  checked. 

Around  Beejapoor  itself  there  was  perhaps  no  apprehension ;  but 
cvoiyAvhere  at  a  distance  the  same  confusion  existed,  and  it  seemed 
to  Afzool  Khan  ns  though  it  AA'ore  impossible  to  provide  against  the 
spread  of  groAving  disaffection  Avbich,  if  he  had  before  only  partially 
guessed,  Avas  here  developed  in  all  its  hideous  and  most  pevpdexing 
detail.  Letter  after  letter  Avas  thus  read  and  throAAm  aside,  till,  weary 
of  the  subject,  and  sick  at  heart  with  apprehension,  unable  also  to 
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determine  upon  any  definite  course  of  state  policy,  he  had  put  aside 
the  correspondence,  and  was  reviewing  the  detail  in  his  own  mind  as 
he  looked  out  on  the  city  from  the  window. 

The  question  to  be  determined  in  particular  was  as  regarded  the 
condition  of  the  country  to  the  west  and  north-west,  which  hereto¬ 
fore  had  given  no  cause  for  alarm.  When  Afzool  Khan  himself  had 
governed  it,  he  found  the  people,  if  ruder  in  manner  than  those 
nearer  the  capital,  yet  peaceable  and  industrious  farmers ;  and  be¬ 
yond  checking  local  feuds,  there  was  little  need  for  exertion  or 
apprehension  of  any  kind.  Now  the  governor  wrote  of  large  assem¬ 
blages  of  armed  men,  of  habitual  indifference  to  the  authority  of  the 
officers  of  the  State,  and  of  the  growing  influence  of  Sivaji  Bhoslay, 
before  which  he  felt  it  next  to  impossible  to  maintain  his  own  posi¬ 
tion  or  collect  the  revenue,  much  less  to  bring  him  to  subjection. 

The  latest  letters,  too,  described  emissaries  from  the  imperial 
camp  having  been  traced  in  disguise  to  Sivaji’s  strongholds  among 
the  mountains,  and  an  increasing  belief  among  the  people  that  he 
was  destined  to  become  a  great  prince  for  the  subversion  of  all 
Mahomedans ;  while  it  was  very  evident  that,  by  some  secret  means, 
they  were  being  organized  either  to  revolt  for  Sivaji  himself,  or  in 
the  cause  of  the  Emperor. 

The  wi’iter  was  a  personal  friend  of  Afzool  Khan’s — one  whom  he 
had  no  reason  to  believe  would  write  cither  from  fear  or  from  an  in¬ 
correct  view  of  existing  circumstances ;  and  on  this  account  his 
recent  letters  had  not  only  become  more  important,  but  in  a  higher 
degree  more  interesting.  He  had  forces  at  his  disposal  sufficient  to 
repress  any  outbreak,  but  his  knowledge  of  the  people  and  the 
country,  and  the  use  they  might  be  put  to  by  the  Emperor  against 
the  State  at  any  critical  moment,  had  confirmed  apprehensions  under 
which  he  had  written,  temperately  but  firmly,  to  the  King,  not  to 
neglect  or  underrate  those  signs  of  the  times ;  and  to  seek  among  the 
counsellors  and  nobles  at  Beejapoor  such  advice  in  re.spect  to  the  pre¬ 
vention  of  local  disaffection  as  might  be  practicable. 

“  If  Fazil  is  right,”’  murmured  the  Khan  to  himself,  as  he  re¬ 
volved  these  questions  in  his  mind,  “  we  may  obtain  confirmation  of 
the  designs  of  the  Mahrattas  and  the  Emperor*,  which  -will  assist  the 
comprehension  of  these  letters.  But  it  is  strange  that  they  have  any 
common  cause,  or  that  such  discordant  elements  should  unite,  even 
with  the  hope  of  mutual  assistance.” 

A  low  cry  from  his  daughter  aroused  him  from  his  reverie.  As 
he  drew  himself  within  the  lattice,  Zyna  had  raised  herself,  and  was 
looking  about  scared  and  half  awake.  “  Fazil !  ”  she  said.  “  0 
father,  I  dreamt  d  I  saw  him  laying  before  me,  looking  as  though  he 
were  dead,  and  then  he  seemed  to  change  to  you ;  and  I  was  terrified 
and  screamed  out.” 
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“  Be  calm,  Zyna,”  he  replied,  supporting  her  tenderly ;  “  thou  hast 
been  much  excited,  and  needest  rest,  and  no  wonder  that  an  evil 
dream  came  to  thee.  Fear  not ;  he  is  safe,  and  I  am  beside  thee.” 

“  Safe,  father  ?  then  he  is  returned,  and  I  have  been  sleeping 
carelessly.” 

“  No,  daughter,  he  is  not  come  yet.  He  has  most  likely  taken 
refuge  from  the  storm,  which  was  severe.” 

“  In  my  dream  I  heard  the  thunder,  father,  but  it  seemed  as 
though  it  were  cannon.  I  marvel  that  I  slept  through  all.” 

“  And  soundly  too,  Zyna ;  but  look,  the  morning  will  be  fair  for 
their  return,”  and  he  opened  the  casement. 

The  black  pall  of  clouds  which  had  hung  over  the  city  had  passed 
away,  and  the  wind  had  fallen,  except  a  cool  gentle  breeze  which 
blew  freshly  in  at  the  window,  and  rustled  among  the  foliage  of  the 
garden.  Here  and  there  the  silence  was  broken  by  a  gentle  and 
distant  murmur  in  the’city,  for,  early  as  it  was,  some  were  already 
astir. 

“  I  will  watch  now,  father,”  said  Zyna ;  “  surely  you  have  not 
slept  at  all.  I  am  quite  rested,  and  will  wait  for  Fazil.” 

“  It  is  near  the  third  watch  of  the  night,  Zyna ;  thou  art  not 
afraid  to  be  alone  if  I  sleep  ?  If  Fazil  come  not  before  dawn,  I  will 
mount  the  Paigah,  and  we  will  soon  bring  him  to  thee ;  but  I  have 
no  fear  now,  and  say  this  only  to  content  thee.  I  will  try  and  rest 
my  head  for  a  while,  daughter ;  for  it  is  weary,  and  these  papers 
have  caused  me  much  thought.”  So  saying,  he  lay  down  on  the 
divan  where  he  had  been  sitting,  covered  his  face  with  a  shawl 
which  Zyna  gently  cast  over  him,  and  at  once  fell  into  a  deep 
slumber. 


CHAPTER  XXYII. 

Zyna  sat  beside  her  father,  trimming  the  lamp  as  it  needed,  wonder¬ 
ing  much  at  Fazil’s  strange  absence,  and  occasionally  taking  up  one 
of  the  papers  with  which  her  father  had  been  occupied,  and  reading 
it  vacantly.  Zyna  could  read,  which  was  unusual  in  girls  of  her  age 
and  class :  and,  originally  of  a  studious  character,  she  had  learned 
enough  Persian  with  her  brother  from  their  old  teacher,  a  superan¬ 
nuated  secretary,  to  be  of  use  both  to  her  father  5nd  brother;  more 
especially  to  her  father  in  his  confidential  correspondence.  Appar¬ 
ently  she  found  nothing  to  interest  her  very  much,  for  she  laid  down 
letter  after  letter  after  reading  the  superscription,  and  looked  out 
through  the'  lattice  impatiently,  as  it  were,  for  the  coming  dawn. 
The  bright  morning  star  now  appeared  above  the  tops  of  the  trees. 
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and  a  glow  overspread  whole  east — the  false  dawn  ;  which,  while 
it  as  yet  gave  no  definite  form  to  the  surrounding  objects,  yet  re¬ 
lieved  the  extreme  darkness  of  the  night.  As  Zyna  sat,  she  fancied 
she  heard  a  sound  of  voices  at  the  gate,  but  it  died  away.  It  could 
not  be  her  brother  ;  he  would  have  been  admitted  at  once.  Again, 
as  she  listened,  and  the  silence  seemed  painful,  the  murmur  was 
renewed,  and  she  started  up. 

“It  is  he — Fazil  is  come !  ”  she  cried  eagerly  to  her  father, 
awaking  him.  “  0,  father,  go  to  meet  him :  would  I  could  go  mv- 
self !  ” 

Afzool  Khan  listened  from  the  window,  and  Zyna  could  see  that 
the  expression  of  his  face  increased  in  gladness,  and  the  revulsion 
in  her  own  heart  caused  agitation  which  she  could  not  restrain. 

“  He  is  not  come,”  said  her  father;  “it  may  be  some  messenger. 
God  grant  there  may  be  no  evil  tidings !  Be  calm,  my  child ;  I  will 
go  below  and  ascertain,  and  will  return  or  send  word  about  him !  ” 

Hurrying  down  to  the  gate,  he  found  the  sentinel  in  altercation 
with  the  lad  we  have  before  mentioned.  It  was  evident  that  the  boy 
had  been  there  some  time,  and  the  sentinel,  being  informed  that  his 
young  lord  was  safe,  had  no  idea  of  wakening  any  one  before  the 
usual  hour  of  morning  prayer.  As  Afzool  Khan  approached  the  gate 
alone,  he  heard  the  lad’s  earnest  prayer  for  aid  answered  by  a  dogged 
refusal. 

“  Begone !  ”  said  the  man  through  the  wicket ;  “  thy  tale  may  be 
true  enough,  and  the  Sahib  Zadah  *  may  be  where  he  is ;  but,  look 
you,  the  great  Khan  Sahib  is  fast  asleep,  and  cannot  be  awakened. 
Everybody  is  asleep ;  there  is  no  woman  here  to  send  to  him  in  the 
zenana.  Begone  therefore,  or  lay  down  at  the  gate.  When  morn¬ 
ing  prayer  is  over,  thou  shalt  have  speech  of  the  Khan.  Till  it  is 
broad  daylight,  I  draw  no  bWt.  If  thou  unit  not  go,  at  least  sit 
quiet,  for  there  are  gentleman  in  the  guard-room  here  who  might 
treat  thee  roughly  if  disturbed  in  their  sleep.” 

The  boy  was  turning  away  sadly,  when  the  voice  of  Afzool  Khan 
was  heai-d  calling  from  the  inner  court,  as  he  unfastened  the  door 
leading  to  the  larger  one. 

“  Whose  is  that  voice  ? — who  speaks  without  ? — why  is  he  not 
admitted  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“My  lord,”  replied  the  man  on  duty,  “the  Sahib  Zadah  is  not 
here,  but  there  is  a  boy  who  says  he  knows  of  him.” 

“Was  it  well,  Yousuf,  to  turn  him  away?”  asked  Afzool  Khan. 

“  Suppose  my  son  had  had  need  of  us.” 

“Kay;  but  my  lord  slept,  and  the  Sahib  Zadah  was  safe.  Bul- 
wunt  Bao  only  is  wounded — and  there  were  no  women  to  send — 
and  I  did  but  tell  him  to  wait,”  stammered  the  man. 

*Tho  respectful  title  of  a  son — literally,  “lord’s  son.” 
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“  No  matter— where  is  the  boy  ?  Open  the  wicket,”  said  Afzool 
Khan  impatiently. 

“  He  does  not  consider  who  maybe  behind  it,”  said  the  soldier,  as 
he  unfastened  the  ponderous  iron  bars  and  unlocked  the  padlock  of 
Ihe  wickets,  “and  thalkthis  may  be  but  a  device  to  attack  the  gate. 
But  he  will  always  be  headstrong.” 

_  “  I  am  here,  Khodawund,”  said  the  lad,  from  without,  and  squeezing 
himself  through  the  opening  between  the  wicket-door  and  the  chain 
wMch  fastened  it.  “  Behold  I  am  now  before  you,  valiant  sir,”  he 
said  to  the  sentinel,  “  whom  you  took  to'  be  a  thief ;  but  I  would 
have  speech  of  the  noble  Afzool  Khan  himself,  if  it  be  possible  to 
have  him  aroused.” 

I  am  he,  returned  the  old  Khan,  stepping  forward.  “  Speak 
on,  if  what  there  is  to  be  told  may  be  said  before  these  men ;  ”  for 
several  had  now  arisen,  saluted  their  master,  and  were  standing  by 
him.  °  ^ 


The  boy  touched  the  old  Khan’s  feet  reverently.  “  Fear  not  noble 
sir,”  he  said  hastdy,  “for  the  Sahib  Zadah  is  safe.  He  met  with  no 
hurt,  though  he  was  in  danger.” 

Ul-humd-ul-illa !  Praise  be  to  God,”  broke  fi’om  the  old  man 
fervently,  and  was  heartily  re-echoed  by  all  around ;  for  men  were 
arrivmg  every  moment  from  the  different  portions  of  the  court  and 
crowding  round  to  hear  the  news.  “  Ul-humd-ul-illa !  O  holy  Gee- 
BOO  Duraz !  ”  *  he  continued,  looking  up,  “I  vow  fatehas  to  thy  tomb 
and  a  new  covering  shall  it  have  of  the  costliest  cloth- of -gold.  But 
go^on,  boy,  and  fear  not.  Is  there  aught  for  my  private  ear  ?  ” 

“  Nothing,  my  lord— nothing.  There  was  a  fray,  and  Meah  Sahib’s 
attendant  or  friend  was  badly  wounded.  I  want  a  palankeen  for 
him ;  that  is  all.” 

my  son— why  did  he  not  come  with  thee  ?  And  who  art 
thou  t  asked  the  Khan. 


They  call  me  Ashruf,  and  I  am  the  son  of  Peer  Mahomed  Duffa- 
dar,  and  Meah  Sahib  could  not  come,  because,”  added  the  lad  drop- 
pmg  his  head,  “  he  was  my  father’s  prisoner — and - ”  ’ 

much!”  exclaimed  the  fierv  old 
K^n.  Who  art  thou,  knave,  that  dares  to  say  the  son  of  Afzool 
Khan  is  a  prisoner  to  any  one  ?” 

“May  I  be  your  sacnfice,  O  Khan,”  returned  the  boy,  nothing 
darted,  though  the  Khan’s  angry  speech  was  re-echoed  bv  all 
gathered  around  him.  “  May  I  be  your  sacrifice,  there  is  no  harm 
meant  to  your  noble  son,  whom  we  all  know  and  honour  He  it 
was  who  m  my  hearing  declared  that,  in  order  to  save  my  father, 

«  I)«raz-“  Prince  of  the  Long  Locks ’’—the  name  of  a 

celebrated  Mahomedan  saint,  whose  tomb  at  Golbnrerah  is  esteemed  the  most 
holy,  as  the  samt  is  the  greatest  favourite  of  all,  perhaps,  in  the  Dekhnn. 
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he  would  attend  the  Kctwal’s  court  ;  for  it  was  but  yesterday  that 
the  Kotwal  swore  he  would  have  the  right  hand  of  the  first  brawler 
taken,  cut  off,  and  hting  up  in.  the  chowke,*  and  that  he  would 
degrade  the  first  officer  who  :^iled  to  apprehend  those  concerned  in 
any  riot.  Be  not  angry,  therefore,  noble  sir,  for  my  father  explained 
aU  this,  and  your  son  goes  of  his  own  freewill.  My  father  could  not 
help  it,  you  know,  my  lord,”  added  the  boy,  apologetically,  “  for  a 
man  had  been  wounded,  and  there  was  blood  on  your  son’s  sword.” 

“  Ay  !  Jehaudar  Beg  is  likely  to  be  a  man  of  his  word,  too,”  said 
the  Klian  to  those  about  him,  “  and  force  will  do  no  good.  But  it 
were  as  well  that  my  son  should  be  attended,  I  think.  What  say 
you,  gentlemen?  So  be  ready  some  twenty  of  you,  and  call  up  the 
spearmen ;  the  palankeen  and  bearers,  too,  for  Bulwunt  Rao.  We 
could  ill  spare  him,  poor  fellow,  from  among  us.” 

“Nothing  could  have  happened  if  Meah  had  taken  some  of  us 
with  him,”  cried  several  of  the  men  at  once.  “We  all  wanted  to 
go,”  added  Raheem  Khan,  “  but  he  bade  us  mind  our  own  business, 
and  took  Bulwunt  Rao  with  him  ;  and  see  what  has  come  of  ganja 
smoking.” 

“  And  Meah  might  have  been  wounded  or  killed,”  added  several. 

“  My  friends,  there  was  need  to  do  it,”  answered  Afzool  Khan ; 
“  a  secret  service  for  the.  King  cannot  have  too  few  witnesses.  As 
to  his  life,  or  mine,  or  that  of  any  of  you,  do  we  not  eat  the  salt  of 
the  King,  and  shoxild  our  lives  be  grudged  ?  Peace,  then,  and 
hasten  to  get  ready :  the  morn  is  fast  breaking,  and  by  daylight  we 
should  be  in  the  saddle.  Keep  the  boy;  he  must  accompany  us.” 
So  saying,  he  turned  back  into  the  private  court  in  order  to  seek  his 
daug’.ier,  who  had  followed  him.  Goolab  had  been  beforehand  with 
her,  and  had  communicated  the  news  in  her  own  war,  with  many 
marvellous  additions,  while  the  Khan  was  giving  his  orders  to  the 
men.  Now,  therefore,  on  hearing  her  father’s  brief  confirmation  of 
Fazil’s  safety,  all  past  anxiety  was  at  once  forgotten,  and,  with 
glistening  eyes  and  a  thankful  heart,  she  clung  to  him  as  they 
entered  the  small  court  of  the  zenana  apartments  together. 

By  this  time,  too,  Zyna’s  second  mother,  who  as  yet  has  been 
barely  mentioned,  had  been  aroused  from  her  sleep  by  the  prevail¬ 
ing  bustle  ;  and  as  she  habitually  indulged  in  long  rests,  and  disliked 
early  hours  most  particularly,  she  met  the  Khan  and  Zyna  in  a  mood 
of  very  querulous  character,  which  arose  partly, from  having  been 
robbed  of  a  large  portion  of  sleep,  and  partly  from  having  heard 
Goolab’s  exaggerated  report  of  Fazil’s  danger.  Now,  the  good  lady 
had  not  even  known  of  his  going  out,  nor,  as  her  lord  had  requested 
not  to  be  disturbed,  of  the  manner  in  which  the  weary  night  had 
passed. 


*  Market-place. 
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“  Blessed  be  the  holy  saints  that  he  is  safe  !”  was  the  exclamation 
of  Zyna,  as  she  threw  herself  npon  the  lady’s  neck  ;  “  there  will  be 
no  delay  now,  and  my  father  will  bring  him  to  us.  O  mother,  are 
you  not  thankful  ?” 

“  It  was  well  done  of  thee,  Khan,”  cried  the  lady  ironically,  dis- 
engaging  herself  from  Zyna,  and  not  heeding  her  words,  “to  send 
that  poor  boy  out  in  such  a  night  as  the  last  has  been.  Such 
thunder  and  lightning !  Naked,  too,  I  hear — to  run  the  chance  of 
cold  and  wounds.  Ugh  !  and  thou  sayest  thou  hast  a  father’s  love 
for  him  ?  Toba !  toba !  I  swear  to  thee,  had  he  been  my  son,  he 
should  never  stir  out  without  my  pennission.  I  would  take  care  of 
that.  He  should  not  go  hence,  Khan  Sahib,  until  I  knew  that  the 
planets  were  propitious — a  thing — Alla  defend  us  ! — that  some 
people  care  as  little  about  as — as  .  .  .  and  then  to  think  what  a 
tempting  of  destiny  it  was  to  send  the  boy  from  home  without  ask¬ 
ing  or  caring  for  the  positiofis  of  the  stars,  or  finding  out  whether 
there  was  not  an  adverse  planet  in  a  threatening  house.  As  it  is, 
we  hear  that  Fazil  is  wounded — that  is,  he  might  have  been  ;  and 
that  Buhvunt  Rao  has  had  his  head  cut  off — that  is,  nearly,  for  he 
has  a  horrible  cut  in  his  neck,  and  his  head  is  hanging  all  on  one 
side;  and,”  she  continued,  wiping  her  eyes  with,  the  end  of  her 
scarf,  and  in  a  whimpering  tone,  “  all  this  comes  of  not  asking  me. 
What  am  I  in  the  house  but  less  than  a  dog?  0  Khan - ” 

“  Peace,  Lurlee  !”  returned  Afzool  Khan  tartly.  “  What  cross 
words  are  these  so  early  in  the  morning  ?  Enough  for  thee  that 
the  boy  is  safe,  and  that  we  have  subject  for  thankfulness  in  his 
escape  from  danger,  and  not  of  sorrow.  Peace !  is  it  thus  Alla 
should  see  thee  after  His  mercy  ?  Fazil  will  be  here  presently,  and 
will  tell  thee  perhaps  as  much  as  I  know.” 

“  Ay,  perhaps  !”  retorted  Lurlee.  “  I,  who  am  less  than  a  cat  in 
the  house,  and  as  gentle  as  a  sheep,  am  thus  treated  !  0  Khan ! 

shame  upon  thee  that  I  knoAv  everything  only  when  it  is  stale,  and 
comes  to  me  through  the  bazar  !  Are  not  all  your  goings  and 
comings  hidden  from  me  ?  and  now  I  hear  you  and  Zyna  sat  up  all 
night  together ;  and  I  was  told  you  were  not  to  be  interrupted,  and 
had  to  eat  my  dinner  by  myself,  and  to  get  to  sleep  as  best  I  might. 
0  Khan  !  am  I  less  than  nobody  ?  I  who  am  of  the  family  of - ” 

“  Thou  wouldst  only  have  been  anxious  and  fretful,  Lurlee,”  re¬ 
turned  the  Khan  soothingly.  “  The  planets  woujd  have  troubled 
thee.  We  meant  only  well  in  not  telling  thee.  It  was  an  urgent 
matter,  and  we  could  not  wait  for  the  astrologer  to  read  the  tables 
for  us,  or  tell  us  what  star  was  in  the  ascendant.  Go,  see  after  some 
breakfast,  or  whatever  can  be  got  for  Fazil ;  we  may  be  detained, 
and  I’ll  warrant  he  is  hungry  enough  already.  We  cannot  wait  for 
lucky  hours  sometimes,  but  must  take  what  Alla  sends  us.” 
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^  I  will  not  go,  Khan.  I  will  not  be  put  off  with  empty  words,” 
she  cried,  angrily ;  “  and  if  you  do  not  choose  to  read  the  stars, 
what  does  it  signify  ?  are  not  the  consequences  of  your  error  on 
your  own  head  ?  When  was  it  that  the  stars  were  aught  in  your 
eyes  ?  Have  I  not  read  you  many  a  warning,  which,  had  iF  been 
heeded,  would  ha'^e  saved  much  trouble — much  !  When  Fazil  went 
forth  to  battle,  did  I  not  warn-  you  not  to  let  him  depart  ?  and  did 
he  not  come  home  wounded  and  senseless  ?  And  when  I  told  you 
one  day,  when  one  of  the  horses  died,  that  something  bad  must 
befall  us  because  of  the  evil  aspect  of  the  stars,  I  was  only  laughed 
at.  Is  this  true  or  false  ?  And  yesterday,  if  I  had  but  been  asked 
beforehand,  could  I  not  have  told  all  that  was  going  to  happen? 
Behold  !”  and  the  lady  drew  from  her  bodice  a  table  regularly  con¬ 
structed  to  aid  her  astrological  predictions  and  researches — “  behold ! 
were  not  Saturn  and  the  Moon  in  conjunction  ?  Is  not  that  bad 
enough  ?  and  cannot  you  see  that  is  the  reason  why  Bulwunt  Rao, 
poor  fellow,  has  had  his  head  cut  off  ?” 

“  Peace,  Lurlee  !”  again  cried  the  Khan,  to  whom  his  wife’s 
astrological  wisdom  had  long  proved  a  serious  annoyance.  “  If  all 
the  planets  in  the  sky  had  come  together  for  good  or  evil,  Fazil 
must  have  gone  last  night,  for  it  was  an  eiTand  of  life  or  death. 
Kow  all  is  safely  over,  go  and  prepare  some  sheernee  for  distribution, 
and  be  thankful  for  what  is,  rather  than  anxious  about  the  stars - ” 

“  Toba,  toba  !”  exclaimed  the  lady,  interrupting  him  ;  “  for  shame, 
for  shame!  0  Khan,  to  blaspheme  the  stars  I  May  your  sin  be 
forgiven  1” 

“  Nay,  mother,  but  he  did  not  blaspheme,”  urged  the  gentle  voice 
of  Zyna.  “  He  did  but  mean  that  Fazil  was  safe  everyw'here  ;  for 
thou  knowest,  dear  mother,  that  he  is  in  the  hands  of  Alla,  and  that 
the  blessed  Alla  is  above  all.” 

“  He  is  not  above  the  stars,”  retorted  the  lady  angrily,  and  ovei’- 
anxious  to  establish  the  truth  of  her  favourite  superstition — “  that 
is.  He — I  mean — He  is  above  them  ;  but  then - ” 

“Ah,  Lurlee;  better  leave  them  alone,”  cried  the  Kban,  laugh¬ 
ing.  “  Art  thou  not  sinking  deep  into  the  mire  of  thine  own 
'  conceit,  lady  ?  Well,  thou  art  welcome  to  them  if  they  will  teach 
thee  not  to  be  ndlful,  and  not  to  do  thine  own  desire,  which  is  ever 
ill  controlled  and  variable ;  and  as  to  their  being  higher  than  Him 
who  made  them — why,  I  have  no  more  to  say.” 

“  I  said  no  such  thing,”  retorted  the  lady  doggedly;  “but  it  is 
ever  thus.  Take  care,  Khan,  of  wilful  disregard  of  warnings.” 

“Another  time,  perhaps,  wife.  Now  we  cannot  delay,  for  the 
Kotwal  has  got  hold  of  Fazil,  and  th5!t  is  worse  than  an  adverse 
conjunction  of  planets.  But  fear  not,”  he  added,  seeing  that  the 
countenance  of  Zyna  betrayed  alarm  ;  “a  word  fmm  me,  and  ho 
will  be  released.” 
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“If  he  is  not,  I  will  go  to  my  cousin  the  Wuzeer’s  wife,  and  beg 
for  him,”  rephed  Lurlee. 

“  Ay,  in  spite  of  the  stars  ?  Well,  well,  beebee,  I  hope  it  will 
not  be  needed,”  said  the  Khan  cheerily.  “We  are  not  yet  come 
down  to  asking  favours  of  our  cousins’  wives.  No,  Lurlee ;  keep 
thine  interest  for  another  time,  and  see  to  it  that  thy  cousin  doth 
not  require  thine  aid  ere  thou  hast  to  ask  hers.” 

“  Impossible,  Khan  !  ”  cried  the  lady  sharply.  “  Thou  art  pleased 
this  morning  to  underrate  my  poor  self  and  my  relations.  It  is 
well,  O  Afzool  Khan !”  (she  meant  to  be  very  impressive  when  she 
called  him  by  name) — “  it  is  well — I  say  it  is  very  well,  that  you 
speak  thus.  See  to  it*that  thou,  too,  want  no  aid  from  them.” 

“  I  do  not  need  them,  Lurlee,”  replied  the  Khan.  “  As  to  their 
aid  to  me — nay,  be  not  angry — I.  have  not  much  hope  of  it ;  and 
for  the  rest,  if  I  am  right  in  what  I  think,  there  is  evil  impending 
over  the  Wuzeer’s  house,  which  all  the  stars  will  not  tell  thee  of, 
nor  him  either.  May  the  saints  avert  it !  If  it  be  true,  thou  shalt 
know  of  it  ere  many  hours  be  past,  and  we  will  try  to  aid  him  ;  but 
at  present  let  there  be  peace  between  us.  By-and-by  thou  wilt  say 
to  Fazil,  It, was  well  done,  though  our  news  may  not  please  thee. 
G-o,  girl,  bring  me  my  sword,”  he  continued  to  Zyna.  “  Bring  a 
shawl  too,  for  the  morning  air  is  chilly.” 

Zyna  was  glad  to  escape,  for,  in  truth,  bickerings  such  as  we  have 
noted  were  too  frequent  in  the  house  to  be  very  tolerable,  and  some¬ 
times  one  side,  sometimes  the  other,  was  in  fault;  most  frequently, 
perhaps,  the  lady,  who,  having  had  no  children  of  her  own  to  care 
for,  and  having  in  her  youth  been  instructed  in  Persian,  had  turned 
to  divinity  and  astrology  with  great  zeal.  In  the  latter  she  had 
indeed  great  faith,  and  professed  herself  able,  as  no  doubt  she  was 
willing,  to  direct  all  affairs  of  the  house,  as  also  of  the  state,  by 
planetary  influences.  Thus,  no  event  could  happen  without  its 
being,  to  her  perception,  plainly  written  in  the  book  of  destiny, 
which  the  light  of  the  planets. rendered  easy  reading  ;  and  if  a  dish 
happened  to  break,  or  a  cow  or  bullock  died,  or  a  horse  had  to  be 
purchased  or  exchanged,  or  any  household  rejoicing  made,  or  trouble 
endured,  all  were  found  to  have  connection  with  the  planets,  or  to* 
1^  the  consequences  of  the  lucky  or  unlucky  days  and  hours  of 
f^ich  her  life  was  composed. 

Lurlee  KKanum being  a  scholar,  was  also  an  object  of  envy  to  many 
of  her  female  friends,  and  was  consulted  by  them  upon  various 
turns  of  their  fortunes ;  and  in  regard  to  lucky  colours  for  dress, 
lucky  moments  for  putting  on  new  clothes,  settling  matches  and 
marriage  days,  the  weaning  of  children,  putting  them  into  new  beds, 
cutting  their  hair  or  nails,  and  the  like  domestic  matters,  she  was 
an  unquestionable  authority.  She,  according  to  the  rules  laid  down 
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in  her  book,  had  written  several  charms,  and  given  them  to  hei 
friends,  which,  together  with  the  virtues  of  certain  herbs  and  mede* 
cines,  had  been  the  cause  of  relief  to  babies  w'hen  cutting  theii 
teeth,  and  when  they  cried  at  night,  or  had  bad  dreams,  or  infantine 
ailments ;  and  had  been  efficacious  also  in  averting  evil  spirits,  evil 
eyes,  and  the  envious  wishes  of  others. 

For  these  accomplishments — especially  her  skill  in  astrology, 
which  w'as  believed  to  be  very  wonderful,  indeed  almost  a  special 
revelation — Lurlee  Khanum  was  held  in  vast  respect  by  all  classes 
in  her  quarter  of  the  city ;  and  her  opinions  and  interpretations 
of  the  stars  were  decidedly  preferred  to  those  of  Meer  Anwur 
Ali,  the  old  Moolla  of  the  public  mosque  nigh  at  hand ;  and  a  con¬ 
siderable  feud  existed  between  them  in  consequence.  For  the 
Moolla  considered  her  as  an  interloper,  and  as  one  by  no  means  in¬ 
structed  or  qualified  to  have  converse  with  what  she  professed, 
whether  astrology  or  medicine ;  and  had  been  known  to  say,  irrever¬ 
ently  no  doubt,  that  more  people  died  of  Lurlee  Khanum’s  medi¬ 
cines  than  the  angel  of  death  knew  what  to  do  with.  In  short, 
Lurlee  Khanum,  the  second  wife  of  Afzool  Khan,  was  a  much  more 
popular  person  than  the  first  had  been ;  w'ho,  being  a  foreigner,  and 
absorbed  in  her  husband  and  children,  cared  little  about  her  neigh¬ 
bours  ;  whereas  her  successor  w'as  in  most  respects  the  exact  reverse. 

Lurlee  Beebee  had  once  been  handsome.  She  w^as  of  somewhat 
dark  complexion,  but  had  very  large  lustrous  eyes,  with  a  prominent 
nose,  and  had  not  escaped  marks  by  smallpox,  though  they  were  not 
disfiguring.  When  the  Khan  married  her,  her  figure  was  perfect ; 
but  she  had  lately,  much  to  her  mortification,  increased  in  size ;  and 
though  she  took  many  infallible  receipts  to  prevent  fat,  it  would 
accumulate.  For  many  years  she  had  had  hope  of  children,  and 
had  made  voavs  to  all  the  shrines  in  Beejapoor,  had  sent  gifts  to  those 
at  Allund,  Gulburgah,  and  Gogi,  and  had  vowed  to  make  vast  dis¬ 
tributions  of  money,  and  to  do  other  charitable  acts,  if  her  prayers 
were  granted.  Now  she  began  to  fear  she  had  no  chance,  which  had 
vexed  her  not  a  little,  and  had  combined,  with  other  troubles,  to 
give  a  sour,  grim  expression  to  her  countenance,  which  rarely  left  it. 

There  were  times,  however,  when  she  was  bright  and  pleasant ; 
for,  really  kind  at  heart,  few  had  greater  powers  of  pleasing  than 
Lurlee  Khanum ;  but  as  her  husband  became  more  and  more  occupied 
with  public  affairs,  estrangement  had  begun,  and  was  progressing. 
There  was  one  fear  which  had  beset  Lurlee  for  many  years — that 
lier  lord,  seeing  she  had  no  children,  would  marry  again ;  and  the 
idea  of  a  sister-wife  was  very  intolerable  :  this,  however,  had  passed 
away.  Tlie  Khan  was  advancing  in  years,  his  children  were  growing 
i\p,  and  she  had  no  fear  of  another  usurping  what  alfection  I’emained, 
or  interfering  with  her  household  management. 
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To  the  Khan’s  children  Lurlee  was  fondly  attached ;  indeed,  they 
were  now  the  principal  links  between  her  lord  and  herself.  Their 
mother  had  died  when  they  were  of  tender  age ;  and,  after  Lurlee’s 
hopes  of  children  ceased,  she  took  more  kindly  to  them  than  be¬ 
fore,  and  had  done  her  duty  by  them.  Nor  did  their  father  inter¬ 
fere  with  that  deference  to  her  judgment  in  matters  concerning 
them,  of  which  she  had  better  knowledge ;  but  her  increasing  faith 
in  her  own  infallibility  had  begun  to  distress  both,  as  they  could  not 
help  estimating  at  its  proper  value  the  superstition  upon  which  the 
majority  of  her  acts  and  opinions  were  founded  once  for  all. 

Such  was  Lurlee  Khanum,  the  only  lady  in  the  harem  of  Afzool 
Khan.  Other  nobles  of  his  rank  would  have  maiu'ied  as  often  as  the 
law  allowed,  without  reproach ;  but  the  old  Khan’s  affections  had 
seemingly  died  with  Zyna’s  mother ;  and  the  excitement  of  war,  of 
political  events,  and  provincial  government,  together  with  the 
management  of  his  fine  estate  of  Afzoolj^oor,  had  apparently  filled 
his  mind  to  the  exclusion  of  other  subjects. 

In  a  few  moments  Zyna  had  returned,  bearing  the  weapon,  which 
her  father  took  from  her ;  and  having  entered  the  garden  with  her, 
they  performed  their  ablutions  in  the  mosque  before  mentioned, 
and  went  through  the  usual  forms  of  the  early  prayer.  The  Khan 
then  returned  to  the  zenana,  where  Lurlee  Khanum  met  him. 

“I  have  put  up  some  food  in  the  palankeen,”  she  said;  “see  that 
Fazil  eats  it.  I  would  all  this  were  safely  over,”  she  added,  after  a 
pause.  “  Thou  art  not  angry  with  me,  Khan — with  your  Lurlee  ? 
do  not  go  forth  angry  with  me,  my  lord.' 

“  No,  no !  not  angry,  dear  one,”  returned  the  Khan,  much  moved 
and  softened.  “  I  am  rot  angry,  but  impatient ;  forgive  me,  Lurlee. 
Alla  keep  you  till  I  return :  and  you  too,  my  child !  Fear  not ;  I  will 
bring  him  safely  to  both  of  you.” 

The  Khan’s  horse  awaited  him  in  the  outer  court,  and  with  it  a 
strong  troop  of  his  best  horsemen,  Avith  a  company  of  spearmen, 
AA'hose  combined  force  seemed  enough  to  have  rescued  Fazil,  had 
there  been  need.  Afzool  Khan  Avas  greeted  heartily  by  all,  and  as 
he  cast  his  eye  over  the  group  of  steady  and  oft-tried  retainers,  lie 
felt  that  confidence  Avhich  results  from  habitual  companionship  Avith 
others,  and  that  no  danger  could  reach  Fazil  Avhich  they  could  not 
share  or  overcome.  The  greeting  AA^as  as  heai’tily  returned  as  given ; 
and  the  gates  being  throAA'n  open  after  a  feAV  questions  to  his  son’s 
messenger,  and  preceded  by  him  and  the  band  of  spearmen  Avho  ran 
before  his  horse,  Afzool  Khan  and  his  retainers  pushed  forward  at  a 
rapid  pace. 

It  Avas  noAv  broad  daylight,  and  the  freshness  of  the  morning,  and 
its  clear  bright  atmosphere,  rendered  every  object  mox'c  beautiful 
than  it  had  been  before  the  rain.  Every  stately  mo.sque  and  minaret, 
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palace  and  mausoleum,  with  their  bright  gilded  spires,  caught  the 
fast-increasing  light,  and  stood  out  boldly  against  the  clear  eastern 
sky ;  while  the  rich  foliage  of  the  trees,  unmoved  by  any  wind  as 
yet,  hung  in  heavy  masses,  and  seemed  refreshed  by  the  moisture 
they  still  retained.  As  they  passed  the  various  gardens,  the  rich 
fragrance  of  tuberose,  lime,  and  orange  flowers  loaded  the  air  almost 
to  excess ;  while  the  very  ground  gave  forth  that  refreshing  earthy 
scent  which,  in  India,  after  rain,  mingles  so  peculiarly  and  yet  so 
gratefully  with  every  other  perfume.  Few  persons  were  yet  abroad ; 
and  with  the  exception  of  an  occasional  devout  Mahomedan  pro¬ 
ceeding  to  early  morning  prayer  at  the  mosque — a  young  rake,  with 
a  small  band  of  sword-and-bucklermen,  returning  from  the  night’s 
questionable  companionship — a  few  humble  carriers  of  fruit  and 
vegetables  coming  from  villages  without  the  walls  to  the  morning 
market,  with  here  and  there  small  companies  of  travellers  starting  on 
their  daily  journey, — all  was  silent  and  deserted;  and  the  heavy 
tramp  of  the  horsemen,  as  they  proceeded  at  a  rapid  pace,  sounded 
strange  and  suspicious  at  that  unusual  hour. 


CHAPTER  'XXVIII. 

The  young  Ashmf  ran  lightly  along  before  the  party,  leading  them, 
by  narrow  lanes  and  streets  familiar  to  him,  direct  to  the  spot  where 
the  occurrences  of  the  night  had  taken  place;-  and  under  such 
guidance — for  the  boy’s  speed  never  flagged  for  a  moment — Afzool 
Khan  and  his  men  arrived  at  the  building  where  Fazil  was  waiting, 
almost  ere  the  sun’s  rays  were  sparkling  upon  the  tall  minarets  and 
domes  of  the  city. 

He  had  looked  anxiously  for  their  coming  long  ere  dawn  broke  ; 
for  he  had  awakened  as  usual  for  the  morning  prayer,  in  which  he 
was  joined  by  the  Duffadar  and  several  other  devout  members  of 
the  guard  :  and  since  its  conclusion  he  had  been  sitting  on  the  step 
of  the  guard-room,  or  watching  Bulwunt,  who  slept  heavily  but 
restlessly,  and  speculating  on  the  reason  of  his  young  messenger’s 
delay.  Truly  cheering  was  it,  therefore,  after  hearing  from  a  great 
distance  the  rapid  advance  of  a  body  of  horsemen  borne  on  the  still 
morning  air,  to  see  the  well-known  band  of  spearmen,  led  by  the 
young  Ashmf,  turn  the  comer  of  the  street,  and  immediately 
following  them  the  tall  figure  of  his  father,  and  with  him  perhaps 
fifty  of  the  Paigah. 

A  few  moments  served  to  bring  the  party  to  the  spot.  As  his 
father  strove  to  alight  rapidly,  Fazil  sprang  to  aid  him  udth  a  joyful 
ciy;  and  when  the  old  Khan  could  disengage  himself  from  his 
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stirrup,  a  hearty  embrace  followed,  to  the  no  small  wonder  cf  a 
crowd  of  neighbours,  whom  the  unexpected  appearance  of  a  well- 
known  nobleman  and  his  dashing  escort  had  collected  :  and  who 
could  not  understand  the  warm  greeting  and  embrace  between  what 
appeared  to  be  a  Hindu  beggar,  still  much  besmeared  with  wood- 
ashes  and  paint,  and  so  gallant  a  cavalier  as  Afzool  Khan. 

Led  by  Fazil  into  the  apartment  we  have  already  mentioned,  the 
Khan  submitted  to  be  seated  upon  a  carpet ;  and  the  room  being 
partially  cleared,  he  proceeded  to  inquire  into  the  circumstances  of 
his  son’s  detention,  an^  of  the  fi’ay  of  which  Ashruf  had  informed 
him.  Upon  Bulwunt,  the  sound  of  the  old  Khan’s  voice  acted  like 
a  charm.  Weakened  by  loss  of  blood,  he  had  fallen  into  a  dreamy 
kind  of  doze  rather  than  sleep,  which  the  trampling  of  the  horses, 
and  exclamations  from  their  riders  as  they  arrived,  had  converted 
into  an  imaginary  battle-field,  on  which  he  lay  wounded  and 
helpless  ;  but  when  the  well-known  voice  of  his  lord  was  no  longer 
doubtful,  he  was  aroused,  and,  raising  himself  feebly,  earnestly 
requested  his  master  to  come  to  him  to  hear,  as  he  thought  them, 
his  last  words. 

“He  is  not  in  fault,  my  loi  1,”  he  said  faintly,  and  pointing  to 
Fazil.  “  They  would  have  ma  le  out  that  he  wounded  me — may 
their  tongues  rot!  He  will  tell  you  all  that  happened,  and  how 
the  enemy  of  my  house,  Tannaiee  Maloosray,  has  sriven  me  mv 
death-blow.” 

“Not  so,  brave  Bulwunt,’  said  the  Khan,  cheeiTully  ;  “there  is 
no  fear  of  thee,  methinks  Thou  art  weak,  and  thy  sight  fails 
thee ;  but  keep  a  good  heart,  friend,  thou  will  strike  many  a  blow 
yet  for  Afzool  Khan;  a  few  days’  rest,  and  this  trouble  will  be 
forgotten.” 

“  Has  he  told  you  all  ?  ”  asked  Bulwunt. 

“Not  yet,  not  yet,  friend;  but  I  shall  hear  it  ere  long.” 

“  Track  him,  track  him,  my  lord,”  continued  Bulvmnt ;  “  Maloosray 
cannot  be  gone  far.  He  is  even  now  in  the  city,  at  one  of  the 
Mutts  or  Serais.  He  could  not  escape  if  the  gates  were  watched. 
He  might  even  be  fouad  at - ” 

But  speech  suddenly  failed  the  poor  fellow,  and,  exhausted  with 
his  effort,  he  sank  back,  fainting,  on  the  pillow. 

“  What  did  he  say,  son,?”  asked  the  Khan,  quickly;  “what  of 
Tannajee  Maloosray  ?  Him  of  Pertabgurh — the  friend  of  Sivaii 
Bhoslay?”  ’’ 

“Even  so,  father,”  replied  Fazil.  “I  did  not  mention  him,  as 
there  were  so  many  listeners,  and  the  matter  was  for  your  private 
car  ;  but,  as  Bulwunt  has  said  it,  no  matter  now.  Would  that  we 
kneiv  his  haunts  !  Perhaps  he  knows,  but  he  is  too  exhausted  to 
speak.” 
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“  Tannajee  Maloosray  here  ! — In  Beejapoor  !  ”  exclaimed  the 
Khan,  “  and  hath  done  this  deed  !  O  that  we  knew  where  the 
villain  were  hiding !  Nevertheless,  the  gates  shall  be  well  guarded ; 
that  was  a  good  thought  of  thine,  Bulwunt.  Ho,  without  there ! 
One  of  ye  ride  to  each  gate  of  the  city — tell  those  on  guard  thej’e, 
that  Maloosray  hath  been  seen  within  the  city  last  night,  and  all 
that  pass  out  are  to  he  well  looked  to.  Do  ye  hear  ?  ” 

“Jo  Hookum,”  cried  a  number  of  the  men  who  heard  the  order ; 
and  after  a  brief  consultation  together,  single  horsemen  dashed 
away  to  the  several  places  to  which  their  errands  tended. 

“And  now  change  thy  dress,  son,”  continued  his  father;  “this 
disguise  is  hardly  seemly  to  thee.  Here  is  a  suit,  and  there  will  be 
water  outside.” 

“If  the  Duff adar  here  have  no  objection,”  returned  the  young 
man.  “  You  forget,  father ;  I  am  his  prisoner  of  my  own  free  will.” 

“Chut,  chut,  boy!  thou  art  no  prisoner — be  quick,”  cried  the 
Khan. 

“The  saints  forbid,”  interposed  the  Duff  adar,  “that  any  one  of 
such  exalted  faith  as  the  son  of  Afzool  Khan  should  be  ever  sus¬ 
pected  of  being  an  infidel.  When - -  ” 

“  There,  there,  Fazil  !  go  I  ”  interrupted  the  Khan,  laughing  ;  “  I 
have  no  eyes  for  thee  in  that  abomination  ;  let  us  see 'thee  in  thy 
proper  shape.” 

“Then  follow  me,  father,  into  this  apartment,”  replied  Fazil;  “I 
have  that  to  say  which  will  not  bear  witnesses — much  that  is 
marvellous.” 

“  That  I  doubt  not,  son.  I  will  follow  when  Bulwunt  is  cared 
for;  I  see  they  have  brought  up  the  palankeen.” 

So  saying,  the  Khan  tried  to  ra'se  the  wounded  man,  while  he 
spoke  cheerily  to  him.  Again,  at  the  sound  of  his  lord’s  voice,  the 
spirit  of  the  retainer  rallied,  but  it  apparently  hovered  between  life 
and  death ;  for,  after  another  faint  attempt  to  speak,  he  fell  back 
exhausted. 

“  It  is  of  no  use,”  muttered  the  Khan ;  “  he  will  die,  I  fear,  and  Ave 
can  ill  spare  him.  Ho,  without  I  bearers  or  spearmen  !  Come  in 
some  of  ye.  And  look  ye,”  he  added,  as  several  entered,  “take  up 
Bulwunt  Rao,  carefully,  as  he  lies,  by  the  comers  of  the  blanket  ; 
put  him  into  the  palankeen,  and  take  him  home  at  your  easiest 
pace.  He  is  to  be  lodged  in  the  private  apartment  of  the  Khilwut. 
Get  a  bed  from  the  house,  and  send  for  our  physician  directly,  and 
the  surgeo  i  of  the  palace.  .  .  .  Now,  begone.” 

Carefully  and  gently  the  men  raised  him  up,  and  bore  him  out. 
Ho  groaned  heavily  as  he  reached  the  open  air,  yet  it  seemed  to 
revive  him,  for  he  looked  around.  Some  of  his  comrades  who 
crowded  round  spoke  cheerily  to  him,  and  he  recognized  them  and 
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smiled.  He  was  at  once  placed  in  the  litter,  and  the  bearers,  at  a 
rapid  but  easy  pace,  proceeded  homewards. 

“  I  dare  not  have  spoken  to  thee,  my  son,”  said  the  old  Khan, 
when  he  had  joined  Fazil,  who  was  busily  engaged  washing  the 
ashes  from  his  face,  neck,  and  arms,  “  before  those  people,  though  I 
was  burning  to  do  so.  So  thou  hast  really  discovered  something 
by  the  night’s  adventure.  This  Tannajee, — what  of  him  ?  Tell  me 
quickly  ?  ” 

“Alas!  father,”  returned  the  young  man,  sadly,  “I  know  so 
much,  and  of  such  weighty  matters,  that  my  soul  trembles  under 
them.  I  would  almost  that  I  had  not  gone  out  last  night,  or  that 
other  lips  than  mine  had  to  tell  thee  a  tale  of  treachery  and  wrong¬ 
doing.” 

“  Son  !  I  see  it  in  thy  face.  The  Wnzeer  I  ”  exclaimed  the  Khan, 
.starting. 

“He  is  false,  father — false,”  continued  Fazil. 

“  Ah,  I  feared  so ;  but  speak,  boy,  how  is  it  ?  Who  told  thee  ?  ” 
cried  Afzool  Khan,  impatiently. 

“  I  need  not  say  more  to  confirm  it  than  that  the  King  knows 
it,”  returned  Fazil ;  “and  that  he  has  papers  now  in  his  possession 
which  leave  no  doubt  of  Khan  Mahomed’s  treachery ;  Mirza  Anwur 
Ali  and  the  Shah  took  them  last  night,  and  paid  for  them.” 

“Ya  Alla  kureem  !  and  where  was  this  ?  By  the  Prophet,  tell 
me,  Fazil !  My  soul  eats  your  words  I  speak,  boy,  quickly.” 

Then  Fazil  rapidly  sketched  the  scene  of  which  the  reader  already 
knows  the  detail,  while  the  old  Khan  listened  in  silent  amazement, 
his  forefinger  between  his  teeth. 

“  Ya  Klinbeer-o  !  and  hath  all  this  been  so  easily  found  out  ?  ” 
ae  exclaimed.  “Ah,  Khan  Mahomed  I  often  has  your  poor  friend 
ivamed  you  ;  but  in  vain.  Now  you  are  lost,  alas,  alas  I  and  for 
>hat  insane  ambition  which  would  not  be  repressed.” 

“  We  must  save  him,  father!  ”  cried  Fazil;  “he  must  not  perish, 
it  the  risk  of  my  own  life  would  I  do  aught  possible  to  avert  the 
lunger  which  threatens  him.  What  can  we  do  ?  Implore  the 
^ing  to  spare  the  ancient  friend  of  his  house  ?  or  write  and  warn 
lim  ?  Ah,  father,  you  are  his  most  valued  friend,  and  his  son  is 
ls  a  brother  tc  me  !  Speak ;  what  can  be  done  ?  ” 

“Alas,  I  know  not  yet,  son,”  he  replied,  sadly  ;  “but  tell  it  again ; 
11,  Fazil — all  that  the  King  said.  I  will  think  it  over.  Wishino- 
o  save,  we  must  not  destroy.” 

Fazil  again  naiTated  what  he  had  seen,  and,  as  well  as  he  could 
emember  them,  the  contents  of  the  letter  which  the  Lalla  had 
•epeated.  But  the  Khan  thought  long  and  deeply  on  the  whole 
natter  ere  he  could  see  his  way  to  action.  At  last  he  said  to  his 
on — 
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What  I  have  determined  upon  ought  to  suit  both  parties.  I 
will  go  instantly  to  the  King,  and  try  if  his  purpose  as  to  the 
Wuzeer  can  be  discovered.  I  must  take  the  papers  he  gave  me 
in  any  case.  Do  thou,  Fazil,  go  to  thy  friend — it  may  be  that  he 
knows  all ;  but,  if  not,  ho  can  be  warned  of  the  danger.  Timely 
submission  may  alone  avert  it ;  but  the  peril  is  fearful.” 

“Alla  is  just,  and  it  will  be  as  He  wills,”  returned  his  son,  . 
devoutly ;  “  but  we  must  not  forget  that  Lalla  ;  his  presence  may 
be  of  moment,  and  it  were  well  he  were  cared  for ;  his  wound  was 
a  mere  scratch,  and  he  may  be  able  to  ride ;  let ‘us  send  for  him.” 

So  a  messenger  was  despatched  to  bring  him,  or  to  ascertain,  at 
least,  whether  he  could  ride  ;  as,  if  not,  a  litter  would  bo  provided. 
To  the  vexation  of  Fazil,  however,  and  his  father,  the  messenger 
returned,  saying  that  a  litter  had  already  been  sent  by  the  Kotwal’s 
orders,  about  the  time  of  morning  prayer,  and  he  had  been  taken 
aw^ay  to  that  oflficer. 

“  Jehandar  Beg  is  faithful,”  said  the  old  Khan.  “He  is  as  true 
to  the  King’s  salt  as  I  am  myself,  else  I  should  have  feared  the 
result ;  but  who  can  hold  the  LaUa’s  tongue  ? — that  is  what  I 
dread,  Fazil.” 

“And  he  did  not  appear  over-discreet  either,  father,”  replied 
Fazil;  “however,  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  follow  up  the 
information,  and  go  to  the  Kotwallee ;  it  is  my  duty,  too,  to  see  the 
worthy  old  Duffadar  safe  through  the  matter,  for  truly  he  did  what 
he  could.” 

“True,  son,”  returned  Afzool  Khan;  “and  I  will  accompany 
thee.  Jehandar  Beg  may  not  have  forgotten  some  matters  in 
which  I  have  been  able  to  befriend  him  now  and  then.  No ;  that 
Lalla  must  not  slip  through  our  hands,  Fazil.” 

By  this  time  Ashruf  had  saddled  his  father’s  ambling  pony,  and 
stood  waiting  without,  so  the  cavalcade  was  soon  ready.  The 
Khan’s  men  were  all  mounted,  and  a  few  of  the  Duffadar’s  guard 
attended  as  escort  to  the  kullal,  for  whom  his  own  pony  had  been 
provided,  so  that  there  was  no  delay ;  and  as  Fazil  and  his  father 
stepped  from  the  guard-room,  the  young  man’s  appearance  was  the 
signal  for  a  shout  of  congratulation  from  all,  which  being  duly 
acknowledged,  Fazil  turned  with  a  smile  to  the  old  Duffadar,  and 
told  him  “  his  prisoners  ”  were  ready. 

“If  I  can  but  assist  ye,  noble  gentlemen,”  skid  the  old  man, 
respectfully,  “  in  this  matter,  it  will  be  a  happy  thing ;  and  if  my 
son - ” 

“  Bismilla !  ”  exclaimed  Afzool  Khan,  mounting  his  horse,  and  inter¬ 
rupting  him ;  “  we  are  no  evil-doers,  to  fear  justice.  Move  forward !  ” 

The  building  where  the  Kotwal’s  morning  court  was  held,  was 
at  no  very  great  distance,  in  the  city  itself ;  the  other  court  was 
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within  the  fort,  not  far  from  the  King’s  palace ;  and  they  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  the  former  at  a  rapid  pace.  By-and-by,  as  they  drew 
nearer  the  place  of  their  destina^on,  a  horseman  dashed  on  to  give 
notice  of  the  near  approach  of  the  I^an,  in  order  that  he  might  be 
met,  and  greeted  in  a  manner  due  to  his  rank. 

“  What  can  bring  Afzool  Khan,  the  pious  and  true,  here  ?  ”  asked 
one  of  the’under-oflBcers  on  duty  at  the  entrance  guard-room  of  the 
outer  court.  “  He  is  no  brawler  or  intriguer.” 

“  Who  knows,  Meer  Sahib,  replied  the  person  addressed.  “  In 
these  days  the  world  is  turning  topsy-turvy,  and  one  has  to  see 
and  believe  strange  things.  There  is  already  a  report  that  the 
young  Khan  is  in  fault,  and  has  wounded  the  man  who  was 
brought  in  a  little  while  ago  upon  a  bed,  and  killed  another;  for 
a  body  was  found  this  morning  near  a  temple  beyond  the  fort. 
I  was  at  the  Bazar  mosque  at  early  prayer,  and  they  said  there  it 
would  be  a  bad  business.  What  matter  r  Afzool  Khan  has  plenty 
of  cash,  and  a  sharp  fine  will  set  all  stmight.” 

“  I  pray  it  q^ay  be  no  worse,  friend,”  returned  the  first  speaker ; 
“  but  I  have  heard  Jehandar  Beg  swear  upon  the  holy  book  to  spare 
no  one  if  blood  hath  been  shed ;  and  here  is  one  man  dead  and  one 
wounded  to  be  accounted  for.  A  bad  business,  friend — a  bad 
business ;  but  we  shall  see.  God  grant  it  may  not  lead  to  that !  ” 
and  he  pointed ’to  the  comer  of  the  court,  where  lay  a  hand  in  a 
pool  of  blood — a  ghastly  evidence  of  summary  justice  on  a  criminal 
but  just  performed.  “  But  we  shall  see ;  the  Khan  is  heavily 
attended,  and  methinks  it  would  be  as  well  to  let  him  alone.” 

“Ay,  friend,  he  is  one  of  the  old  stock,  well  tried  and  tmsted; 
the  peace  of  God  and  the  Prophet  be  upon  him  and  his ;  and  that 
is  a  brave  boy,  ’tis  a  pity  he  should  be  in  any  trouble.  Would  we 
had  more  of  them  about  the  King !  Truth  is  lie,  and  lie  is  tmth, 
friend,  in  these  days;  aad  men  whisper  that  Jehandar  Beg  is  no 
friend  to  Azfool  Khan,  nor  the  Wuzeer  either,  and  they  are  of  the 
same  party ;  but  we  shall  see.  What  will  be,  will  be.” 

i 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

Almost  as  they  spoke,  the  Khan’s  retinue  approached,  and,  pre¬ 
ceded  by  its  band  of  spearmen,  some  horsemen,  and  the  party  of 
the  old  Duffadar,  swept  round  the  comer  of  the  adjoining  street. 
Very  conspicuous  among  the  cavalcade  were  the  6gures  of  the 
father  and  son  riding  together ;  the  Khan  in  his  morning  suit  of 
heavy  cloth-of-gold,  which  glittered  richly  in  the  sun;  his  son, 
plainly  dressed  in  white  muslin. 

Fazil  rode  a  led  horse  of  his  father’s,  which  he  sat  with  perfect 
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confidence  and  control  of  the  fiery  animal ;  but  his  countenance  ex¬ 
pressed  anxiety  which  he  could  not  restrain.  In  tinith,  he  felt, 
notwithstanding  his  assm-ance  to  his  father,  that  if  he  were  sub¬ 
jected  to  a  strict  examination,  he  should  be  ill  able  to  account 
satisfactorily  for  the  various  events  of  the  night  without  compro¬ 
mising  others.  In  regard  to  Maloosray,  he  had  one  witness  in  the 
kullal ;  and  there  was  nothing  to  implicate  him  in  the  occurrence 
at  the  temple,  in  case  it  should  form  subject  of  inquiry.  No,  he 
could  not  now  recede. 

As  to  the  old  Khan  himself,  no  thought  of  fear  disquieted  him. 
He  considered  that  he  was  only  humouring  a  whim*  of  his  son’s  in 
accompanying  him,  that  he  might  insure  the  Duffadar’s  being  freed 
from  blame.  Suspicion  of  aught  affecting  the  safety  or  honour  of 
his  house  had  never  entered  his  mind;  and  he  had  ridden  along 
gaily,  causing  his  fine  war-horse  to  caracole  and  bound,  free  from 
all  thought  of  uneasiness,  except  what  might  result  from  the  delay. 

As  the  party  entered  the  gate,  they  ■were  met  by  several  persons 
deputed  to  receive  them,  and  returned  the  respectful  and  hearty 
greetings  of  the  soldiery  on  duty,  to  whom  they  were  well  known. 
Dismounting  at  the  end  of  the  court,  they  passed  through  to  the 
next,  where  ah’eady  many  suitors  and  complainants  were  assembled. 
There,  too,  on  a  bed  which  had  been  placed  in  a  side-room,  lay  the 
Lalla,  Avith  a  sheet  drawn  over  him,  which  Fazil  saw  was  stained 
with  blood.  The  Lalla  had  covered  his  face ;  but  the  pink  colour 
of  his  turban,  and  its  peculiar  tie,  were  not  to  be  mistaken.  So, 
passing  all,  and  recemng  and  returning  salutations,  they  entered 
the  room  of  audience,  where,  suri’ounded  by  a  few  Mutsuddees,  or 
scribes,  sat  the  Kotwal  himself. 

Jehandar  Beg  was  a  Persian  by  birth,  a  man  of  some  learning 
and  much  cunning,  but  really  intelligent.  Those  were  times  when 
the  ser’dce  of  Indian  princes  was  eagerly  sought  for  by  Persians, 
Turks,  Affghans,  and  even  Abyssinians  ;  and  adventurers  often  rose 
to  princely  rank  and  honour  in  their  service.  Jehandar  Beg  was 
one  of  these.  When  young  he  had  accompanied  a  relative  to  the 
Dekhan  court,  the  prince  of  which  was  a  Sheea — his  own  faith — 
and  where,  among  others  of  his  countrymen,  the  historian  Mahomed 
Kasim  Ferishta  had  been  distinguished.  He  had  risen  steadily  in 
the  King’s  service,  and  proved  himself  brave  in  the  field,  as  well  as 
sagacious  and  trustwort%.  Having  attained  to  his  present  office, 
he  was,  in  the  main,  respected,  and  was  the  dread  of  all  night 
brawlers,  sharpers,  and  thieves,  whom  he  punished  heavily ;  but  he 
was  fond  of  money,  and  it  was  whispered  that,  in  grave  offences,  he 
had  his  private  price.  After  all,  what  mattered  that  ?  Occasionally 
a  great  person  was  fined,  or  otherwise  punished,  and  so  men’s 
mouths  were  stopped,  and  the  Kotwal  believed  to  be  a  great  man. 
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Jehandar  Beg’s  appearance  was  magnificent.  He  always  wore 
tlie  peaked  lamb’s- wool  cap  of  Khorassan,  and  the  Persian  robe; 
and  his  rich  brown  complexion,  and  dark-brown  curly  beard,  grave 
features,  and  lai’ge  soft  black  eyes,  combined  to  render  his  face  a 
remarkable  one,  not  easily  forgotten.  The  expression  seldom 
varied  j  nothing  ever  caused  him  to  laugh  in  his  court — rarely  to 
smile — nor  did  he  ever  express  anger.  Happen  what  might,  his 
habitual  gravity  never  relaxed  for  a  moment,  and  there  was  no  man 
who  could  tell  a  lie,  conceal  a  fact,  or  change  an  oijinion — or,  in 
the  course  of  duty,  order  the  torture,  and  look  upon  it,  with  such 
perfect  imperturbability  as  he  did. 

His  office  was  at  once  arduous  and  difficult,  but  he  was  not  re¬ 
stricted  in  power.  In  cases  of  life  and  death,  perhaps,  and  if  the 
criminal  were  of  importance,  reference  might  be  made  to  the  chief 
legal  authority  or  to  the  King ;  but,  as  far  as  minor  punishments 
were  needed,  the  lopping  off  of  an  arm,  a  hand,  or  a  foot, — torture 
and  imprisonment,  or  the  like, — no  one  questioned  the  Kotwal’s 
acts.  As  chief  magistrate  of  a  city  w’hich  contained  a  large  pro¬ 
portion  of  lawless  population,  he  often  found  it  necessary  to  make 
sudden  and  severe  examples  in  order  to  check  disorder  and  crime  : 
and,  recently,  the  city  had  been  agitated  by  conspirators :  parties 
ran  high ;  and  duels  and  brawls,  generally  attended  by  fatal  conse¬ 
quences,  w'ere  frequent. 

The  old  Duffadar  was  right  w’hen  he  told  Fazil  of  the  Kotw^al’s 
oath  to  punish  severely  the  first  brawler  who  should  be  appi’ehended, 
and  he  trembled  for  the  consequences  of  the  inquiry  into  the 
night’s  disturbances.  Here  w'ere  tw'o  men  wounded,  and,  as  far  as 
he  knew,  another  who  had  been  taken  off,  or  who  had  got  away ; 
and  one  dead  body,  found  near  the  temple  of  Bhowani  among  the 
tamarind  trees,  was  fresh,  though  torn  by  wild  animals,  and  the 
blood  had  been  traced  back  to  the  temple  wall,  on  the  top  of  which 
some  stones  had  been  displaced. 

Altogether,  matters  had  an  ugly  appearance ;  and  the  old  man 
could  not  help  thinking  that  Fazil  was  concemed  in  both  affairs. 
“May  God  be  merciful  to  him,”  he  said  to  himself,  “for  he  is  a 
brave  youth,  son  of  a  gallant  father ;  better  a  hundred  battle-fields, 
and  a  fair  chance  man  to  man,  than  the  crooked  ways  of  this  court, 
and  the  merciless  character  of  Jehandar  Beg.  Be  wary,  my  lord,” 
he  whispered  to  Fazil,  as,  having  made  his  obeisance  and  report,  he 
was  falling  back  to  get  free  of  the  advancing  parties;  “Jehandar 
Beg’s  looks  are  not  pleasant  this  morning,  and  you  need  to  be 
careful.  I  should  not  warn  you  without  there  w^ere  need ;  be 
careful  in  w’hat  you  say,  and  I  will  guide  you  by  my  looks  from 
time  to  time.” 

But  Fazil  had  no  fear.  Unused  to  such  scenes,  he  could  only  feel 


190 


TARA  ; 


that  his  word  would  pass  him  free  from  all  suspicion,  and  that  his 
father’s  rank  and  good  faith  were  above  question. 

To  the  old  Khan,  the  K6twal’8  greeting  was  one  of  respectful 
deference;  and  the  seat  of  honour  was  assigned  to  him.  To  Fazil, 
however,  he  maintained  a  stiff  reserve — so  pointed*  that  the  Kha.r> 
could  not  but  notice  and  remark  upon  it. 

“  That  is  my  son,”  he  said,  after  an  awkward  pause  which  no  one 
apparently  dared  to  break,  “  and  I  would  have  you  acquainted  with 
him,  Meerza  Sahib.  Shookr  Ulla !  he  is  not  utterly  unknown 
among  the  ranks  of  those  who.  are  true  to  the  King  in  Beejapoor, 
though  he  is  but  a  youth.” 

There  was  no  reply,  however,  given  to  this  speech,  and  the  em¬ 
barrassment  of  all  grew  more  painful.  The  clerks  and  guards  looked 
from  one  to  another,  and  the  old  Khan  to  them  in  succession,  with 
increasing  indignation  at  their  demeanour. 

“By  the  Prophet!  ”  he  exclaimed  at  length,  ironically,  “ye  seem 
marvellously  engaged,  gentlemen,”  as,  on  hearing  him  speak,  every 
one  looked  away,  or  into  the  papers  before  them,  “  that  a  civil  greet- 
mg  does  not  obtain  a  civil  answer.  Tour  politeness,  Meerza  Sahib, 
is  proverbial  in  the  city ;  but  it  seems  to  have  deserted  you  on  this 
occasion,  or  is  reserved  for  thieves  and  loose  women.  Come,  my  son 
— come ;  we  intrude  here.  Jehandar  Beg  has  his  own  private  work 
to  do,  ho  doubt,  and  does  not  need  our  company.” 

“  Hold  I  ”  cried  the  Kotwal ;  and,  as  he  spoke,  several  of  the  armed 
attendants  closed  up  the  doorway  with  their  long,  broad  spears,  while 
others  without  blew  the  matches  of  their  guns.  “  Hold  I  Thou 
m^yst  go,  Afzool  Khan,  for  what  may  follow  may  grieve  thy  brave 
heart ;  but  there  is  blood  on  thy  son’s  sword,  and  it  must  be  inquired 
into.  Young  man,  what  is  this  they  say  against  thee  ?  A  man  killed 
in  a  drunken  brawl  in  the  worst  quarter  of  the  city  ?  “Was  this  to 
be  expecte(^  from  the  son  of  Afzool  Khan  ?  .  Speak,  and  speak  truly, 
before  God  and  his  Prophet.”  The  Meerza’s  eyes  flashed  and  dilated 
as  he  spoke ;  and  as  they  rested  upon  the  young  man,  who  had  not 
seated  himself,  they  were  met  by  a  gaze  as  bold  and  fearless  as  his  own. 

“I  am  no  brawler,  Meerza  Sahib,”  he  exclaimed,  in  reply. 

“  Astagh-fur-oolla  I — nor  drunkard  either.  Peace,  father !  sit  quiet ; 
let  me  answer  for  myself — I  am  not  afraid,”  he  added,  as  the  Khan 
attempted  to  rise,  and  was  evidently  provoked  beyond  endurance. 
“Ask  the  Duffadar  who  accompanied  me,  and  the  man  in  whose  house 
it  happened,  whether  I  am  to  blame.  Their  statements  will  suflBce.” 

“  There  are  two  matters  to  answer  for,  Meah  Sahib,”  said  the 
Kdtwal.  “Wei  ■»  you  not  in  the  dress  of  a  Gosai  last  ni^ht,  and 
another  with  yoi*  ?  Nay ;  no  denial !  ” 

“  I  have  nothing  to  deny,  Meerza  Sahib,”  returned  Fazil.  “  My 
father  knew  of  it,  and  I  went  by  his  permission.” 
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“  Good.  Now,  Peer  Sahib,  what  happened  to  you  ?  ”  asked  the 
Kotwal  of  another  officer  present. 

“  My  lord,  it  was  just  before  midnight,”  he  replied,  “  when  two 
men,  Gosais,  brought  a  third  person,  who  was  slightly  wounded,  but 
complained  much  of  his  neck.  He  is  a  foreigner,  for  he  speaks  the 
Delhi  language.  They  said  he  had  been  robbed,  and  told  us  to  keep 
him  safe  till  the  morning,  when  they  would  come  for  him ;  and  as 
the  man  was  very  helpless,  we  put  him  on  a  bed  in  the  guard-room, 
and  have  brought  him  here.  Again  at  dawm,  some  of  the  men  were 
going  towards  the  temple  of  Toolja  Bhowani,  when  they  saw  the 
dead  body  of  a  man,  with  a  deep  w'ound  in  his  back  and  a  stab  in  his 
breast — a  Hindu,  for  he  had  on  a  Brahmun’s  thread,  so  he  may  be  a 
Rajpoot ;  but  no  one  knew  him.  Several  mohurs  w^ere  picked  up  by 
him  and  others  between^  this  place  and  the  temple  : — the  Mutsuddee 
has  them — eleven,  I  think, — and  there  was  blood  all  the  way  along. 
It  was  a  desperate  cut ;  and  how  the  man  could  have  run  at  all  with 
those  wounds,  it  is  hard  to  say.” 

“He  was  murdered,  then,”  thought  Fazil;  “would  I  had  not 
stiTick  him !  yet  there  is  one  traitor  and  robber  the  less.” 

“  And  the  man  who  was  brought  in,  what  of  him  ?  ”  asked  the 
Kotwal. 

“  He  moaned  and  groaned,  my  lord,  worse  than  a  woman ;  said  he 
had  been  robbed  at  the  temple;  spoke  of  Pahar  Singh  who  had 
wounded  him.  Maun  Singh  who  had  throttled  him,  then  of  the  Shah’s 
secretary — may  his  name  be  honoured ! — and  some  ten  thousand 
rupees.  In  short,  noble  sir,  we  could  make  nothing  of  the  matter, 
for  he  began  to  weep  if  we  spoke  to  him,  and  told  us  to  take  him  to 
the  King  without  delay.  So  we  brought  him  here,  and  must  speak 
for  himself.  It  appeared  to  me  like  the  dream  of  some  opium- 
smoker,”  continued  the  speaker  to  those  about  him ;  “  we  could  not 
understand  it  at  all.” 

“  Shouldst  thou  know  the  men  who  brought  him  ?  ” 

“  Well,  my  lord,  I  can’t  say  for  certain,”  replied  the  officer,  “but 
oue  of  our  people  said  they  were  not  what  they  seemed ;  and  he 
thought  one  was  Bulwunt  Rao,  who  is  a  Silladar  of  the  noble  Khan 
yonder,  and  who  goes  about  bazars  at  night,  sometimes ;  the  other’s 
face  was  tied  up,  and  he  did  not  speak.” 

“  I  was  the  other,  Meerza  Sahib,”  interposed  Fazil,  quietly. 

“I  thought  as  much,”  said  the  Kotwal,  drily.  “  Were  they  ai-rned. 
Peer  Sahib  ?  ” 

“  Tes,  to  be  sure,  my  lord,”  he  replied ;  “  would  any  one  go  about 
in  those  quarters  at  night  without  being  armed  ?  Yes,  they  had 
sword  and  shield.” 

“  Where  are  the  weapons  ?  ” 

“  Here,  my  lord,”  replied  the  other  Duffadar,  who  now  interposed. 
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“  in  my  keeping ;  the  young  Khan  gave  them  up  to  me.  He  has 
another  sword  now.” 

“  Yes,  there  is  blood  on  the  blade,  and  here  are  cuts,  fresh  ones, 
on  the  shield,”  said  Jehandar  Beg,  examining  Fazil’s  weapons. 
“How,  young  sir,  do  you  account  for  these  ?  ” 

“  I  will  reserve  what  I  have  to  say  ;  it  is  no  use  speaking  now,” 
returned  Fazil,  who  had  observed  his  old  friend  shake  his  head,  and 
who  again  nodded  approvingly. 

“  Bring  in  the  wounded  man,”  cried  the  Kotwal ;  and  the  bed  on 
which  our  poor  friend  the  Lalla  lay,  was  carried  in  and  set  down ; 
“  we  must  confront  the  parties.” 

“  Get  up,  good  man,”  said  an  attendant  Mutsuddee;  “  this  is  the 
Kotwal ;  make  your  reverence,  and  tell  what  happened  to  you.” 

“Ah,  protect  me,  befriend  me.  I  have  been  robbed  and  mur¬ 
dered  ....  I  cannot  get  up  ....  I  am  a  poor  man  and  a  stranger. 
Look  at  my  blood,”  gasped  the  Lalla  by  turns  to  all  about  him. 

“  Who  did  it  ?  and  who  art  thou  ?  ”  cried  the  Kotwal.  “  Where 
hast  thou  come  from  ?  ” 

Now,  it  might  be  awkward  for  the  Lalla  to  answer  these  questions. 
He  knew  he  had  a  few  gold  coins  left,  enough  to  keep  him  for  some 
time — for  he  had  been  used  to  poverty,  and  could  endure  it — if  he 
could  only  get  free.  Any  man  udth  quick  wits,  could  do  something 
for  himself  in  the  city ;  and  had  he  not  done  good  service  ?  These 
thoughts  passed  rapidly  through  his  mind  ere  he  spoke. 

“Asylum  of  justice  !  ”  he  said,  in  his  most  humble  tones,  “  I  don’t 
know  who  did  it,  but  I  was  robbed  in  the  temple.” 

“Of  ten  thousand  rupees  ?  Speak  truly.” 

“Ah  no,  sirs.  What  would  a  poor  Khayet  like  me  do  with  ten 
thousand  rupees  ?  No,  but  of  what  I  had  in  my  humeana.” 

“  And  Pahar  Singh  ?  they  tell  me  he  was  mentioned  by  thee.” 

“  Ah,  noble  sir,  I  am  a  stranger  and  a  foreigner ;  what  do  I  know 
about  Pahar  Singh,  or  anybody  ?  lam  very  weak,”  added  the  Lalla, 
in  a  feeble  voice ;  “  will  no  one  help  me  ?  ”  and  he  lay  down,  as  well 
t )  escape  further  questioning,  as  to  excite  pity  for  his  misfortunes. 

“  This  will  not  serve  thee,  whoever  thou  art,”  returned  the  Kot¬ 
wal  ;  “  answer  truly,  where  art  thou  come  from,  and  what  took  thee 
to  that  lonely  temple  at  night  ?  ” 

“  My  lord,  I  am  a  poor  Khayet  from  the  north,  seeking  service  ; 
and  I  fell  among  thieves  who  decoyed  me  thither  and  robbed  me. 
See,  they  wounded  me  also,  and  tried  to  strangle  me.  What  more 
can  I  say  ?  ” 

“  That  is  not  enough,  friend,”  resumed  the  Kotwal ;  “  we  must  know 
how  it  happened,  for  others  here  appear  concerned  in  the  matter,  and 
murder  hath  been  done.” 

“  Murder,  my  lord !  ”  cried  the  Lalla,  again  raising  himself ; 
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“there  was  no  mnrder,  though  perhaps  they  thought  they  had  killed 
me  when  they  took  what  I  had.”  ^ 

“  Who,  Lalla  ?  be  not  afraid,”  said  Jehdndar  Beg,  soothingly. 

“A  seeming  Jogi  and  another.  They  ran  away,  and  left  me  sense¬ 
less.  Then  two  Gosais  came  and  raised  me  up,  and  gave  me  water, 
and  took  me  to  the  guard-room.  May  the  gods  recompense  them, 
for  they  bound  up  my  wound !  ” 

“  Two  Gosais — ah,  this  may  be  some  clue !  ”  said  the  K6twal ; 
“  this  agrees  with  the  other  statement.  Then  thou  art  one  of  them, 
Meah  Sahib?’’ 

“  I  have  already  said  so,”  replied  Fazil;  “and  my  retainer,  Bul- 
wunt  Rao,  was  the  other.” 

“  What  took  you  there  ?  ” 

Fazd  considered  for  a  moment.  What  he  had  been  witness  of 
could  not  now  be  related,  and  he  replied,  “  It  was  a  matter,  Meerza 
Sahib,  in  which  I  am  not  bound  to  answer  you.  If  those  it  concerns 
are  to  hear  of  it,  they  shall  know  otherwise.” 

“  Beware,  young  sir !  ”  said  the  Kotwal,  gravely ;  “  there  can  be 
no  secrets  here.” 

“  Nevertheless,  I  cannot  answer.  It  is  enough  that  I  have  told  my 
father  of  it,”  returned  Fazil. 

“  Yes,  Jehandar  Beg,”  said  Afzool  Khan,  “he  has  said  enough  to 
pi*ove  he  was  no  robber,  and  that  ought  to  content  you.” 

“Yet  there  was  murder  done,  my  friend,”  replied  the  official, 
quickly ;  “  blood  was  on  the  wall  of  the  court,  and  a  corpse  not  far 
from  it,  and  there  is  blood  on  this  sword  of  your  son’s.  He  should 
clear  himself  of  this  horrible  suspicion.  But  stay ;  there  is  the  other 
affray  to  be  accounted  for, — that  in  the  wine-shop — a  drunken  brawl, 
I  fear.” 

“  I  am  no  brawler,  Meerza  Sahib,  nor  drunkard,”  exclaimed  Fazil, 
indignantly.  .“  The  man  is  present  in  whose  house  it  occurred  ;  let 
him  say  what  happened.” 

“  Let  him  be  brought  forward,  and  let  Fureed  Duffadar  state  what 
happened,”  said  the  Kotwal,  authoritatively.  “Till  then  be  silent, 
Meah.” 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

The  old  Duffadar’s  account  was  clear  and  circumstantial,  and  the 
Kdtwal  listened  attentively.  When  it  was  finished,  the  Kullal  was 
called,  and,  prostrating  himself,  began  by  imploring  protection, 
which  was  granted. 

“  It  is  a  weighty  matter,  my  lords,”  he  said,  “  and  needs  much 
inquiry.  May  it  please  you  to  listen,”  he  continued,  after  a  pause. 
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as  if  to  collect  his  thoughts.  “  Your  slave  would  represent  that  he 
heard  a  conversation  between  the  young  Khan  there  and  a  man  whose 
name  may  hardly  be  mentioned  in  Beejapoor,  Tannajee  Maloosray.” 

“  Maloosray  !  ”  echoed  the  Kdtwal.  “  Protection  of  God  !  thou 
art  not  mad  to  say  this  ?  or  driink  ?  ” 

May  I  be  your  sacrifice  !  continued  the  man,  evidently  observ¬ 
ing  that  his  words  had  made  an  impression,  “  I  am  not  mad,  and  I 
have  an  oath  against  wine.  I  swear  by  the  King’s  salt,  that  he 
spoke  with  Maloosray.” 

“  And  he  was  disguised  like  a  Gosai,  Fureed  ?  ”  asked  the  Kdtwal 
of  the  old  DufPadar. 

“  Khodawmnd  !  what  did  he  tell  you  himself  he  was  ?  ”  replied 
the  man.  “  He  changed  his  dress  when  his  father  came.  Even 
now  the  ashes  may  be  on  his  body.” 

“  What  said  the  young  Khan  to  Maloosray  ?  ”  asked  the  Kdtwal 
of  the  Kullal.  “  Speak  truly,  or  I  will  have  thee  flogged  through  the 
bazar,  and  all  thy  property  confiscated  for  irregular  hours  in  thv 
shop.”  ° 

Ihis  was  what  the  man  feared  from  the  first.  Had  Fazil 
appeared  in  favour  he  would  have  appealed  to  him  for  explana¬ 
tions  in  regard  to  the  affray,  for  which  he  dreaded  he  should  be 
punished;  but  Fazil  seemed  already  unable  to  help  himself,  so 
he  had  determined  to  take  his  omi  coui'se  in  the  opposite  direction. 

Why  should  I  tell  a  lie  ?  ”  he  replied,  holding  up  his  hands 
humbly^  and  with  a  gesture  of  supplication.  “  I  swear  by  youi' 
feet  it  is  true.”  Pointing  to  Fazil,  he  continued — “  He  said  he 
knew  Pahar  Singh  was  at  the  temple,  and  they  sent  a  man  for 
him^  and  if  he  did  not  come,  that  they  should  meet  again.  Then 
Maloosray  said  something  about  Sivaji  Bhoslay,  and  f  he  Moghuls, 
and  the  Shah  Aurungzeeb,  and  armies,  and  there  was  another 
message  to  Pahar  Singh.  Then  another  man  struck  a  blow  at  the 
Maloosray,  and  they  fought,  and  I  screamed  out  for  the  guard,  and 
Maloosray  ran  off ;  but  I  secured  him,”  and  he  pointed  to  Fazil. 

“O  base-born  !  ”  exclaimed  Fazil,  “thy  mouth  is  full  of  lies - ” 

“  Hear  him,”  interrupted  the  man ;  “  he  had  me  tied  up  till  the 
blood  nearly  burst  from  my  fingers,  and  made  me  promise  not 
to  reveal  this.  Behold,  my  lord,  the  murks  of  the  cords,  and  how 
my  arms  are  swelled.  By  my  child’s  head,  it  is  true,  noble  sir,  it 
is  all  true,  ^pav  could  I,  a  poor  seller  of  ganja  aud  bhung,  have 
di  earned  such  things  of  Tannajee  and  Sivaji  ?  Do  not  men 
tremble  at  their  names  ?  Search  the  young  Khan,  he  has  papers 

which  Maloosray  gave  him.  1  suav  them  myself - ” 

Alas,  it  is  but  too  clear  to  me,”  said  the  Kdtwal,  interrupting 
Afzool  Khan,  who  was  about  to  speak,  “that  there  is  deep  ti’eacheiy 
here.  Deep  plots  are  being  laid,  but  this  poor  serA'ant  of  God 
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has  a  cine  to  one  at  least.  Inshalla !  it  will  be  sifted  to  the  bottom. 
Enough  of  suspicion  was  there  against  you,  young  sir,  on  the 
other  matter,  but  this  is  graver  still.  Yield,  therefore,  Afzool  Klnin, 
and  you,  Mcah;  resistance  is  vain,  and  I  would  fain  spare  blood.” 

As  he  spoke,  the  soldiers  and  attendants,  who  had  gradually 
gathered  round  them,  closed  in  so  near  that  they  could  have  been 
seized  or  overpowered  at  once,  if  the  old  Khan’s  SAVord  ha,d  not  been 
di’awu  by  him  the  instant  their  movement  Avas  made.  Koav,  as  ho 
stood  prepared  to  meet  any  attack,  his  eyes  flashing  and  his  tall 
figure  draAvn  up  to  its  full  height,  lio  one  A^entiAred  a  step  toAA'ards 
them,  nor  offered  to  seize  his  sou,  Avho,  on  his  part,  made  no  attempt 
at  resistance. 

“Draw,  Fazil,  draAV !  ”  cried  the  Khan;  “let  us  see  AA'hieh  of 
these  sons  of  v'ile  mothers  Avill  first  die.  0  that  we  had  a  score  of 
our  fellows  Avith  us,  this  insult  Avould  not  have  happened.  DraAV, 
boy!  a  few  good  strokes  Avill  see  us  clear  of  this  gang  of  execu¬ 
tioners,  and  iliere  are  enough  men  Avithout  to  carry  us  thi’ough  the 
city.  Come  on,  in  the  name  of  God  !  Bismilla  !  ” 

yaying  this,  the  old  man  adA'anced  a  step,  Avhile  those  before  him, 
so  sudden  and  detennined  was  his  movement,  fell  back  as  though 
they  AA^ould  have  alioAved  him  egress.  Fazil,  hoAA'eA'er,  saAv  his 
father’s  danger,  not  only  from  the  chance  of  a  SAvord-thrust  or.bloAV 
in  the  struggle  Avhich  must  ensue,  and  the  certainty  of  an  attempt 
at  rescue  by  the  men  AA'ithout  if  they  heard  of  it,  but  in  the  disgrace 
and  suspicion  Avhich  Avould  fall  upon  them  if  the  inquiry  AA^erc 
for ci bly  interrupted . 

“Father,  father!”  he  cried,  passionately,  “do  not  sti;*.  I 
implore  }ou,  move  not.  You  know  hoAv  false  this  base  charge 
is,  and  1  beseech  you  not  to  let  it  bo  said  that  Ave  feared  to  meet  it, 
and  evaded  justice.  Yes,  let  it  be  first  done  on  this  lying  dog,  who 
has  misled  Jehandar  Deg.  See,  for  one,  I  surrender  myself  and  my 
AA'e!ij)ons ;  ”  and,  as  he  spoke,  he  thrcAV  his  sword  and  dagger  on 
the  floor,  Avhich  Avere  eagerly  secured  by  an  attendant. 

“ Defanierate  !  ”  cried  his  father.  “Dost  thou  fear  death,  bov  ? 
^Vhen  did  an  AffghanCvei  surrender  his  Aveapons  but  AVith  his  lilo  ^ 
Fie  on  thee  for  a  coward,  to  hesitate  to  strike  a  bloAV  for  me !  ” 

“Coward!”  exclaimed  the  young  man,  sadly.  “Father,  yoii 
knoAv  mjt  Avhat  vou  say.  Why  such  bitter  Avords  ?  is  this  a  time 
for  contention?  ” 

“  Khun  Sahib,”  said  J  ehandar  Deg,  Avho  had  risen  Avith  the 
others,  and  noAV  advanced,  “  listen  to  your  son’s  Avords  of  peace  and 
reason.  You  are  alone,  and,  though  one  or  tAVO  might  fall,  there 
AvoLild  be  no  escape.  The  blood  of  Aizool  Khan,  or  his  son,  should 
not  iioAV  in  a  court  of  justice,  but  against  the  King’s  enemies.  Fufc 
up  yi'ur  (VCvtpoJi;  atul  Avear  it.  Khan  ;  and  you.  noV'le  Ao’-da.  yours. 
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Appearances  are  against  you  both ;  and  these  plots  hare  been  so 
long  hidden  from  us,  that  your  poor  servant,  the  slave  of  the  King 
— may  his  splendour  iuerease  ! — hafi  no  alternative  but  to  detain  you 
till  the  pleasure  of  the  Wuzeer  is  knovii.” 

“  Father,  I  beseech  you  to  listen  to  reason — to  advice  kindly  given 
and  well  meant,”  ci’ied  Fazil ;  “  consider  what  is  at  stake,  and  that 
the  moment  we  have  speech  of  the  King  there  will  be  no  fear.” 

Afzool  Khan  looked  from  one  to  the  other  and  around  him 
irresolutely,  and  the  tears  rose  to  his  eyes,  and  fell  over  in  large 
drops.  Any  advance  would  have  decided  him  to  an  act  of  despera¬ 
tion  ;  but  his  son  saw  the  struggle  in  his  mind,  and,  throwing 
himself  before  him,  grasped  his  feet. 

“  Father,  save  your  honour,”  he  cried,  earnestly ;  “  save  your 
life  by  my  example.  Shall  it  be  said  that  Afzool  Khan  died  a 
ti’aitor,  or  that  a  bre^'-th  of  suspicion  rested  upon  the  truest,  most 
loyal  name  in  Beejapoor  ?  ” 

A  moment  the  old  Khan  hesitated,  but  his  sword-point  dropped, 
and  he  dashed  his  hand  across  his  eyes  impatiently.  “  My  spirit 
chafes  at  the  thought  of  restraint,  Fazil,”  he  said ;  “  yet  for  thy 
sake,  boy,  I  submit.  But  I  pray  thee,  Jehandar  Beg,  let  thine 
errand  to  the  Wuzeer  be  done  swiftly,  oi’,  by  the  Prophet,  there  be 
those  in  my  service  who  would  reck  little  of  a  rescue.  Stay, 
I  had  better  write  ;  that  will  assure  them  more.” 

A  few  lines  were  hastily  written  by  Fazil,  and  sealed  with  the 
Khan’s  private  signet.  One  of  the  escort  was  called  up,  and  the 
note  given  to  him  by  Fazil  himself,  with  an  order  to  take  the  men 
home,  and  a  caution  to  be  discreet.  The  soldier  looked  about  him 
incredulously. 

“  Do  you  remain  of  your  own  pleasure,  my  lord  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“Yes,”  replied  the  Khan;  “we  have  business  here  for  to-day 
which  cannot  be  deferred.  Keep  quiet,  all  of  ye ;  but  be  ready,” 
he  added,  in  an  under-tone  ;  “  when  I  need  ye  I  will  send  word.” 

“Very  good,”  cried  the  man  in  a  loud  voice,  in  order  to  cover 
the  Khan’s  whisper,  “veiy  good;  I  understand;  it  shall  be  done.” 

“You  had  better  withdraw  to  the  private  apartments,  Khan,” 
said  the  Kdtwal,  respectfully.  “  I  know  too  well  the  honour  of  a 
Puttan  to  question  you.  S^tay  there  till  I  return.  Refreshment, 
too,  shall  be  provided ;  and  I  pray  you  to  consider  this  poor  house 
as  your  own  while  you  stay  in  it.  The  Wuzeer  lyas  at  Almella 
yesterday,  and  is  expected  this  evening.” 

Afzool  Khan  hesitated,  but  his  son  whispered,  “  We  shall  be 
better  there,  father,  than  amidst  these  curious  gazers,”  and  drew 
him  along  gently.  He  did  not  resist,  but  followed  passively. 
“  Stay,  however,”  added  Fazil  to  the  Kotwal ;  “  where  is  Fureed 
Duffadar  ?  I  w'ould  speak  with  him.” 
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The  man  advanced  a  few  steps.  “  t  am  here,  my  lord  ;  what  are 
your  ordor.s  ?  ” 

“Xoiic  from  me,”  returned  Fazil ;  “hut  look  you,  Meerza  Sahib 
— for  the  sake  of  justice  ask  of  this  good  man  what  that  Kullal 
told  us  ;  for  it  is  in  the  law  that  the  word  of  a  true  believer  is  better 
than  the  oath  of  a  Kafir.  And,  pardon  me,  Meerza,  but  my  father 
and  myself,  in  the  name  of  the  King-,  hold  you  responsible  for 
the  custody  of  that  man.  How  came  .Maloosrny  into  his  shop,  or  to 
remain  there  while  a  King’s  guard  was  within  ear-shot  ?  Ah,  liar,” 
added  the  young  man,  as  tiie  Kullal  was  advancing,  with  joined 
hands,  and  about  to  speak,  “  no  more  ;  thou  hast  told  enough  lies 
for  t lie  present ;  by-and-by  tliere  will  be  other  .questions.  Beware 
of  them.” 

80  saying,  he  passed  with  his  father  into  the  door  which  the 
Kotwal  himself  held  open.  It  was  a  quiet,  secluded  place — a  small 
apartment  supported  upon  wooden  iiillars  and  arches,  which  opened 
into  a  court  shaded  with  trees.  Carpets  and  pillows  were  there  in 
abundance,  and  the  place  was  cool  and  neatly  furnished. 

“The  papers,  wliatever  they  are,  JMcah,  remain  with  you,”  said 
the  iMeerza.  “  Shall  wo  examine  them  here  priA^ately  ?  ” 

“They  will  be  shown  to  the  King  only,”  said  Fazil,  dryly,  “for 
they  concern  no  one  else ;  meauAA'hile  I  am  responsible  for  them.” 

“Then  I  will  leave  ye,  noble  sirs,”  returned  the  other;  “be 
pleased  to  rest  yourselves.” 

“  0  for  a  moment’s  speech  of  the  King  !  ”  cried  the  Khan,  as  they 
were  alone.  “Kow  it  is  to6  late, -and  Khan  Mahomed  is  lost. 
Nay,  son,  ’tis  a  pretty  court,  and  not  tinlike  our  own  Khihvut ;  but 
1  cannot  breathe  freely.  Canst  thou,  Fazil?  it  chokes  me.” 

“  Fear  not,  father  ;  all  Avill  be  well,  I  trust,”  replied  his  son. 
“  Unolrscrved,  I  gave  a  message  to  the  lad  Ashruf,  Avho  seems 
faithful,  to  bo  delivered  to  Kowas  Khan.  If  he  comes,  all  Avill 
he  well,  for  he  can  warn  his  father.  No  harm  can  happen  to  us 
except  from  the  AVuzeer,  and  he  may - ” 

“  He  dare  not,”  cried  Afzool  Khan — “  he  dai’e  not  think  of  us 
lie  will  have  enough  to  do  to  save  himself.  If  the  Shah  acts — acts 
firmly — as— as — I  would,  son,  Avere  I  in  his  place  and  Avere  it  my 
(h'arest  friend — he  should  die.  0  Khan  Mahomed!  0  friend!” 
exclainu'd  the  old  man  bitterly,  “hoAV  often  have  I  remonstrated  and 
implored,  but  yoiA  have  not  listened!  He  spoke  me  fair,  Fazil, 
alwa  j.-s, — see  Avhat  is  in  his  heart.  But  Avhat  is  written,  is  Avritten. 
Let  it  be  ;  avc  cannot  prevent  it.” 

“ Ameen,  father!  we  can  only  do  Avhat  is  possible  to  save - 

“  1  tell  thec',  boy,”  resumed  the  Khan,  interrupting  him,  “  I  doubt 
Avhether  it  avouIcI  be  jucct  in  us  to  interfere  Avith  God’s  designs, 
and  to  help  treachery  to  escape  its  deserts.  The  danger  is  too  great 
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to  the  King,  and,  next  to  God  and  the  Prophet,  he  is  to  ns  dear 
and  honoured,  I  tell  thee,  son,  we  had  better  not  interfere ;  it  may 
not  be  good  for  ns.” 

“Nay,  father,”  said  Fazil,  “so  long  as  we  speak  friendly  truth 
and  warning,  there  can  be  no  fear;  and  what  is  written  in  the 
Wnzeer’s  destiny  will  be  fulfilled.” 

‘  Thou  wilt  see  to  that  door  with  thy  life,  Nasir,”  whispered  the 
KotAval  to  one  of  his  chief  attendants,  a  burly  Abyssinian  slave. 
“  See  that  no  one  passes  out  or  in  without  my  orders.  If  violence 
is  attempted,  strike, — dost  thou  hear  ? — to  the  death !  Proud  as 
Afzool  Khan  is,  he  may  yet  lower  his  head,  perhaps  with  his  life. 
And  they  have  papers,  which  we  must  take,  Nasir — forcibly,  if  avc 
cannot  otherwise  get  them  : — ere  the  sun  sets,  too,  or  he  passes 
hence.” 

“  Are  we  strong  enough  to  keep  the  Khan,  my  lord  ?  ”  asked  the 
man  doubtingly. 

“  Ay,  true ;  we  need  be  stronger ;  send  this  ring,”  and  he  took  off 
his  signet,  “  to  the  Wuzeer’s  son.  Say  we  need  five  hundred  men 
to  reinforce  the  guard.  Yes,  we  should  otherwise  be  too  weak, 
if  those  mad  Affghans  were  to  attempt  a  rescue.  Return  here 
Avhen  the  messenger  goes.” 

“On  my  head  and  eyes  be  it,”  replied  the  slave;  “no  one  shall 
pass  hence  save  oyer  my  dead  body.” 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

Maloosray  had  too  much  at  stake  to  risk  aught  by  delay,  and  he  and 
his  companions  fled  from  the  back  door  of  the  house  already 
described,  screened  by  the  rain  and  thick  darkness,  leaving,  hoAA'- 
ever,  one  of  the  scouts  to  inform  their  companion  of  Avhat  had 
happened,  and  Avith  directions  for  both  to  join  him  at  their  place  of 
concealment  as  quickly  as  possible.  They  proceeded  at  a  rapid  pace, 
leaving  the  suburb,  and  striking  across  the  open  plain,  eastwards,  in 
the  dii'ection  of  the  small  hamlet  of  Allapoor,  bearing  the  AA'ounded 
man  Avith  them.  Heretofore,  in  his  stealthy  visits  to  the  city, 
Maloosray  had  found  shelter  and  concealment  in  a  Mutt  or  monastery 
of  Jogis,  who,  in  their  annual  pilgrimages,  had  become  knoAA'n  to 
him,  and  assuming  their  garb,  and  even  joining  them  in  their  morn¬ 
ing  pei*ambulations  in  search  of  alms,  he  had  been  enabled  to  visit 
those  ]Aersons  in  the  city  with  Avhom  his  intrigues  Avere  being  carried 
on.  Noav,  hoAA’ever,  the  Jogis  had  Avarned  him  that  their  Mutt  aaus 
no  longer  safe.  Jehandar  Beg  had  received  information  AV'hich  led 
to  several  visits  by  his  men  at  night ;  and  though  not  interfered 
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.vith,  or  even  a  re  of  tlie  reason  of  suspicion,  the  Joqis  knew  they 
,vero  watched. 

,l>ut  they  were  true  to  his  interests,  and  liad  jirepai’ed  a  place 
more  secure,  because  withoixt  the  walls,  and  more  secluded,  than 
jheir  own  Mutt,  which  was  the  resort  of  travellers  and  devotees  from 
rll  parts  of  the  co'antry.  This  Avas  the  cloister  of  an  old  Ifindu 
temj)le  which  stood  by  itself  in  an  unfrequented  part  of  the  plain, 
and  which,  cither  by  some  act  of  deseemtion,  or  because  of  its  incon¬ 
venient  situation,  had  been  long  neglected.  The  cloister  round  it 
was,  however,  in  good  repair,  and  a  little  pla.steriiig  with  clay,  and 
cleansing  of  the  chamber  from  the  accumulated  dust  of  years,  made 
the  place  comfortable  enough;  and  one  of  the  Jogis  attended  in 
turn,  brought  provisions,  and  acted  as  cook  to  the  party. 

It  Avas  easy  from  thence  to  reach  the  city  unobserved.  Not  far 
distant  Avas  the  small  hamlet  of  Allapoor,  yet  sufficiently  far  to  deter 
paying  persons  from  coming  to  see  Avho  lived  in  the  deserted  temple ; 
and  if  any  one  Avere  observed,  it  was,  to  ail  appearance,  only  a  Jogi. 
^Vhen,  therefore,  the  Patel,  or  chief  elder  of  the  village  of  Allapoor, 
Avas  told  by  the  shepherd  boys  that  some  mendicants  Avere  repairing 
file  cloister  of  the  old  temple  and  staying  there,  he  bade  no  one 
interfere  Avith  them ;  and  his  good-Avill  Avas  by-and-by  secured  by  an 
occasional  present  from  time  to  time.  No  one  susjDected  the  place 
or  its  inhabitants ;  and  xqw  frequented  the  plain  about  it,  Avhich, 
being  hard  and  stony,  aa'US  uncultivated,  as  it  still  remains,  and  aa’us 
used  here  and  there  for  cemeteries ;  but  the  greater  part  Avas  left  to 
nature,  and  to  flocks  of  hardy  sheep  and  goats,  which  picked  up  a 
scanty  subsistence. 

It  AA-as  not  Avithout  some  appi’ehcnsion  that  Maloosray  had  first 
trusted  himself  to  the  neAV  shelter ;  but  in  the  course  of  several  visits 
he  had  become  accustomed  to  it,  and  found  that  he  aa’us  at  once  freer 
and  safer  there,  than  in  his  old  quarters  inside  the  walls.  The  horses, 
too,  were  excellently  provided  for  in  the  ciypt  of  an  adjoining  Ma- 
bomedan  tomb,  Avhich  had  neA’er  been  finished,  nor  Lad  any  use  been 
made  of  it.  BeloAV  tlie  founcLdion  terrace  AA'as  a  spacious  arched 
vault,  above  AA’bich  the  Avails  of  the  mausoleum  had  been  partly 
carried ;  and  the  entran.cc  Avas  so  OA’crgroAvn  with  matted  creepers 
and  bushes,  tliat  it  could  not  be  seen  unless  examined  A’-cry  clo.scly. 
Witbin,  three  horses,  and  as  many  stout  ponies,  found  excellent 
shelter  and  concealment ;  and  Maloosray’s  scouts — Avho  Averc,  in  fact, 
his  retainers  and  escort — lived  AAuth  them  and  tended  them. 

To  this  place  ^lalonsray  proceeded  as  fast  as  the  wet  ground  and 
the  rough  by-paths  Avould  permit — supportmg  his  companion  Avhen 
neediul,  and  helping  him  over  stony  places.  The  Avound  Avas  not 
dangerous,  yet  it  had  caused  considerable  loss  of  blood,  and  the  hardy 
mountaineer  Avas  more  Aveakened  than  he  liked  to  admit.  Once  tl  vy 
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emerged  upon  tlie  plain,  the  temple  was  soon  reached ;  find,  after 
having  the  sword-cut  dressed  and  bound  up,  the  wounded  man  was 
left  to  his  repose. 

Maloosray’s  next  care  was  for  his  horses,  and  he  proceeded  to  the 
crypt.  Safe  now  from  observation,  for  it  was  long  past  midnight, 
the  men  there  were  busy  Avith  preparations  for  the  morning  meal — 
for  they  could  cook  only  at  night.  Two  were  grinding  millet-flour 
in  the  hand-mill,  which  they  always  carried  with  them ;  another  was 
kneading  dough  in  a  wooden  ti’ough ;  a  fourth  shaping  portions  of 
it  into  cakes,  which  he  patted  between  his  hands  into  the  desired 
form,  and  a  fifth  was  baking  them  upon  a  large  flat  iron  pan  or  girdle 
— which  held  several  at  the  same  time— and  removing  them  to  the 
side  of  the  fire  to  harden,  as  fast  as  baked. 

A  goodly  pile  of  bread  had  already  accumulated;  and  in  two 
earthen  pots  simmered  messes  of  vegetables  and  split-peas,  from 
which  a  strong,  and  not  unsavoury,  smell  of  onions  and  garlic  pro¬ 
ceeded.  The  fire,  fed  by  dry  sticks  frem  time  to  time,  lighted  up 
the  space  around,  resting  upon  the  rough  stone  arches  and  heavy 
massive  groins  of  the  crypt;  and  upon  the  forms  of  several  men 
lying  asleep,  wrapped  in  their  strong  cotton  sheets  or  rough  blankets, 
while  others  reclined  lazily,  talking  occasionally  to  those  employed. 
There  Avere  three  horses — tAvo  lay  asleep  among  the  men,  the  other, 
a  powerful  silvei*-grey  mare,  Avas  feeding,  and  looking  round  occa¬ 
sionally  to  the  man  baking  bread,  expecting,  Avith  a  low  Avhiimy,  her 
allowance  of  buttered  cakes. 

The  scene  was  peculiar  and  striking  :  for  the  gloom  of  the  vault 
was  so  deep,  except  around  the  fire  itself,  that  every  object  seemed  to 
stand  out  in  sharp  relief  as  the  light  caught  it.  Just  then,  too,  a 
br  ighter  blaze  than  before  rested  upon  the  coat  of  the  mare,  and, 
shining  on  the  soft  glossy  skin,  caused  the  graceful  outline  of  her 
form  to  project  from  the  deep  gloom  behind  it  in  a  remarkable 
manner. 

“  What !  awake,  and  no  one  guarding  the  door  ?  Ah !  would  ye 
have  the  Kdtwal’s  men  upon  ye,  my  sons  ?  ”  cried  Maloosray,  enter¬ 
ing  unobserved.  “  Beware,  all  of  ye,  the  risk  is  great.” 

“  Master,  we  had  the  watch  set,”  answered  a  man,  standing  up  and 
making  a  clumsy  salutation,  while  others  started  to  their  feet.  “  I 
only  came  in  for  a  moment  to  see  to  the  mare,  for  the  rest  were  busy.” 

“  Has  she  not  slept  ?  ” 

“  O  yes  !  She  just  now  woke,  got  up,  shook  herself,  and  neighed. 
That  was  what  brought  me  in ;  I  thought  she  had  no  fodder,  and 
that  the  others  might  be  asleep.” 

“  Then  she  is  fresh  for  a  journey,  in  case  we  have  a  rapid  one, 
Ramjee  ?  ” 

,‘  Ay,  master ;  you  may  be  at  Poona  in  three  days  if  you  will,  or 
at  Pertabgurh  either.  She  will  do  it.” 
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Maloosray  approached  the  animal :  she  stretched  her  head  towards 
him  with  a  low  whinny,  and  rubbed  her  nose  and  eyes  against  him. 
“Yes,  Rookminee,”  he  said,  caressing  her,  “thou  wilt  have  sharp 
work,  perhaps.  Art  ready,  lass  ?  ” 

There  was  another  low  whinny  in  reply,  as  she  licked  the  hand 
held  out  to  her.  She  at  least  understood  the  caress,  and  responded 
to  it.  He  passed  his  hand  over  her  sleek  coat,  which  glistened  like 
silver  in  the  firelight,  and  down  each  leg,  and  taking  up  each  hoof, 
narrowly  examined  every  shoe  and  nail  in  it  in  succession. 

“Ah!  if  you  can  find  any  fault  there,  master,  you  may  do  as  you 
please  with  me,”  said  Ramjce.  “Ho ;  Balia  at  Jutt  knows  his  trade 
too  well  to  allow  a  nail  to  slack,  and  he  knows,  too,  whose  mare  he 
is  shoeing !  What  does  he  say  ?  When  Sivaji  Bboslay  comes  with 
a  hundred  thousand  horse,  then  I  will  ride  with  him  on  his  raid  to 
the  south,  and  not  a  horee  shall  di’op  a  shoe,  -be  the  journey  ever  so 
long.” 

“And  he  shall,  Ramjee,”  cried  Maloosray,  laughing.  “  The  fellow 
is  a  braggart,  but  he  is  useful.” 

“  Ah !  master,  that  was  a  rare  meeting.  Was  it  not  curious  that 
so  many  horses  wanted  shoeing  that  day  ?  Well,  so  thought  the  royal 
horsemen  stationed  there ;  and  they  went  about  twisting  up  their 
moustaches,  and  swelling  themselves  out  as  you  never  saw,  my  lord. 
Many  good  fellows  there  were,  who  w’ould  not  have  cared  for  a  chance 
with  some  of  those  gallants  in  the  open  plain.  When  are  we  to  begin, 
master  ?  ” 

“  Ay,  when  ?  ”  echoed  a  number  of  the  men,  who  ceased  their 
occupation  for  a  moment,  or  raised  themselves  on  their  elbows  while 
the  answer  was  given. 

“Hot  yet,  my  sons,  not  yet;  we  bide  our  time.  And  now  for 
work,”  answered  Maloosray.  “  Go  thou,  Ramjee,  to  the  Paigah  of 
Afzool  Khan  early,  and  see  if  that  dog  Bulwunt  Rao  is  dead.  Well 
was  it  that  I  tied  chains  in  my  turban  folds  last  night,  else  he  had 
cloven  me  to  the  teeth.  I  have  vowed  a  silver  horse  to  the  shrine  of 
Khundoba  at  Jejoori,  for  the  deliverance.” 

“  And  was  he  slain,  master,  at  last  ?  ” 

“  Nay,  that  is  what  I  want  to  know,”  he  replied.  “But  I  had  a 
fair  blow  at  him,  and  I  rarely  miss.  Go,  and  bring  news  quickly.” 

“Master,”  said  Ramjee  in  a  tone  of  entreaty,  and  i*everentially 
touching  Maloosray’s  feet,  “  I  will  go.  Let  there  be  no  risks  like 
this  again.  What  would  the  Maharaja  do  without  you,  and  what  is 
there  to  be  gained  here  that  is  worth  such  peril  ?  ” 

“-A^h,  yes  !  ”  added  another,  “  what  if  ten  thousand  such  as  we  are 
were  expended,  it  would  be  nothing  were  Tannajee  safe.  Only  that  two 
of  ns  in  the  lane  behind  Rama’s,  misdirected  a  party  of  the  King’s 
men,  ye  had  been  beset,  before  and  behind  ;  and  if  the  King  had  got 
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hold  of  any  of  ye,  the  kites  and  crows  of  the  ‘  Goruk  Imlee’  would 
have  had  full  bellies  by  this  evening-.” 

“Well,  it  was  not  of  my  seeking,”  returned  Mnloosray;  “for 
Bulwnnt Rao was  reported  dead. — killed  in  battle  two  years  ago;  so, 
at  least,  we  heard.  It  was  like  fighting  a  spirit,  my  sons ;  and  I  missed 
my  blows.  .  .  .  Hark!  who  is  that  without  r'  Xettai'  AVhat  nevrs, 
brother  ?  ”  he  continued,  as  a  slight,  active-looking  man  entered 
hastily.  “Didst  thou  find  Pahar  Singh,  the  old  rob!)cry  ” 

“ Mahai-a-j  I  ”  returned  the  man,  “there  was  no  Pahar  Singh.  Wo 
found  a  fire  bui-ning  in  the  verandah  of  the  temple,  and  I  took  r. 
lighted  brand  and  looked  about.  All  we  could  disx-over  was  a  litflo 
fresh  blood  on  the  floor  and  three  gold  pieces  among  the  ashes.  i3uf 
there  was  blood  on  the  wall  too,  and  ^ve  tracked  it  for  a  few  paces, 
when  the  torch  went  out  in  the  rain,  so  we  went  on  and  lieard  a.  man 
moaning  in  a  nullah,  and  some  jackals  were  standing  by  him  as  wc 
went  up.  Dost  thou  remember  Maun  Singh,  who  is  witli  Pahar 
Singh  always  H  Well,  we  could  hardly  see,  so  lainba  went  back  for 
*  another  brand,  and  brought  it  under  his  blanket,  and  then  we  saw 
the  man’s  face.  He  was  terribly  wound.cd,  and  could  not  speak 
sensibly,  Init  one  or  two  names  escaped,  him,  one  of  which  was  Pahar 
(Singh,  and  Limba  knew  his  face.” 

“  Ye  did  not  let  him  live,  the  fold  traitor  and  liar  ?  ”  cried  Maloosray, 
excitedly.  “  0  that  it  had  been  ‘the  Lion  ’  himself  I  Ye  did  not  let 
him  live  ?  ” 

“  jlastcr,  ho  Vvdll  speak  no  more,  nor  yet  tell  Kes.  I  liave  made 
that  sure  enough,”  said  Limba,  approaching  and  touching  the  feet  of 
Maloosray.  “1  knew  liiin  after  what  happened  in  the  old  Gosni’s 
-\[utt  at  Tooljapoor,  and  Moro  Punt  would  bare  had  mo  kill  him  then 
and  the  other  too,  only  I  could  find  no  opportunity.  They  had  .some 
fifty  horse  v.dih  him,  and  were  as  shy  as  deer.  Now  I  hav'e  settled 
that  account.” 

“Good,  my  .son,”  replied  Maloosray;  “but  what  had  happened, 
Notta  P  Was  there  im  further  trace  of  them  P  ” 

“  None,  JMahara  j ;  wc  were  fairly  puzzled.  We  returned,  and  stayed 
in  the  temple  by  the  fire,  in  hopes  that  Pahar  Singh  might  come 
back;  but  it  was  no  use.  Then  we  Avent  and  listened  behind  the 
guard-house,  and  heard  there  Avas  a  man  wounded  in  an  affray — a 
*  Gosai  ’ — and  there  Avas  a  barber  dressing  his  wound.” 

“  Tlien  he  did  not  die  ?  I  had  hoped  he  did.” 

“  Holy  Mother !  Avas  this  thy  Avork,  master,  and  all  of  us  aAA-ay  ?  ” 
cried  several  of  the  men. 

“No;  .Ranoo  remained  Avith  me,”  replied  Maloosray,  “and  has 
got  a  scratch ;  but  Avhat  of  the  man  AA’ounded  ?  What  think  ye  of 
Bulwunt  Ri'o.  my  coxi'^in,  dead  long  since,  as  wc  thought,  but  con-o 
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“  My  curse  on  him !  And  he  escaped  you,  Tannajee  ?  ” 

“I  am  going  to  see  if  he  be  dead,  brother,”  interposed  Kamjee; 
“the  master’s  blows  are  not  little  ones.” 

“  You  see,  friends,  they — those  two  Grosais — as  they  appeared, ' 
must  have  met  Pahar  Singh,  who  direeted  them.  I  see  it  all  now — 
the  villain’s  attempt  to  decoy  us  into  that  trap  by  the  temptation  of 
news  of  the  Wuzeer.  Depend  upon  it,  he  has  been  bought  over, 
and  is  not  to  be  trusted ;  and  he  set  them  on  our  track.” 

“  He  never  was,”  cried  both  the  men ;  “  he  has  only  one  king 
and  one  god — that  is  money,”  added  Neeta ;  “  and  he  has  gone  where 
he  could  get  it.” 

“  Yes,  friends,  those  men  knew  us,”  continued  Maloosray ;  “  and 
to  my  mind  the  place  is  no  longer  safe :  so  we  had  as  well  be 
ready.  If  they  have  given  the  alarm — and  Bulwunt  would  do  so  if 
he  had  any  sense — we  shall  have  horsemen  scouring  the  plains  to¬ 
morrow,  and  that  fine  lad,  Fazil  Khan,  at  the  head  of  them.  So 
away,  some  of  you  ;  wateh  the  gates ;  let  the  horses  be  kept  saddled 
all  day ;  and  let  them  haye  bread  as  fast  as  they  can  eat  it.  I  would 
go  at  once,  Nettajee,”  he  added  to  that  person,  taking  him  aside; 
“  but  the  Wuzeer  must  be  seen  and  spoken  with  first.  He  was  at 
Almella  yesterday,  and  will  be  in  the  city  by  the  afternoon.  With¬ 
out  having  speech  of  him,  I  dare  not  show  myself  before  the  master ; 
and  the  object  of  our  journey  would  be  incomplete.  I  think  we 
may  trust  him.” 

“Alas!  I  fear  not,”  replied  Nettajee;  “ye  are  too  sanguine, you 
and  the  Maharaja.  Khan  Mahomed  will  not  league  with  us ;  he  leans 
to  the  Moghuls,  and  calls  us  ‘  Kafirs  of  Hindus,’  and  kills  cows 
wherever  he  can.  I  know  it.  Why  do  ye  trust  him,  •'vhen  he  is 
faithless  to  his  own  salt  ?  Suppose  he  chose  to  turn  round  and  hang 
up  Tannajee  Maloosray  to  the  ‘  Goruk  Imlee  tree,’  would  not  that 
keep  him  fair  in  his  master’s  eyes,  and  blind  them  to  his  intrigues 
with  the  Padshah  ?  Ah,  brother,  trust  him  not :  one  who  will 
deceive  the  master  who  has  luised  him  to  Avhat  he  is,  will  deceive 
you.  A  slave  bom,  he  will  bo  one  to  the  last ;  and  he  is  not  fit  to 
strike  in  with  free  men  like  us!  Leave  him  to  the  Moghuls,  to 
whom  he  will  be  a  slave,  as  he  was  to  Beejapoor :  we  have  our  own 
road  between  both.  But  come  now  to  Ranoo  ;  is  he  fit  to  travel  ?  ” 

“  He  will  be  better  after  he  has  slept.  We  were  owls,'  Nettajee, 
not  to  see  through  those  flimsy  disguises,”  returned  Maloosray. 

“Bnlwunt  Rao  is  better  living  than  dead,  brother;  and  we  may 
yet  bring  him  round,”  said  Nettajee. 

“I  tell  thee,  O  Netta,”  inteiTupted  Tannajee,  fiercely,  and  grind¬ 
ing  his  teeth  as  he  spoke,  “  I  would  cut  him  down  with  my  own  hand 
At  the  feet  of  the  Maharaja,  rather  than  he  should  have  speech  of  him. 
Never  name  him  to  me,  else  wc  may  differ.” 
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“  Ah,  that  blow  of  his  still  rings  in  your  head,  Taiinajec,”  replied 
the  other,  laughing.  “  But  come ;  if  you  don’t  need  sleep,  I  do.  Ho 
sleeps,”  he  continued,  as  they  entered  the  cloister  where  the  wounded 
man  lay ;  “  that  is  well ;  and  I  will  do  the  same,  Tanuajeo  ;  ”  and  .so 
saying,  he  took  down  a  sheet  from  a  cord  on  which  it  was  hanging, 
and,  wrapping  himself  in  it,  lay  down,  and  was  soon  snoring  loudly. 

But  Maloosray  could  not  sleep,  and  after  a  while,  got  up,  and 
ascending  the  steps  to  the  roof  of  the  terrace,  looked  over  the  plain 
6u.spiciously.  All,  however,  was  still.  To  the  cast,  lightning  was 
playing  about  the  tops  of  the  clouds  in  dim  flickering  flashes.  Every¬ 
where  else  the  sky  was  clear,  and  the  stars  shone  with  great  lustre. 
A  few  jackals  howled  in  the  distance,  and  their  cry  was  answci’cd 
successively  in  many  directions.  Then  the  drums  and  horns  of  the 
several  guards  at  the  gates  and  on  the  outer  walls  and  bastions  of 
the  city,  sounded  deep  and  shrill  one  by  one,  and  were  taken  up  by 
those  in  the  Ark  ”  or  citadel  of  the  palace,  and  so  died  away  in  the 
distance. 

His  eye  followed  the  line  of  towers  and  battlements,  and  narrowly 
watched  every  light  which  might  betoken  a  stir  among  the  troops 
I  within;  but  there  was  none.  The  huge  dome  of  the  mausoleum  of 
Mahmood  Adil  Shah,  not  long  completed,  stood  out  in  a  dark  heavy 
mass  against  the  clear  sky  :  and  beyond  it  the  outlines  of  the  Palace 
of  the  Seven  Stories — the  gi-eat  Cavalier — and  a  confused  mass  of 
trees  and  buildings  intermingled;  neai-er,  too,  the  massive  walls  and 
arches  of  the  tomb  of  the  mother  of  the  late  King,  then,  as  now,  un¬ 
finished. 

All  was  still.  High  up  in  the  palace  a  light  twinkled  now  and 
then  faintly,  on  which  Tannajee  speculated  dreamily.  Was  the  King- 
awake  ?  the  light  was  in  his  pi'ivate  apartments.  What  could  he  bi- 
doing  so  late  in  the  night?  for  the  drums  and  trumpets  had  souiulcd 
the  third  watch.  0  that  he  would  join  heartily  v, nth  his  master,  and 
defy  the  iMoghuls !  Would  no  one  tell  him  this  was  his  best  policy  ? 
Better  a  thousand  times  to  secure  the  fidelity  of  a  large  portion  of 
his  own  subjects  by  timely  concession,  than  to  defy  and  coerce  their 
chieftain.  Now,  too,  though  the  ^Moghuls  had  been  once  beaten  oif, 
it  would  not  be  so  again.  They  were  resting  and  gathering  strength, 
and  one  by  one  the  independent  kingdoms  to  the  north  had  fallen 
before  them. 

How  long  would  this  i*emain  ? — this,  the  most  extensive,  most 
valuable,  and  most  heretical.  Better  far,  then,  to  secure  tlu* 
Mahratta  people,  than  to  lose  all  by  a  double  war  with  them,  and 
with  the  Hoghuls.  “Will  no  one  tell  the  boy  this  ?”  thought 
^laloosray.  “  We  do  not  wish  him  evil ;  but  the  master  must  be 
free,  and  will  be  Vee.  The  people  will  assemble  at  the  Dusscra,  and 
the  King  can  then  have  his  choice  between  a  lakh  of  Mahrattas  and 
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a  lakh  of  Moghuls,  or  both  combined ;  and  yet  this  old  family  should 
not  pass  away — it  should  not  pass  away  at  our  hands.” 

But  we  need  not  follow  his  thoughts  further :  better  to  transport 
ourselves  to  that  twinkling  light  high  up  in  the  Seven-storied  Palace, 
and  see  who  sit  beside  it,  and  hear  what  they  say. 


CHAPTER  XXXIL 

The  Palace  of  the  Seven  Stories  still  exists  as  one  of  the  most  noble 
and  picturesque  ruins  of  the  Fort  of  Beejapoor.  Of  the  Seven 
Stories,  only  five  are  now  traceable ;  the  two  upper  have  been  de¬ 
stroyed,  perhaps  by  lightning,  or  have  fallen  fiom  decay  and  dis¬ 
repair  ;  and  it  is  only  in  the  third  that  the  remains  of  the  beautifid 
chamber  still  existent  there  convey  an  idea  of  the  effect  of  the  whole 
structure  when  it  was  perfect.  Even  this  has  been  much  damaged. 
The  gilding  of  the  walls,  of  the  groins  of  the  arches  and  fretted  roof, 
and  of  its  delicate  arabesque  borders,  has  all  been  scraped  off,  and 
the  fresco  paintings  are  so  destroyed  by  exposure,  that  but  little 
exists  to  tell  the  history  of  the  beautiful  Bhagiruttee,  the  mistress  of 
the  monarch  who  built  the 'palace  for  her. 

Enough,  however,  remains  to  show  what  the  general  design  and 
execution  of  the  work  were;  enough  to  prove  the  exquisite  taste 
which  had  directed  its  completion,  and  the  skill  and  boldness  of  the 
architect  who  had  raised  the  dizzy  tower  so  high.  Then,  the  spacious 
arches  and  oriel  windows  were  filled  by  richly  carved  panels  and 
shutters  of  teak  wood,  which  admitted  sufficient  light  and  air :  now, 
these  are  all  gone,  the  windows  are  open,  and  the  rain  and  sun  and 
\Wnd  are  rapidly  causing  decay  and  destruction  of  what  remains. 
The  upper  stories  are  so  broken  that  they  cannot  be  ascended;  but 
in  the  one  of  which  we  speak,  the  traveller  will  be  tempted  to  sit 
a  while  looking  over  the  masses  of  ruins  beneath  him :  and  over  the 
still  perfect  walls  of  the  citadel.  Beyond,  the  undulating  plain 
studded  with  mounds,  shows  lines  of  streets,  with  broken  arches, 
minarets,  and  some  still  perfect  mosques,  mausoleums,  and  palaces, 
which  have  withstood  the  effects  of  time  and  the  spoiler,  and  remain 
as  proofs  of  the  splendour  which  once  prevailed. 

At  the  period  of  our  tale  all  these  were  perfect.  The  city  spread 
away  to  the  south  and  west,  covering  many  miles  of  plain  with  those 
streets  and  houses  of  which  the  lines  of  mounds  alone  remain.  They 
are  interspersed  with  villages,  which  are  probably  portions  of  the  old 
city,  never  entirely  deserted,  and  to  which  the  descendants  of  the 
population  of  those  days  have  clung  through  all  vicissitudes.  To 
the  east  and  north,  after  looking  over  the  greater  part  of  the  citadel, 
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tlie  eye  followed  the  plain  beyond— the  proper  esplanade  of  the  fori 
— and  the  undulating  rising  ground  to  the  north-cast,  from  which 
the  Moghul  batteries  had  so  recently  poured  a  storm  of  shot  upoi 
the  defences,  yet  happily  with  no  effect. 

The  King’s  apartment  opened  to  the  west ;  and,  like  Afzool  Khai 
about  the  same  time,  he  sat  courting  the  breeze,  which  played  gentl;^ 
round  the  rich  clustered  mullions  of  the  oriel  window,  and  refreshed 
and  soothed  him.  The  storm  had  died  away,  and  the  night  was 
clear  and  fresh ;  while,  from  the  garden  below,  ascended  the  mingled 
perfume  of  champas,  limes,  tubei’oses,  jessamine  of  various  kinds,  and 
other  sweet-scented  flowers,  which  loaded  the  air  almost  to  excess. 

A  silver  lamp,  on  a  tall  silver  stand,  stood  in  a  recess  sheltered 
from  the  open  casement,  and  its  seven  vicks  burned  brightly,  illu- 
minating  the  chamber,  and  by  their  strong  light  causing  the  gilded 
roof,  arches,  and  groins,  with  all  their  delicate  colouring  of  ro.se- 
colour,  yellow,  light-green,  and  Iflue  enamel,  to  assume  a  soft  har¬ 
mony  of  effect— different  from  the  light  of  day,  yet  perhaos  moi’c 
beautiful.  ^  ^  1  X 

Furniture  there  was  none ;  but  in  the  space  enclosed  by  the  orJc-1 
y.'indow,  there  was  spread  a  rich,  soft,  Persian  carpet,  which  filled 
its  area,  on  which,  in  the  corner*  near  were  the  young  King  was  sit¬ 
ting,  lay  a  thick  c|uilted  mattress  of  green  satin  brocaded  with  gold 
and  a  large  pillow  of  the  same  material,  both  covered  with  fine 
muslin,  ffliis  had  been  the  King  s  seat,  and  it  was  thickly  strewn 
with  papers — some  Persian,  some  Mahratta — which,  to  all  appear¬ 
ance,  had  been  under  examination,  and  he  had  evidently  just  left  ii 
and  irlaced  himself  by  the  casement  which  he  had  opened.  He  wa^ 
glone,  but,  by  the  frequent  glances  towards  the  doorway,  which  was 
■'covered  by  a  heavy  curtain,  some  one  seemed  impatiently  expected. 

The  events  of  the  night  had  aroused  unusual  energy  in  the  young 
King;  nor, since  his  accession  to  the  throne,  had  any  occurrence  ex¬ 
cited  him  like  the  discovery  of  treason  in  the  man  he  had,  perhaps, 
most  tiaisted — his  prime  ministei*,  Khan  jMahomed.  Tt  was  so  un¬ 
provoked,  so  undeserved.  Early  in  life  great  ability  and  aptitude 
for  business  had  been  remarked  in  the  Abyssinian  slave,  Rehan,  l)v 
the  late  King ;  and  he  had  risen,  as  favourite.3  among  Asiatic  prince.j 
often  do,  rapidly  to  rank  and  Avealth,  with  everv  lionour  Avhich  an 
attached  and  grateful  prince  could  bestow  upon  him.  Finally  he 
had  reached  the  rank  of  prime  minister  or  Wuzeer,  as  we  have 
already  mentioned,  and,  amidst  all  the  distractions  and  intrigues  of 
faction,  had  succeeded  in  prcscrring  his  moiuirch’s  attachment. 

In,  this  position  he  Avas  maintained  Iw  the  young  Kino-  on  his 
accession  to  the  throne,  not\Aithstandiiig  the  insinuations  of  many 
that  the  Wuzeer  Avas  unfaithful.  The  King  had  not  heeded  these 
suspicions,  noi*,  indeed,  beyond  mere  I’umoiir,  A\;i:j  there  anything 
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wliich  could  lead  to  confirmation  of  them;  and  as  the  Wuzeer 
desired  it  as  a  proof  of  his  fidelity,  the  Ahyssinians  under  his  com¬ 
mand  had  been  pushed  on  to  the  north  to  Avatch  the iNloghul armies; 
for  it  was  better  to  submit  to  the  turbulence  of  the  Dekhan  chieftains 
at  the  capital,  who  could  be  controlled  by  neutral  forces  like  those 
of  Afzool  Khan,  than  to  risk  the  possible  misconduct  of  the  others. 
Again,  the  Dekhanies  could  not  be  trusted  with  the  frontier ;  and 
the  King,  impressed  with  the  fidelity  of  Khan  Mahomed,  had  left 
him  at  his  post. 

At  this  period  the  Dekhanies  and  Ahyssinians  were  rival  factions 
in  the  state.  The  latter  were  more  amenable  to  discipline  than  the 
former,  who  were  descendants  of  those  JMahomedan  warriors — 
Toorks,  Tartars,  and  Affghans — who,  at  the  close  of  the  thirteenth 
century,  under  Alla-oo-Deen,  had  invaded  the  south  of  India,  and 
wrested  the  territory  in  w^hich  they  had  settled  from  the  Mahrattas 
of  Deogurh  and  the  Canarese  dynasty  of  Beejanuggur.  They  had 
founded,  and  maintained  the  dynasty  of  Gulburgah,  against  the 
attacks  of  powerful  Hindu  states,  and,  w'hen  they  separated  from  it, 
had  attached  themselves  to  the  founders  of  other  dynasties,  which 
rivalled,  and,  indeed,  exceeded  in  splendour,  the  parent  one. 

Those  who  were  in  Beejapoor  had  joined  Ibrahim  Adil  Shah,  when 
he  declared  and  established  his  independence  of  the  Bahniani  dynasty 
of  Gulburgah,  and  they  had  risen  to  rank  and  wealth  with  the  .state. 
They  had  been  led  to  victory  by  that  monarch  and  his  successors ; 
they  had  conquered  pnovince  after  province  from  the  .infidels  of  the 
southern  Hindu  states,  and  they  had  at  last  finally  subdued  and  over¬ 
turned  the  ancient  Hindu  monarchy  of  Beejanuggur,  which,  for 
several  generations,  was  their  bitter  enemy  and  rival.  Was  it 
wonderful  that  they  at  length  became  arrogant,  and  that,  to  maintain 
an  equipoise  against  them,  another  element,  the  Abyssinian,  was 
admitted  into  this  state  ?  It  is  the  old  stoiy  in  the  history  of  the 
iForld  of  exclusive  military  power ;  the  old  play  which  has  always 
been  played  out  when  the  characters  are  brought  together. 

There  were  proud  names  among  these  old  Dekhan  families,  v.'hich 
still  exist,  Tartars  and  Toorks,  ■who  ill  brooked  the  control  of  slaves 
like  Ahyssinians.  They  were  free,  and  held  themselves  equal  in 
rank  to  their  own  king — proud  barons  in  fact,  who  seldom  accepted 
administrative  service,  and  Avere  rarely  fit  for  it ;  men  “  who  could 
fight,  but  could  not  write,”  as  they  boasted ;  turbulent,  arrogant, 
quari’clsome  among  themselves,  split  into  as  many  factions  as  they 
were  families  and  tribes.  The  “Dagtorays,”  “  Alla-ool-Jloolks,” 
“Bhylmces,”  “Kalla  Chuttrces,”  “  Safed  Poslis,”  and  a  host  of 
others,  were  faithful  to  their  own  state,  while  they  were  an  unceasing 
source  of  anxiety,  and  often  distress,  to  its  administrators. 

1^0  long  as  the  Moghul  armies  had  threatened  the  capital,  or  there 
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was  employment  daily  in  the  field  to  meet  a  common  danger,  these 
tribes  and  their  chiefs  had  found  occupation  against  the  common 
enemy,  and  had  fought  valiantly  and  successfully.  The  best  cavalry 
of  the  Moghul  army  was  no  match  for  these  fiery  Dekhan  cavaliers. 
Reckless  of  life,  well  mounted,  each  tribe  and  appellation  vying  with 
each  other,  whenever  there  was  a  chance  in  their  broad  plains,  they 
had  not  neglected  it,  and  were  ever  in  advance  of  the  more  dis¬ 
ciplined  though  slower  moving  bodies  of  Abyssinian  horse  and  foot, 
whom  they  despised  as  slaves. 

Between  the  extremes  of  party  were  those  who,  like  Afzool  Khan, 
belonged  to  neither,  who  held  a  common  interest  and  faith  in  the 
dynasty  they  served,  and  whose  arms  had  often  been  turned  against 
Abyssinians,  and  against  Dekhanies,  whenever  revolts  or  mutinies  of 
either  rendered  it  necessary. 

Among  these  contending  factions,  and  ever  present  rivalries,  the 
course  of  the  young  King  had  been  difficult  and  devious  since  his 
accession ;  but  respect  to  his  father’s  memory  and  experience,  for  he 
had  been  a  wise  prince,  a  successful  administrator,  and  a  valiant 
warrior  in  the  field,  had,  in  the  end,  induced  him  to  continue  the 
predominance  of  the  Abyssinian  element  in  council ;  and  to  allow 
the  Dekhanies  scope  for  their  ambition  in  military  commands  and 
active  service  in  distant  provinces  of  the  kingdom,  retaining  those 
only  at  the  capital  who  would  prove  a  counterpoise  to  the  Abys¬ 
sinians,  in  case  of  need.  Influenced  by  personal  esteem,  and  even 
affection,  for  the  man  who  had  been  his  father’s  most  trusted  coun¬ 
sellor  and  friend,  he  had  retained  Khan  Mahomed  in  office,  notwith¬ 
standing  the  evil  reports  of  his  Dekhan  officers ;  and  under  these 
circumstances  the  distress,  and  even  dismay,  of  the  young  King  at 
the  discovery  of  the  treachery,  which  had  long  existed,  was  hard  to 
endure.  It  was  his  first  bitter  lesson  in  life,  and  there  were  few  to 
fall  back  upon  for  advice  or  consolation. 

In  his  extremity  his  thoughts  had  turned  to  Afzool  Khan  first, 
perhaps,  of  all :  but  again,  his  knOwn  intimacy  with  the  Wuzeer ;  the 
report  that  the  families  would  soon  be  united  by  the  marriage  of 
Khan  Mahomed’s  son  to  the  old  Khan’s  daughter  ;  the  notorious 
friendship  of  the  young  men ;  and,  above  all,  a  cert^n  reticence  in 
Afzool  Khan’s  expressions  whenever  the  Wuzeer’s  character  or 
actions  were  discussed — recurred  to-the  King,  and  his  thoughts  turned 
from  Afzool  Khan  to  others  in  succession,  yet  finding  rest  nowhere. 

Of  all  his  officers,  on  whom  could  he  depend  ?  Jehandar  Beg,  who 
should  have  been  his  executive  in  any  arrest  of  the  Wuzeer,  was 
known  to  be  his  dependent :  and  thus  speculating  on  each,  he 
estimated  bitterly  how  really  weak  he  was  in  personal  adherents. 

At  first  all  appeared  to  be  decided  in  his  favour,  but  gradually  re¬ 
quests  were  made  under  one  pretext  or  other,  which  disclosed  the 
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true  objects  of  his  courtiers,  and  the  young  King  had  sufficient 
discernment  to  estimate  their  professions  at  their  full  value.  It 
was  these  experiences  which  threw  him  back  upon  himself,  and  upon 
the  Wuzeer,  who  was,  at  least  as  he  thought,  moderate  and  unselfish. 
IModerate,  certainly,  to  him ;  yet,  at  heart,  more  grasping  and  more 
treacherous  than  any. 

There  was  no  doubt  of  that  now.  Again  and  again  had  the  King 
taken  up  the  letter  we  have  before  read,  and  examined  it  closely,  and 
had  each  time  laid  it  doum.  with  increased  conviction  that  it  was 
genuine.  There  could  be  no  doubt  either  as  to  the  seal  or  the  writ¬ 
ing.  Khan  Mahomed’s  o'wti  hand  was  too  peculiar  to  be  imitated  ; 
yet  he  had  doubted — still  doubted.  It  is  hard  to  admit  conviction 
of  guilt  when  one’s  affections  are  pleading  innocence,  but  here  it  was 
not  to  be  resisted  ;  and,  as  most  generally  follows  such  conviction, 
those  very  affections  were  fast  becoming  the  most  unrelenting  judges. 

“  Let  them  but  confirm  this,”  said  the  King,  aloud,  as  he  looked 
out,  and  again  turned  to  the  papers,  selected  the  letter,  looked  over 
it,  and  hastily  put  it  do\vn  with  a  shiver.  “  Let  them  but  confirm  it, 

and  then -  0,  my  father !  wert  thou  here  it  would  be  the  same, 

and  your  son  will  not  flinch  from  the  necessity,  be  it  what  it  may.” 


CHAPTER  XXXin. 

As  yet  the  King’s  thoughts  had  admitted  nothing  definitely ;  the  blow 
had  been  too  sudden,  the  provocation  too  great,  for  aught  but  a 
numbness  of  perception  which  checked  conclusive  determination ; 
but  this  was  passing  away  fast,  and  it  was  becoming  still  more  appa¬ 
rent  that,  if  Khan  Mahomed’s  plan  had  succeeded,  he  must,  if  he 
survived  it,'  be  the  dependent  of  his  o^vn  slave  and  his  father’s. 
"Were  the  other  letters,  which  they  had  looked  over  hastily,  true  also  ? 
!Men’s  tongues  had  before  been  busy  with  the  Wuzeer’s  reputation, 
and  now  were  so  again — the  same  subject  and  the  same  man ;  and  it 
was — “  true,  true !  ” 

Unconsciously  he  had  spoken  aloud  in  iis  reverie,  and  the  word 
seemed  to  come  as  if  an  echo  of  his  own  thought. 

“Who  spoke?”  ho  cried,  looking  round — “Who  spoke?”  His 
very  question  seemed  to  make  the  silence  more  impressive ;  and,  as 
he  strained  his  eyes  into  the  gloom  of  the  chamber,  there  was  no 
sound  but  the  gentle  sough  of  the  night  wind,  laden  with  moisture, 
among  the  trees  below  and  the  open  latticework  of  the  windows. 
“  The  spirits  of  the  dead  are  around  me  to-night,”  he  continued  to 
himself,,  shuddering.  “  Listen,  0  father  !  Listen,  sweet  mother ! 
0  Prophet  of  God,  on  whom  be  peace,  assist  and  hear  me  !  0  thou 
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fountain  and  dispenser  of  justice,  make  me  true  and  bold ;  make  me 
as  I  slioiild  be,  thy  agent  among  thy  people.  If  I  have  been  a  child 
till  now,  forgive  me — that  is  past.  .  .  .  He  writes  to  the  Emperor, 
that  I  am  a  boy ! — that  I  am  a  boy  !  Inshalla  !  No  !  that  is  past !  ” 
As  he  spoke,  the  sound  of  voices  below,  and  of  footsteps  ascending 
the  narrow  stair  were  distinctly  audible,  and  he  paused  to  listen. 
“It  is  they  at  last,  and  the  Meerza  has  not  delayed.  Enter,”  he 
cried,  as  the  steps  appeared  to  reach  the  landing-place  and  doorway 
— “  enter,  I  am  here.” 

The  heavy  quilted  onrtain  was  pushed  aside,  and  three  persons 
advanced — one  the  Meerza  or  secretary  we  have  before  mentioned ; 
the  other  two  we  have  not  yet  seen ;  but  they  had  been  often  employed 
as  confidential  advisers  by  the  King,  and  he  had  now  sent  for  them. 
When  they  returned  from  the  temple,  the  King  and  liis  secretary 
had  examined  the  papers  they  had  obtained,  with  great  care  and 
anxiety,  and  they  proved  to  be  far  more  voluminous  and  important 
than  even  our  friend  the  Lalla  had  imagined. 

The  dates  of  the  letters  extended  over  several  years.  Some,  of 
later  date,  within  the  year,  had  evidently  been  sent  secretly,  for 
they  were  rolled  up  into  the  smallest  possible  compass,  in  lead,  and 
so  that  they  could  be  put  into  the  mouth,  or  otherwise  hidden  ;  the 
handwriting  was  disguised,  and  several  were  written  in  cypher; 
but  the  most  recent  were  not  disguised  at  all,  and  the  seals  were 
perfect.  The  whole  formed  a  series,  and  they  had  hastily  put  them 
together.  Each  letter  confirmed  the  other,  or  seemed  to  do  so,  and 
yet,  considering  the  issue  at  stake,  neither  cared  to  trust  their  own 
judgment:  and  the  papers  needed  confirmation,  as  well  of  their 
authenticity  as  of  their  reference  to  former  occurrences  and  dates. 

Of  the  Mahratta  documents,  however,  they  could  form  no  opinion, 
as  neither  could  read  the  character ;  but  the  secretary  was  familiar 
w’ith  the  seal,  and  even  the  rude  signature,  of  Sivaji  Bhoslay ;  and 
these  letters  might  throw  some  light  on  the  subject  of  reputed  in¬ 
trigues  with  the  Emperor,  and  prove  a  guide  to  future  proceedings. 

The  two  persons  Avho  had  been  summoned  so  hastily  to  the  night 
comicil  w'ere,  in  the  first  place.  Peer  Dustageer  Khaderi,  a  holy 
Syud,  or  descendant  of  the  Prophet,  of  the  purest  lineage,  and  the 
head  of  a  religious  house  or  establishment  of  Durwaysh,  or,  as  we 
familiarly  call  them,  “  Dervishes,”  which  had  been  largely  endowed 
by  the  State,  and  for  whose  ancestors,  buried  in  the  precincts  of  the 
shrine,  miracles  were  now  becoming  ostensibly  claimed.  As  a  con¬ 
sequence,  the  holy  influence  of  the  “  Peer  ”  was  decidedly  on  the 
increase ;  and  as  he  had  been  chosen  as  religious  instinictor  to  the 
King,  he  was  at  that  time  his  “Moorshid,”  or  spiritual  guide;  and 
being  a  shrewd,  well-educated  person,  possessed  of  deep  local  experi¬ 
ence,  and,  from  his  position,  able  to  obtain  information  of  a  trust 
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woi’tLy  nature,  he  was  frequently  consulted.  To  give  him  duo 
credit,  the  Peer  had  proved,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  to  have 
rendered  valuable  service.  Him,  therefore,  had  the  King  named  as 
the  person  best  fitted  to  be  intrusted  with  the  secret  they  had  obtained . 

The  other  was  an  old  Brahmun,  who  entered  leaning  upon  a  long 
stiek  with  a  gold  head,  yet  not  so  as  to  evince  Avcakucss,  and  was  as 
remarkable  in  his  degree  as  the  person  whom  he  accompanied. 
Ncclkunt  Rai  Pansay,  in  the  outset  of  his  life  a  humble  Karkoon,  or 
clerk,  in  the  revenue  department  of  the  State,  had  served,  in  suc¬ 
cession,  three  generations  of  its  kings,  and,  at  upwards  of  eighty 
years  old,  v/as  still  clear-headed,  astute,  and  faithful.  He  had  risen  to 
the  rank  of  “  Peshcar,”  or  finance  minister,  by  his  valuable  services 
in  that  department ;  and  though  an  “infidel,”  as  ho  was  termed  by  the 
Peer,  was  beloved  and  respected,  and  consulted  on  occasions  of  more 
than  ordinary  solemnity  or  embarrassment,  more  particularly  in 
regard  to  the  affairs  of  his  own  people,  the  Hindus  of  the  kingdom. 

While  the  secretary  advanced  to  the  King,  the  others  stood  at  the 
further  end  of  the  apartment.  Neither  know  why  they  had  been 
summoned,  and  the  hour. of  the  night,  the,  to  them,  strange  fact  of 
being  together  in  the  most  private  apartment  of  the  palace,  and  in 
the  King’s  2)rescnce,  caused  them  to  look  at  each  other  wonderingly. 

These  were  not  persons  who  could  ever  unite  in  private  friend¬ 
ship  ;  for  the  Peer,  a  Ijigoted  follower  of  Mahomed,  and  a  holy  saint 
to  boot,  w'as  one  of  those  w'ho,  as  warriors  of  the  faith,  Avould  have 
led  armies  against  the  infidels,  and  utterly  exterminated  them.  That 
king  of  Gulburgah.  Feroze  Shah,  was  in  his  eyes  a  true  Moslem,  and 
now  surely  enjoying  Paradise,  who,  in  pursuance  of  his  vow,  had 
slam  a  hundred  thousand  of  the  infidels  of  Beejanuggur,  and  made 
pyramids  of  their  heads  at  the  gate  of  his  city.  If  the  kings  of 
Bcejapoor  had  been  such  it  would  have  been  well ;  but,  alas  !  in  liis 
eyes  they  were  degenerate.  Here  was  a  proof  .  the  infidel  minister 
sent  for  to  confer  with  him !  the  Syud  !  “  Astagh-fur-Ulla  !  ”  (God 

forbid  it ! )  gurgled  in  his  throat,  and  he  edged  aivay  and  gathered  up 
his  garments  with  a  gesture  decidedly  contemptuous. 

This  did  not  escape  the  old  Brahmin’s  notice,  but  it  was  no  time 
to  resent  it,  for  they  were  called  forward,  A  word  fi'om  the  secre¬ 
tary  had  decided  the  King  to  have  the  Mahratta  letters  first  examined. 
Aroused  from  his  sleep,  and  in  the  presence  of  a  Brahmun,  the  Syud 
was  not  likely  to  discuss  any  matter  temperately  -with  one  ;  nor, 
indeed,  in  a  subject  in  which  Mahomedan  honour  was  involved,  was 
it  p9litic,  perhaps,  to  reveal  particulars  to  a  Hindu;  but  the  fact  or 
otherwise  of  Sivaji  Bhoslay’s  attachment  or  treachery  so  affected 
the  Wuzeer’s  position,  that  it  could  not  be  concealed  from  one  who, 
whatever  his  faults  of  religious  arrogance  might  be,  was  ad  least  a 
firjn  friend  of  the  young  King  and  of  his  government. 
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“  Salaam-o-alykoom  !  Khoosh  amudeed !  (you  are  -welcoine),” 
said  the  King,  using  the  Persian  salutation  to  the  Syud,  and  risino- 
as  he  advanced. 

“  Salaam-o-alyk  !  ”  returned  the  holy  man,  advancing,  as  was  his 
wont,  in  a  peculiar  but  characteristic  manner ;  that  is,  he  bent  his 
head  forward,  so  as  to  assume  a  stoop  which  might  be  supposed 
reverential,  but  which  was,  in  fact,  patronising  in  the  extreme; 
stretching  forth  his  arms  in  an  attitude  of  benediction,  and,  having 
set  his  feet  nearly  at  right  angles,  he  shuffled  wdth  short  steps  towards 
the  edge  of  the  carpet  on  which  was  the  King’s  seat.  “  My  lord’s 
health  is  sound,  and  his  brain  is  clear  ?  ” 

“  I  am  w^ell,”  returned  the  King  ;  “  be  seated.” 

The  Peer  looked  for  a  place  as  near  the  King  as  possible,  and, 
with  another  wave  of  his  hands,  settled  himself  upon  his  heels  with 
two  motions  first,  to  drop  on  his  knees,  and  second,  to  subside  upon 
his  heels,  veiy  much  after  the  fashion  of  a  camel  when  it  is  to  be 
loaded.  This  done,  he  joined  his  hands  together,  and  smiling 
blandly,  again  ventured  to  ask  w'^hether  **  My  lord  and  prince  were 
well.”  / 

“By  your  favour  and  the  mercy  of  God,”  replied  the  King,  “lam 
well.” 

“  Ul-humd-ul-illa !  (Praise  be  to  God!)  Shookr  I  shookr! 
(thanks,  thanks  !)  ”  ejaculated  the  Peer  devoutly,  as  he  settled  him¬ 
self  more  comfortably ;  then,  taking  his  rosary  from  his  waist,  began 
to  tell  his  beads  with  great  rapidity,  as  the  old  Bi-ahmun,  following 
to  the  ^  edge  of  the  carpet,  and  making  a  humble  and  I'everential 
salutation,  stood  awaiting  the  King’s  pleasure. 

“Be  seated,  Neelkunt  Rai,”  said  the  King  kindly;  and  as  the  old 
man  stooped  to  the  ground,  supporting  himself  by  his  stick,  the 
secretary  compassionately  put  his  hand  under  his  arm,  and  let  him 
down  gently.  The  scowl  from  the  Peer  at  this  unwonted  act  of 
courtesy  was  lost  upon  the  secretary,  but  not  upon  the  old  man  him- 
self ;  nor  was  his  look  of  thanks  to  the  person  who  had  assisted  him 
unremarked  by  the  Syud.  “  I  will  watch  them,”  he  said  inwardly : 
“  these  two  seem  to  understand  each  other.”  ^ 


CHAPTER  XXXiy. 

The  King  spoke  first,  breaking  a  silence  which,  though  only  lasting 
for  a  few  moments,  seemed  interminably  oppressive. 

“  I  have  called  you,  Neelkunt  Rai,”  he  said,  “  to  examine  and 
read  to  me  some  papers  which  have  come  into  my  possession.  Thei*e 
is  no  one  about  me  from  whom  I  can  expect  more  true  fidelity  than 
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from  you  in  a  delicate  matter.  Give  him  the  papers,  l^feerza ;  they 
are  before  you,” 

“May  my  lord’s  favour  and  condescension  increase,”  returned  the 
old  man,  bowing  humbly.  “  I  have  never  deceived  the  State,  and 
am  too  old  to  begin ;  and  as  the  grandson  is  now,  so  were  the  father 
and  gi'andfather  always  towards  me ;  true  confidence  is  rarely  dis¬ 
appointed.” 

The  King  sighed.  “Alas,”  he  said,  “  would  it  were  so!  Read 
and  judge  for  yourself.” 

Neelkunt  Rai  took  the  papers,  cast  his  eyes  over  a  few  lines,  put 
them  do^vn,  fumbled  in  his  pockets  for  his  spectacles,  which  finally 
were  found  in  a  fold  of  his  turban,  put  them  on,  and  looked  first 
at  the  end  of  the  paper. 

“  The  letters  are  from  Sivaji  Bhoslay,  my  lord.  Doubtless  some 
renewal  of  his  former  excesses,  and  his  usual  apologies  for  them. 
Shall  I  read  them.” 

“If  that  were  all,  Neelkunt  Rai,  we  could  forgive  them,”  replied 
the  King ;  “  but  read ;  we  may  perhaps  be  in  error  about  them, 
though  truly  our  vassal  grows  in  power,  and  heeds  not  warnings  or 
advice.” 

“  It  is  only  a  few  months  since  he  took  the  four  forts,”  interposed 
the  Meerza,  “  and  the  letters  given  to  Afzool  Khan  mention  that  he 
is  repairing  and  putting  grain  into  them,  and  that  Pertabgurh,  where 
he  lives,  is  now  impregnable,  and  that-^ - ” 

“Let  him  read,  Meerza  Sahib,”  said  the  Peer  ironically:  “one  so 
high  in  the  favour  of  the  King  should  not  be  interrupted ;  ”  and  he 
stroked  his  beard  gently  with  one  hand,  while  the  beads  of  his 
rosary  passed  rapidly  through  the  fingers  of  the  other,  and  his  lips 
repeated  the  particular  invocation  of  the  divinity  which  suited  every 
bead.  “  Let  him  read ;  my  lord  is  already  listening.” 

Neelkunt  Rai  proceeded.  He  had  been  deceived  by  the  address, 
which  was  that  usually  written  to  his  own  sovereign,  and  had  read 
the  letter  through  unsuspiciously ;  but  as  its  purport  became  evident, 
it  was  clear,  by  his  change  of  countenan^^,  that  this  was  no  ordinary 
communication,  and  after  a  while  he  stopped  suddenly. 

“  It  is  not  fit  for  my  lord  to  hear,”  he  said  excitedly.  “This  is 
treason  I  ” 

“  Be  not  afraid,  Neelkunt  Rai,  we  would  know  the  worst,”  replied 
the  King. 

“  Yes,  my  lord  should  know  who  are  true  and  who  are  false,” 
added  the  Peer,  pompously.  “  It  is  true  wisdom  !  ” 

“  As  you  will,”  returned  the  old  man,  bowing  to  the  King,  and  not 
noticing  the  Peer ;  “  your  servant  is  not  responsible  for  what  is 
>vrltten,  and  you  must  be  patient  with  it ;  ”  and  he  read  and  trans¬ 
lated  as  he  went  on. 
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There  could  be  no  doubt  that  the  treason  was  unmasked  and  un¬ 
concealed.  The  wrongs  of  his  father,  wrote  Sivaji,  w'ho  for  four 
years  had  been  imprisoned  in  the  dungeon  of  the  citadel  of  Beeja- 
poor,  near  the  gate,  called  for  revenge  ;  the  wrongs  of  the  people, 
suffering  under  endless  local  oppression  and  exaction,  called  for  re¬ 
dress,  which  it  was  hopeless  to  expect  at  the  hands  of  a  boy,  priest- 
ridden  and  under  the  domination  of  bigoted  and  ignorant  ministei’s. 
The  conclusion  was  characteristic  of  the  writer.  All  he  desired  was 
confirmation  of  his  ancestral  rights,  and  permission  to  serve,  with  his 
forces,  in  the  imperial  interest. 

Letter  after  letter  was  read,  all  much  to  the  same  purpose ;  those 
of  the  latter  dates  being  more  particular,  perhaps,  than  the  former. 

“  Enough,”  cried  the  King  at  last,  “we  are  weary  of  these  details. 
What  dost  thou  think,  Neelkunt  Rai  ?  ” 

“  My  lord,”  said  the  old  man,  joining  his  hands,  “  mine  are  not  the 
words  of  fl^attery  ;  nor  is  my  advice  given  without  reason.  I  cannot 
control  men’s  tongues,  nor  can  I  hinder  the  actions  of  such  as  Sivaji 
Bhoslay ;  nor  yet  am  I  a  soldier,  to  estimate  whether  his  means  are 
proportionate  to  the  end  he  proposes  to  attain.  If  I  may  speak,  1  will 
do  so  truly,  and  as  one  who  is  near  death  now ;  but  my  lord  must 
not  be  offended,  else  I  am  silent.” 

“  Be  careful,  and  do  not  transgress  the  bounds  of  propriety  and 
respect,”  said  the  priest. 

“  Let  him  speak  as  he  will,  Syud,”  cried  the  King,  hastily ;  “  do 
not  interrupt  him.  Fear  not,  Neelkunt  Rai.” 

“I  fear  no  one,  because  I  have  no  I’eason  to  do  so,”  retui-ncd  the 
old  man  simply,  and  looking  steadily  at  the  priest.  “  What  I  have 
to  say  is  this  :  the  disaffection  of  Sivaji  Bh6slay  may  spread,  but  it 
has  not  yet  become  dangerous.  That  it  will  be  so,  if  not  checked, 
there  is  no  doubt,  for  the  whole  Mahratta  people  are  with  him  ;  and 
there  are  many  signs  among  them  that  he  will  be  great - ” 

“  That  he  will  be  great  ?  ”  echoed  the  King. 

“My  lord,”  interrupted  the  Syud,  “J  know  all  about  that.  Some 
of  my  disciples  who  live  at  .a  distance,  have  come  tome  from  time 
to  time  lately,  and  told  me  of  the  damnable  doings  of  the  infidels ; 
and  how  this  Sivaji  is  supposed  to  have  revelations  from  their  gods  ; 
but  they  are  but  stones — they  are  but  stoues,  and  gold  and  silver. 
Now,  what  saith  the  blessed  Prophet,  on  whom  be  peace,  about  sucb 
infidels  ?  ” 

“  Spare  us,  good  Syud,”  returned  the  King,  interrupting  him 
gently,  “  wo  know  the  passages  ;  but  God  hath  seen  fit  to  give  our 
house  subjects  of  this  faith-;  and  they  are  all  our  children — they — 
as  well  as  the  true  believers.  We  can  see  no  difference.” 

“  Astagh-fur-oolla  !  No  difference  !  ”  cried  the  Syud.  “  Is  it  not 
wntten  in  the  holy  book,  how  they  shall  be  burned  in  the  fires  of 
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hell,  and  thou  sayest  there  is  no  difference  !  Some  one  liatli  surely 
bewitched  thee  with  sorcery,  my  son,  and  1  will  say  exorcisms  for 
thee — and — ’  ’ 

“  Enough,”  returned  the  King,  coldly ;  “  we  have  not  time  to 
waste  in  discussion  on  such  matters  now.  Proceed,  Neelkunt  Kai.” 

“  The  Syud  is  a  holy  man,”  said  the  old  minister,  “  and  he  and  his 
house  are  venerated,  and  he  should  be  merciful  and  considerate  to 
all ;  but  as  he,  too,  hath  heard  the  rumours  in  regard  to  Sivaji,  my 
lord  Avill  believe  them.  And  it  would  be  well  not  to  disregard  them 
entirely.  A  people’s  enthusiasm  is  not  to  be  trifled  with.” 

“  There  is  but  one  cure  for  it,  if  they  are  infidels,  and  that  is  the 
sword,”  murmured  the  Syud.  “What  saith - ” 

“We  cannot  suffer  these  interruptions,”  interposed  the  King, 
haughtily. 

“  Peace,  Meer  Sahib,”  whispered  the  Meerza,  laying  his  hand  on 
the  othci*’sarm,  as  he  was  about  to  rise.  “Peace,  and  be  still.  In 
what  will  come  afterwards  we  have  need  of  thee — much  need ;  bo 
still.” 

“  My  prince,”  .said  Neelkunt  Rai,  endeavouring  to  rise,  “  I  have 
done  what  was  needed,  and  beg  leave  to  depart  in  peace.  My  King 
knows  the  worst.  What  his  servant  would  advise  Avill  not  now  be 
listened  to,  were  he  even  to  speak.” 

“  Say  on,”  cried  the  King,  inteiTupting  him  ;  “thou  hast  a  right  to 
speak.  Say  on  ;  avc  will  not  prevent  thee.” 

“  But  he  will,”  returned  the  Karkoon,  pointing  to  the  Syud. 

“  If  he  speaks  no  irreverence  against  the  people  of  the  true  faith, 
he  may  talk  till  morning,”  said  the  Syud,  with  a  wave  of  the  hand. 
“  I  shall  be  dumb  and  deaf.” 

“I  have  little  to  represent,  my  lord,”  replied  the  old  man.  “It  is 
harcito  say  whether  rebellion  sxich  as  this,  should  be  ciushed  or  for¬ 
given.  If  I  should  advise  the  former,  can  it  be  done  ?  If  the  latter, 
I  may  be  suspected  of  partiality.  Ah,  my  prince,  if  you  gird  up  your 
loins  to  fight  Sivaji,  itAvill  but  be  trying  to  grasp  the  wind  ;  and  your 
best  troops  will  be  taken  into  his  mountains,  leaving  their  places 
empty  for  the  ]\Ioghuls  to  occupy,  and  that  were  a  dangerous  risk. 
No  !  send  your  royal  ‘  koAvl  ’  to  the  Bhoslay — invite  him  hoi’c — 
ennoble  him — ti’cat  him  as  your  ancestoi*s  treated  the  Beyder  chief 
of  Suggur,  and  you  Avill  secure  liim.  If  a  time  of  trial  should  ever 
come,  Avhich  may  the  gods  avert,  the  old  Brahmun’s  Avords  and  cau¬ 
tions  for  the  adoption  of  a  merciful  policy  will  not  be  forgotten. 
!May  J  depart  ?  ” 

“Yes,  you  haAU  permission  to  depart,  Neelkunt  Rai,”  said  tho 
King,  interrii2)(iug  the  Syud,  AA'ho  was  about  to  speak  angrily.  “It 
is  OA'cn  as  Ave  sus]Acctcd  in  regard  to  those  letters,  and  the  Bhdslay’s 
treacheiy  to  the  Statt.  We  AA'on’d  ask  oiu'  Ihing  more : — AAdiat  force 
hath  SiA'aji  in  retilify  r  ” 
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“My  prince,”  returned  the  Brahmun,  rising  and  leaning  on  his 
staff,  “  what  shall  I  say  ?  Have  you  no  reports  ?  Were  not  let^  ,‘rs 
given  to  Afzool  KJian  to  read?  Ask  him;  he  knows  that  country 
better  than  I  do — far  better.  Ask  the  Syud  what  his  disciples  tell  him.” 

“  No,  no ;  I  will  have  your  opinion,”  interrupted  the  King. 
“  Speak !  Avhat  do  your  people,  the  Brahmuns,  say  about  it?” 

“May  I  be  forgiven,  my  lord,  if  it  prove  untrue.  Yet  I  will 
speak  as  I  hear,”  replied  the  old  man.  “  My  prince  knows  that  I  am 
not  of  this  country,  nor  of  this  people ;  I  have  no  intei-est  in  them 
except  as  Hindus ;  but  you  may  be  assured  there  is  not  a  Mahratta 
breathing  who  will  not  follow  Sivaji,  and  the  divine  call  he  is  believed 
to  have  received.  No  man  who  can  wield  a  sword  or  carry  a  gun,  or 
who  has  a  horse  to  ride,  that  will  not  go  to  the  places  of  meeting 
when — ‘  the  fire  is  on  the  hills.’  How  many  there  may  be,  the  gods 
only  know !  Lakhs !  lakhs !  who  can  count  them  ?  Beware  of 
them,  my  prince,  and  secure  their  chief  ere  it  be  too  late.” 

“What  has  passed  here  is  secret,  Neelkunt  Rai,”  said  the  Bang. 
“  Thou  mayst  go  ;  we  will  send  for  thee  again  in  this  matter  ere  it 
be  coneluded,-”  and  with  a  deep  reverence  to  the  King,  and  saluta¬ 
tions  to  the  others,  the  old  man  retreated  a  few  paces  backwards, 
then  turned,  and  passed  out  of  the  chamber. 

“  Blessed  be  God  and  the  Prophet !  ”  exclaimed  the  Syud  when  he 
was  gone.  “  The  air  was  defiled  by  his  breath  !  Ul-humd-ul-illa  ! 
a  Kafir  and  a  traitor,  may  he - ” 

“  Peace,  Meer  Sahib,  we  have  dismissed  him,  and  that  is  enough,” 
said  the  King.  “  Our  father,  on  whose  memory  be  peace,  trusted 
him,  and  so  did  his  father, — so  also  do  we.” 

“  As  my  prince  pleases,”  returned  the  holy  man,  with  a  humble 
gesture,  and  checking  the  volley  of  cui-ses  he  had  prepared  to  hurl 
after  the  old  Brahmun.  “  In  this  matter  it  seemed  to  me  that  his 
counsel  was  cowardly  and  dangerous.  How  say  you,  Meerza  ?  Was 
Fei’oze  Shah  afraid  of  infidels  when  he  and  his  true  believers  slew 
them  by  lakhs,  and  the  pyramids  of  heads  stood  by  the  gates  of  Gul- 
burgau  ?  And  is  our  prince  less  than  he  was,  or  are  these  ^Mahi'atta 
Kafirs  more  powerful  than  those  of  Beejanugger  ?  Speak,  man !  ” 

“My  opinion  would  be  little  worth,”  said  the  secretary,  “even  did 
my  lord  desire  it,  and  there  are  others  more  capable  of  juclgingof  the 
power  of  this  Mahratta  robber  than  I  am.  What  you  have  to  advise 
our  master  upon  is  another  matter,  Syud.” 

“  Explain  it  to  him,  Meerza,”  said  the  King,  sadly :  “  I  am  sick  of 
treachery,  which  seems  to  be  closing  round  me  like  a  net  on  all  sides.” 

“  God  and  the  Prophet  forbid !  ”  exclaimed  both  in  a  breath. 
“  Treachery  known,  is  soon  disposed  of.  That  which  sits  cronching 
in  hidden  places  is  alone  to  be  dreaded,”  continued  the  Syud.  “  Ere 
T  iipar  the  detail,  I  have  my  leal’s.” 
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“  Isay,  read  thyself  and  judge,”  said  the  King.  “  Give  him  the 
letters,  Meerza.” 

“I  have  compared  the  seals,”  said  the  secretary,  “with  those 
letters  recently  received  by  the  King,  and  the  svi'iting  also.  Judge 
for  yourself  before  you  read.” 

Ihe  Syud  obeyed.  He  examined  ribd  compared  the  seals,  the 
superscription,  and  the  paper  of  all,  with  much  care  and  evident 
interest,  as  expressed  in  various  ejaculations  of  wonder,  and  appeals 
to  the  divinity  under  various  appellations  suited  to  the  circumstances, 
which  maybe  spared.  “No  doubt,  no  doubt,”  he  said,  after  the 
scrutiny  had  been  concluded,  “  no  doubt  of  these,  nor  of  the  super¬ 
scription.  They  only  confirm  what  hath  long  been  in  men’s  mouths, 
yet  was  undetected.” 

“  Read,”  said  the  King.  “  Satisfy  yourself.” 


CHAPTER  XXXy. 

It  is  hnished,  my  lord,”  said  the  Syud,  looking  up,  after  an  ex¬ 
amination  of  the  papers  which  had  appeared  interminable,  and  as  lie 
spoke,  the  cry  of  the  Muezzin  of  the  Royal  Mosque  arose  in  the 
invitation  to  morning  prayer,  sonorous  and  musical,  “  Alla  hu  Akbnr  ! 
Alla  hu  Akbur !  “  It  is  finished,”  he  continued,  “  and  it  is  the  will 

of  Alla  that  morning  prayer  should  come  with  the  last  words. 
Come,  my  loi’d,  let  us  do  this  service,  and  ask  a  blessing  on  our 
deliberation.  Come  to  the  terrace  in  the  fresh  morning  air.” 

M  c  need  not  follow  them.  As  they  returned  and  seated  them- 
selves  again  bj  the  oriel  window,  the  first  blush  of  dawn  w'^as  stealing 
over  the  sky,  paling  the  stars,  and  the  gentle  breeze  of  morninf^ 
rustled  softly  among  the  leaves  of  the  gardens  below.  The  cer^ 
mon^  ho  had  performed,  the  ablution,  and  the  air  of  the  terrace* 
outside  to  which  they  had  adjourned,  had  refreshed  the  King  after 
this  weary  night.  ® 

“  Speak,  Syud,”  he  said,  as  they  resumed  their  seats.  “AVhat  is 
it  to  be  ?” 

“  I  need  not,  my  lord,”  replied  the  Syud.  “  What  Alla  hath  put 
into  thy  heart  I  now  see  in  thine  eyes,  and  so  be  it !  Ameen  ' 
ameen!  amecn!  It  is  his  de.stiny.  He  is  not  fit  to  live;  let  him 
Che,  perjured  and  faithless  as  he  is.  My  lord,  he  had  sworn  on  the 
lioly  book  to  mo  to  be  true.  He  had  touched  my  feet  and  my  neck 
as  witness  to  his  oath.  Yet  see,  since  then,  nay,  wdthin  a  few  weeks 
this  letter— worst  of  all— was  written.  Rut  0,  my  prince  '  there 
must  lie  no  mistake.  Even  at  the  last,  let  not  the  blood  of  a 
guiltless  man  be  on  our  heads.” 


The  Syud’s  resolution  had  wavered  for  a  moment,  but  was  rallied 
l)y  the  secretary  as  the  King  shook  his  head,  but  did  not  reply. 

“Mecr  Sahib,”  he  said,  “we  have  had  the  same  doubts,  my  loixl 
and  1.  Considering  how  we  obtained  the  letters,  can  there  be  un¬ 
certainty  ?” 

“  God  forbid  !”  replied  tife  Syud — “  God  forbid  !  it  is  enough.  I 
see  in  this  revelation  the  hand  of  the  All- wise,  and  we,  his  creatures, 
should  not  resist  His  destinies  and  His  justice.  We  cannot  do  so 
even  if  we  wished,”  and  he  bowed  his  head  reverently  over  his  beads. 
“  Hark  !  what  is  that  ?  ” 

“  Ulla  dilaya  to  Iconga !  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga  !  (If  God  give 
I  will  take  !  If  God  give  I  ■•vill  take)”  was  suddenly  shouted  in  an 
outer  court  of  the  palace  by  a  powerful  voice,  and  interrupted  the 
pi'icst  for  a  moment. 

“Listen!”  he  couciuued,  gmsping  the  Meerza’s  arm.  “What  is 
that  cry,  so  strange,  and  so  early  ?” 

“  It  is  but  one  of  the  city  beggars,”  said  the  King,  looking  across 
to  his  secretary  with  a  peculiar  glance  of  intelligence,  “  who  perhaps 
has  not  slept  off  his  night’s  potions.  One  of  thine  own  disciples, 
perhaps,  Huzrut.” 

“I  will  go  and  listen,”  said  the  secretary,  rising;  and  he  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  the  terrace  where  the  moraing  prayer  had  been  performed. 

“  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga  !”  arose  in  clear  deep  tones,  now  unchecked 
by  the  heavy  quilted  curtain  of  the  royal  chamber.  It  was  a  common 
form  of  cry  of  fakeers  or  other  beggars ;  but  there  was  something 
in  the  rough  tone  of  the  voice  which  seemed  to  strike  familiarly 
upon  the  Meerza’s  ear. 

“  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga !” 

The  last  cry  was  f ollov;ed  by  a  remoristrance  from .  the  soldier.? 
below,  who,  belonging  to  the  guard  of  the  private  apartments,  had 
evidently  stopped  the  intruder. 

“  Gently,  O  Syn,”  cried  one  ;  “  what  dost  thou  here  so  early  ? 
Do  not  bawl  so  loud,  friend,  else  they  will  be  awakened  up  yonder, 
and  thou  wilt  be  whipped  and  put  in  the  stocks.  Come  and  sit 
here,  and  rest  thyself  if  thou  wilt.” 

“  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga!”  was  the  only  reply. 

“  Nay,  but  thou  canst  not  enter  here.  Syn.  This  is  the  private 
court  of  the  Hareem,  and  thou  must  be  silent,”  continued  the  soldier. 

“  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga !” 

“  The  fellow  is  mad  or  drunk.  Hei'e,  Jemadar,”  cried  another 
voice  ;  “  what  is  to  be  done  with  this  Fakcer  ?” 

“  Who  can  this  be  ?”  thought  the  Meerza.  “  This  is  no  common 
cr7.  I  must  see  the  worthy  Syud  out,  and  get  speech  of  the  cricr.” 

“  Ulla  dilaya - ” 

The  Fakecr’s  cry  Avas  broken  off  abruptly,  and  there  was  a  noise 
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as  if  of  a  scuffle  below.  Could  it  be  any  one  in  the  Wuzeer’s  in¬ 
terest,  seeking  for  infortnation,  or  perhaps  with  deadly  intent.  “  Ho 
there  !  ”  cried  the  secretary ;  “what  noise  is  that  so  early,  disturbing 
the  King  ?” 

“  Some  drunken  Fakeer,  my  lord,”  returned  one  of  the  guards, 
looking  up,  “  who  has  intruded,  God  knows  how.” 

“  Keep  him,  and  I  will  come  down  presently,”  answered  the 
Meerza,  not  waiting  for  the  reply,  but  re-entering  the  chamber. 

“  Some  Fakeer,  my  lord,”  he  continued  to  the  King,  but  answer¬ 
ing  his  look  of  intelligence,  “  whom  I  have  ordered  to  be  confined 
till  the  Darogah  of  the  palace  can  deal  with  him  for  his  insolence.” 

“If  he  be  one  of  my  men  come  after  me,”  said  the  Syud,  “he 
shall  be  punished.  And  now,  my  lord,  have  I  permission  to  depart  ? 
Delay  not  in  this  matter ;  and  may  God  give  yo\^  a  safe  delivei’ance 
from  a  traitor !” 

“You  may  go,  Meer  Sahib,”  said  the  King;  “and  we  thank  you 
for  this  visit ;  but  shall  need  you  at  noon.” 

“Your  servant  wall  be  present  without  fail,”  returned  the  Syud, 
humbly.  “  Would  that  his  power  were  equal  to  his  devotion  in  the 
King’s  service  !  ” 

“Return  directly,”  said  the  King,  in  a  whisper,  to  his  secretary, 
as  the  holy  uian  waddled  slowdy  to  the  door.  “  I  know  avIio  it  is  ; 
bring  him  h'ther  at  once.  Hast  thou  forgotten  the  Jogi  of  the 
temple  ?” 

“Hither?  tha^  fearful  man!” 

“  Yes,  and  at  once— any  excuse — say  he  does  exorcism — anything.” 

The  secretary  hesitated. 

“  At  once,”  continued  the  King,  positively,  “  and  without  fail.  I 
feared  him  not  then,  wdien  I  was  in  his  power  and  helpless,  neither 
do  1  now.  Go,  take  this  with  thee,”  and  he  slipped  his  signet  ring 
into  the  Meerza’s  hand. 

“  I  wall  have  him  searched  at  any  rate,”  thought  the  Meerza,  as 
ho  descended  the  narrow  stair.  “  Take  care,  Meer  Sahib,  the  light 
is  uncertain.  Ah,  here  we  are.  Who  is  that,  Abdulla,  that  was 
crying  out  ?”  he  said  to  a  eunuch,  who,  with  others,  kept  guard  at 
the  foot  of  the  stairs. 

“  I  know  not,  my  lord.  He  is  some  drunken  Fakeer,  no  doubt ; 
and  they  have  tied  him  up,  I  hear.” 

“  He  may  be  wanted  above,”  Avhispered  the  Meerza.  “  Let  him 
follow  me,  and  without  notice  or  hindrance.  Some  exorcism  is 
needed — you  understand — within ” 

The  man  stared,  and  only  bowed  assent  over  his  crossed  arms. 
“  Who  dared  question  royal  secrets  ?” 

“  Coming,  :\Iecr  Sahib ;  I  only  looked  for  my  shoes,”  cried  the 
^Meerza  to  his  companion,  who  had  advanced  a  few  paces. 


220 


TARA: 


Hearing  tlie  secretary’s  voice,  several  persons  emerged  from  the 
guard-room,  holding  the  Fakeer  tightly.  His  face  was  distinctly 
seen  in  the  morning  light,  and  there  could  he  no  mistake. 

“  He  is  not  one  of  my  children,”  said  the  Syud,  blandly,  looking 
at  the  man,  and  seating  himself  in  his  palankeen,  which  had  been 
brought  up ;  “  some  drunken  brawler,  no  doubt,  who  deserves  a 
whipping.  Send  him  to  the  Kotwal,  my  sons.  I  am  departing, 
Meerza  Sahib.” 

“Khoda  Hafiz!  (God  be  with  you!)”  returned  the  secretary. 
“  At  noon,  you  remember !” 

“  Of  course,  Meerza  Sahib,  the  royal  commands  are  on  my  head 
and  eyes.  Go  on,  my  sons,”  and  the  bearers  shuffled  along  at  their 
usual  pace. 

“Shookr  Oolla!  (thank  God!)”  ejaculated  the  secretary,  who 
had  doubts  of  the  priest,  as  he  had  of  most  others.  “Who  art 
thou,  fellow  ?”  he  added  to  the  prisoner. 

“  Bid  them  loose  me,”  said  Pahar  Singh,  for  it  was  he,  “and! 
Avill  tell  thee.  Hast  thou  forgotten  so  quickly  ?” 

“  My  lord,”  said  one  of  the  soldiers,  “  let  us  turn  him  out  intc 
the  town.” 

“  How  he  got  in  here,”  added  another,  “  no  one  knows  ;  yet  he  i; 
not  drunk,  and  he  has  done  no  harm  beyond  bawling  and  struggling 
He  has  the  strength  of  a  fiend.” 

“  Loose  him,  my  friends ;  he  is  an  exorcist,  and  there  has  beei 
some  trouble  within,”  replied  the  secretary.  “  I  must  take  him  int( 
the  presence.  He  has  no  arms  ?  Behold  the  royal  seal.” 

“  I  have  the  amulet  which  shall  restore  health  to  the  sick,”  growloc 
the  pretended  Fakeer;  “ it  is  sorely  needed,  and  time  presses.  Th' 
planetary  conjunction  is  passing.” 

“  Come,  Syu  ;  I  will  lead  thee  in,”  said  the  secretary,  taking  hi 
hand. 

“  He  has  no  weapons — we  searched  him  well ;  but  he  will  answe 
no  questions,”  said  several  men,  speaking  togethei*. 

“  Ah,  my  friends,”  replied  the  secretary,  gravely,  “  those  who  cas 
out  evil  spirits  are  not  to  be  questioned.  Come,  Syn,  follow  me.” 

The  men  shrugged  their  shoulders  incredulously.  What  could  i 
mean  ?  To  all  except  the  Meerza  the  entry  of  such  a  character  t( 
the  private  apartments  at  any  hour  would  have  been  impossible— 
but  now,  and  under  the  King’s  seal  ?  How  had  he  entered  tlu 
citadel  ?  The  guard  at  the  gate  had  not  seen  him  pass ;  and  this 
mystery,  with  the  fact  of.  his  having  been  expected,  furnished  plen¬ 
tiful  cause  of  speculation  to  those  who  had  seized  him. 
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CHAPTER  XXXYI. 

“  "What  is  it  ?  ”  asked  the  Meerza  anxiously,  as  they  passed  into  tho 
inner  court.  “  Why  hast  thon  come,  Pahar  Singh,  thus  early  ?  ” 

“  Is  he  above — Ali  Adil  Shah  ?  ”  asked  the  robber ;  “  what  I  have 
to  say  is  for  him  alone.  And  thou  hast  recognized  me,  0  Meerza  ?  ” 

“  He  is,”  replied  the  Meerza ;  “  follow  me  and  be  silent.  I  will 
tell  him.  Yes,  I  knew  thee,  and  he  trusts  thee.” 

The  eunuchs  of  the  lower  guard  bowed  their  heads  on  their 
folded  arms  as  the  two  men  passed  and  ascended  the  stair  together. 
When  they  reached  the  terrace,  the  Meerza  stepped  on  and  drew 
aside  the  curtain. 

“  He  is  come,  my  lord,”  he  said  in  a  low  tone — “he — the  robber.” 

“  I  thought  so,”  replied  the  King ;  “  bring  him  in.” 

As  Pahar  Singh  entered,  the  light  of  the  lamp  shone  full  on  him, 
and  revealed  a  haggard  anxious  face ;  his  large  eyes  were  gleaming 
wildly  from  among  the  heavy  masses  -  of  his  matted  hair,  now 
hanging  about  his  shoulders;  but  the  disguise  as  a  Mahomedan 
mendicant  was  as  complete  as  that  of  the  Hindu  Jogi  had  been. 
He  made  no  lowly  reverence,  but  advanced  boldly- — defiantly,  as  it 
were — to  the  edge  of  the  carpet,  and  the  King  involuntarily 
grasped  the  hilt  of  the  short  sword  lying  beside  him. 

“  The  King  might  kill  me,”  said  the  man,  observing  the  action  ; 
“  a  word,  and  the  head  of  Pahar  Singh  is  struck  from  his  body  by 
those  eunuchs  yonder.  There  is  no  escape  hence — is  it  not  so  ? 
Yet  I  have  trusted  thee,  0  King,  and  do  not  fear  thee,  even  as  thou 
didst  not  fear  me.  I  am  here,  true  to  thy  salt ;  and  what  I  have  to 
tell  thee  is  as  true  as  I  am.” 

“Fear  not,”  said  the  King,  “and  speak  freely;  thou  art  safe  here.” 

“  Does  he  know  all  ?  ”  asked  the  robber,  pointing  to  the  Meerza. 

“All,  friend.  Was  he  not  with  me,  and  are  not  these  the 
letters  ?  ”  returned  the  King.  “  Else - ” 

“I  believe  thee,  Adil  Khan,”  said  Pahar  Singh.  “How,  listen: 
time  is  short,  and  much  has  to  be  done  ere  thou  art  safe.” 

The  King  started.  “  Safe  ?  ”  he  cried. 

“Ay,  safe,  my  lord.  Khan  Mahomed  was  at  Almella  yesterday, 
and  is  on  his  way  hither  now.  He  will  be  here  about  the  third 
watch  of  the  day,  or  sooner.  WThat  brings  him,  think  you  ?  ”  said 
Pahar  Singh,  rapidly. 

“  I  sent  him  a  letter  of  assurance,  and  he  believes  it,”  said  the 

“  Believes  it.  King  ?  He  ?  ”  exclaimed’the  man  derisively.  “  He  ? 
Thou  art  but  a  simple  boy  to  think  so.  No,  he  has  understood  it 
rightly,  and  in  reply  has  brought  some  hundreds  of  my  men  with 
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him.  What  for  ? — ^it  is  in  thine  eyes  to  ask — what  for  ?  1  will  tell 

thee.  Ah!  thy  heart  tells  thee  now;  there  is  no  need  for  me  to 
speak.” 

“  Then  his  designs  are  evil,  friend,”  said  the  King,  with  a  slight 
shudder. 

“  King  1  without  that  letter  he  was  not  to  be  trusted.  After  he 
received  it  he  knew  his  fate,”  returned  Pahar  Singh.  “We — I — 
have  an  evil  reputation,  they  say  :  and  he  believed  I  would  do  any¬ 
thing  for  money.  He  sent  an  express  messenger  ^for  me  from 
Nuldroog.  I  had  come  here  with  those  letters,  but  my  son  went. 
Money  was  offered  to  him  :  rank — an  estate — whatever  he  pleased. 
Money  ?  yea,  much  money  A  lakh  of  rupees — more.  Why  ?  thou 
already  knowest.  Yes — to  kill  thee,  O  Adil  Khan,  thou  wert  not 
to  live  over  to-day.  My  son  pleaded  fatigue  and  my  absence — 
time  also  to  collect  the  men.  That  is  why  I^an  Mahomed  did  not 
arrive  yesterday.  That  is  why  he  is  at  Almella  now.  My  son  is 
shrewd  and  wise — ^he  secured  all  he  could  of  the  Wuzeer’s  money ; 
and  then — ah,  blessed  boy! — he  rode  on  to  meet' me  last  night. 
Sa,  ha !  they  thought  he  had  gone  to  Itga  to  hurry  on  the  men ; 
but  he  is  a  good  youth — he  knew  what  to  do.  A  gallant  horse  is 
that  which  that  Lalla  left  with  us;  thy  life  was  on, its  feet,  0 
Prince !  and  my  boy  was  in  sore  temptation.  So  he  reached  me 
last  night,  just  as  I  had  gained  my  hiding-place,  of  which  he  knew. 
Ah,  I  was  sick  at  heart,  for  my  brother  was  dead - ” 

“  Dead !  ”  cried  the  secretary ;  “  God  forbid !  he  was  with  thee, 
and  well.” 

“Ay,  dead,  Meerza,”  continued  Pahar  Singh.  “Yes,  murdered 
— perish  the  cowardly  hand  that  struck  the  blow  in  the  dark.  We 
were  attacked  by  robbers,  who  had  watched  us,  and  he  was  struck 
down  in  the  fight.  I  went  for  assistance  to  carry  him,  and  when  I 
returned  he  was  dead,  and  a  knife-wound  in  his  heart.  Enough, 
master,”  continued  Pahar  Singh,  dashing  his  hand  roughly  across 
his  eyes.  “  He  died  in  thy  service.  Enough  for  him.” 

“  And  then  asked  the  King. 

“  My  son  had  consented  to  do  the  work ;  and  that  slave,  the 
Wuzeer,  believed  him.  The  boy  told  me  he  pretended  to  hate  the 
King, .  and  that ,  there  was  a  death  feud  between  our  house  and 
thine,  Adil  Khan — was  it  not  good?  0,  he  is  a  clever  youth 
that.  It  was  he  who  got  those  letters,  too :  and  now  he  has  re¬ 
ceived  money  trom  the  slave.  Enough !  Speak,  0  King.  Is  the 
slave  to  be  delivered  into  thy  hand  alive,  or  wilt  thou  give  him  to 
me — to  me,  Pahar  Singh  ?  Dost  thou  doubt  me  ?  I  ask  no  money 
— mo  leward  from  thee.  Thy  house — thy  very  life — is  in  peril : 
Pahar  Singh  cail  save  both,  and  ask  nothing  but  to  be  held  true  to 
his  master’s  salt.  Nay,  do  not  interrupt  me,”  he  continued,  waving 
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bis  baud,  while  be  wiped  away  the  foam  which,  in  his  excitement, 
had  gathered  on  his  lips.  “  Think,  Adil  Khan,  was  thy  royal  house 
ever  so  threatened  before?  Hath  not  the  Wuzeer  prepared  ihe 
enemy  to  make  his  last  swoop  upon  thee,  even  as  a  falcon  on  a 
hare;  and  wort  thou  dead,  with  no  son  to  rally  men  around  hiiu, 
and  Khan  Hahoined  holding  the  power, — could  thy  kingdom  be 
prc.servcd  ?  Are  the  Moghuls  idle  ?  Is  &livaji  lihoslay  indifferoit  ? 
Above  all,  could  thy  royal  armies  have  saved  thee  had  I  been  a 
traitor  ?  ” 

“  Come  hither,”  cried  Adil  Shah,  from  wliose  eyes  the  tcai*s  were 
welling  fast  as  he  thought  upon  his  derencelcss  state,  the  deep 
treachery  which  had  been  meditated,  and  the  rough  earnest  dove- 
tion  of  this  strange  man.  “  Come  hither:  let  me'put  my  hand  on 
thy  head.” 

Pahar  Singh  advanced.  The  squalid  mendicant  covered  with 
rags — to  all  appearance  what  he  seemed,  so  complete  was  the  dis¬ 
guise — trod  boldly  upon  the  royal  bed  of  satin  and  velvet ;  but  he 
bowed  his  head  to  meet  the  hand  which  the  King  extended  and  laid 
upon  it  gently. 

“  As  thou  wilt,  true  servant,”  said  the  King,  “  for  there  is  a.  stern 
and  fcarfuj  necessity  to  be  encountered.  Whatever  reward  thou 
mayst  clann  hereafter  is  freely  bestowed  upon  thee — all  thou 
hast  ever  done  against  mo  or  my  people  is  forgiven.  Take  that 
slavc^  for  thine  own  if  thou  wilt,  to  deal  with  as  it  seemeth  good  to 
thee.” 

“  llcmcmber,”  cried  Pahar  Singh,  seizing  the  King’s  hand  aiM 
detaining  it  upon  his  head,  “  these  words  cannot  bo  revoked.  What¬ 
ever  happens,  I  do  but  thy  bidding,  O  King ;  and,  only  for  the  need 
for  thee  to  know  it,  I  had  done  the  same  even  though  I  had  not 
seen  thee.  Now  I  go,  whither  ye  cannot  trace  me,  but  ye  will  hear 
of  me  ere  the  day  is  past.” 

“  Go,”  replied  the  IHug.  “  I  have  no  fear  of  thee  or  of  thine  acts. 
Alla  and  the  Prophet  direct  and  keep  thee,  O  true  friend,  whom  ho 
hath  sent  mo  in  my  need.  Go  !  ” 

“  Only  be  careful,”  continued  the  man,  withdrawing  the  King’s 
hand  from  his  head,  kissing  it  reverently,  and  then  releasing  it— 
only  be  careful !  Stir  not  beyond  the  lort  till  the  news  comes 
to  thee.  The  guards  on  the  gates  and  within  are  of  the  true  party, 
and  thou  art  safe  with  them.  Caro  not  for  revolt;  the  Wuzeer 
brings  no  men  with  him  but  my  own.  !My  son  prevented  those  he 
Drought  from  coming  on,  and  they  returned  to  Nuldroog  from 
ilmella.  None  of  his  party  here  dare  stir.  Yet,  if  there  be  any 
novement,  send  for  Afzool  Khan  and  his  son  Pazil ;  they  are  my 
litter  enemies,  but  they  are  true  to  thee.  Nay  more,  the  VVuzeer’s 
on  is  not  v.-ith  his  father  in  this  matter,  and  is  true  to  thee, 
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0  King,  because  of  the  young  Fazil.  And  now  I  go.  Send  me 
beyond  the  gate,  for  I  must  not  depart  as  I  came.” 

“  I  am  ready  to  go,”  said  the  secretary.  “  They  were  marvelling 
at  thy  sudden  appearance.  How  was  it  ?  ” 

“I  may  tell  thee' some  time  or  other,”  returned' Pahar  Singh, 
smiling ;  “  but  come,  it  is  almost  day.  Yet,  ere  I  depart,  my  lord,  I 
would  kiss  thy  feet.  The  reverence  I  once  paid  thy  father,  the 
noble  Sultan  Mahmood,  I  would  pay  to  thee.”  And  so  saying,  he 
prostrated  himself,  embracing  the  King’s  feet,  and  kissing  them 
respectfully. 

“Would  thou  wert  a  true  believer,  and  thou  wouldst  be  as  a 
brother.  O,  that  I  could  reward  thee  adequately,”  said  the  King, 
with  much  emotion. 

“  I  am  better  as  I  am — free,”  returned  Pahar  Singh.  “  When  I 
have  earned  reward,  Adil  Khan,  I  may  ask  it  if  I  live ;  and  if  I  die, 
remember  there  was  one  true  heart  among  thy  people,  and  protect 
my  Gopal — my  son.  Let  us  not  speak  of  reward  ;  ihere  is  nothing 
now  between  us  but  true  faith,  as  thou  art  witness,  O  Meerza,  and 
that  faith  was  never  yet  given  for  gold.” 

So  saying,  he  turned  and  passed  rapidly  through  the  curtain, 
followed  by  the  secretary. 

Was  there  any  doubt  in  the  young  King’s  mind  now  ?  None;  all 
was  clear.  There  was  no  thought  of  mercy — none  of  receding  from 
determination.  There  could  be  no  question  of  Pahar  Singh’s  story, 
else  why  had  he,  outlaw  and  robber  as  he  was,  trusted  himself  in 
the  very  palace  ?  There  was  no  appearance  about  that  strange  man 
which  could  lead  to  a  suspicion  of  deceit,  and  his -grim  devotion  in 
this  emergency  affected  the  King  deeply.  Even  if  Pahar  Singh 
failed,  the  course  was  clear.  The  Wuzeer  must  be  confn  mted  with 
the  silent  witnesses  of  his  treachery;  and  in  Afzool  Khan  and  a  score 
of  other  trusty  adherents,  the  King  felt  he  had  ample  protection. 

No  ;  it  was  no  deception.  After  a  short  interval  of  silence,  the 
Fakeer’s  cry,  “  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga!  ”  again  arose  more  sonorously, 
more  confidently  than  before,  and  the  King,  stepping  out  on  the 
teiTace,  listened,  speculating  how  far  the  man  might  be  gone  on  his 
deadly  errand,  and  what  would  come  of  it,  so  absorbedly,  that  the 
secretary’s  footsteps,  as  he  ascended  the  stair,  were  not  heard,  and 
the  King  started  as  he  spoke  once  more. 

“  He  is  gone,  my  lord,  on  his  woi*k.  I  saw  him  pass  beyond  the 
gate.” 

“  Did  he  say  aught  ?  ” 

“Nothing — he  did  not  speak  again.  As  he  passed  out  of  the 
court  he  shouted  his  cry,  and  continued  it,  walking  rapidly  till  he 
was  beyond  the  bridge  of  the  ditch.  Many  of  the  men  saluted  him, 
and  some  offered  alms,  but  he  answered  no  one,  and,  still  shouting. 
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pressed  on  so  quickly  tkat  I  could  liardly  follow.  When  I  last  saAv 
him,  he  had  turned  by  the  ‘  Goruk  Imlee  ’  tree,  and  was  running 
fast ;  and  so  God  speed  him  !  ” 

“  Ameen  !  ”  sighed  the  King.  “  Thou  must  not  leave  me  to-day, 
Anwur  Ali.  Order  a  Durbar  at  noon,  and  there  Avill  we  await  the 
end.  He  or  I,  Meerza,  whichever  God  wills;  but  it  shall  not  be  said 
of  Adil  Khan  that  he  shrank  from  his  fate  into  his  zenana.  Go  ; 
sleep  there  on  my  cushions  for  a  Avhile ;  we  both  need  rest,”  and  by 
another  doorway,  the  King  passed  to  the  inner  apartments. 


CHAPTER  XXXVn. 

The  day  wore  on;  and  it  may  be  imagined  that  the  anxieties  of  the 
lady  Lurlee  and  the  fair  Zyna  were  not  diminished  by  the  continued 
absence  of  the  Khan  and  his  son.  As  the  former  had  left  his  wife, 
he  had  requested  her  to  have  a  “kicheri  ”  of  a  particular  kind,  with 
kabobs,  prepared  for  him  when  he  arrived.  “  He  should  be  hungry,” 
he  said,  “  after  his  ride  so  early,  and  Pazil  too.  It  was  a  soldier’s 
dish,  and  would  put  him  in  mind  of  old  days  in  the  field,  and — 
Lurlee  could  dress  it  so  capitally.”  We  may  remember  a  slight 
bandying  of  Avords  between  the  Khan  and  his  lady  before  he  Avent 
out ;  and  he  had  oi'dered  this  dish  as  a  propitiatory  meal  at  her  hands, 
for  he  kneAV  by  experience,  that  the  result  would  be  satisfactory  :  the 
little  acerbity  woiild  disappear,  and  the  planets,  perhaps,  would  be 
forgotten. 

Nothing  could  have  been  deAused  more  soothing  to  the  lady 
Lurlee’s  temper — nothing  more  certain  of  dispelling  any  clouds  of 
dissatisfaction  or  disappointment — than  this  appeal  to  her  afFections 
through  her  kitchen.  Even  in  these  intellectual  days,  a  similar  re¬ 
sult  is  not  unfrequently  attainable ;  proving  that  the  motives  and 
springs  of  poor  human  nature,  and  its  tempers,  show  but  little  dif¬ 
ference  at  the  time  of  our  history  and  among  ourselves  ;  and  did  aa’o 
permit  ourselves  to  moralize  after  the  fashion  of  the  day,  we  might 
possibly  deliver  a  pretty  lecture  upon  the  subject. 

But — and  we  may  as  well  avow  it  once  for  all — we  feel  ourselves 
bound  to  relate  our  story  Avithout  any  moralizing  digressions  what¬ 
ever,  further  than  what  may  form  part  of  its  action ;  and  therefore 
we  will  not  follow  the  changes  of  the  lady’s  mind,  from  its  first  ex- 
pectant  and  interested  condition  after  the  mixing  of  the  materials  by 
her  OAvn  fair  hands  (for  on  such  occasions  she  suffered  no  one  to 
interfere),  to  the  setting  them  on  the  fire  to  be  done  exactly  as  her 
lord  wished.  With  the  Eihan’s  loAung  order,  had  come  a  flood  of 
pleasant  memories  to  her — of  old  camp  days,  hard  fights  too,  in  which 
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her  lord — safe,  generally  Yictorious,  and  restored  to  her  prayers — 
found  his  wife  busy  with  some  favourite  dish ;  and  they  loved  each 
other,  in  a  homely  fashion,  better  for  the*  cooking  and  the  eating  of  it. 

Now,  as  the  lady  sat  over  her  private  brazier,  on  which  were  her 
own  silver  cooking- vessels,  the  Khan’s  special  gift,  she  told  Zyna  of 
many  an  old  time  and  scene — of  many  a  narrow  escape — many  a 
rough  march  which  she  had  shared  with  the  old  soldier,  and  done  her 
part  in  binding  up  his  wounds  if  he  were  hurt,  or  cooking  for  him  if 
he  were  hungry. 

“  Your  mother  was  not  of  our  rough  Dekhani  sort,  daughter,”  she 
said ;  “  people  tell  me  she  never  went  out  with  the  army :  she  was  a. 
Aveak,  fragile  thing,  I  have  heard,  but  very  beautiful.  Peace  be  with 
her,  for  thy  father  loved  her  much,  and  hath  never  loved  me  as  her. 
But  no  children  have  come,  Zyna — no  children,  that  is  it,” — and  the 
lady  sighed,  and  perhaps  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes,  for  she  wiped 
them  hastily  with  the  comer  of  her  muslin  scarf.  “  Well,  it  is  God’s 
AAull,  daughter;  and  though  I  could  never  understand  it  properly, 
there  Avas  something  wrong  in  the  horoscope  which  they  cast  when 
I  was  betrothed.  You  see,  Zyna,  my  planet  was  then  Mars,  AA^hich 
represented  Avater — no,  it  Avas  fire ; — no,  that’s  a  male  planet,  and  so 
it  must  have  been  Earth.  Yes,  I  think  it  was — Earth ;  and  then  he 
AAv.s  Venus — no,  that  could  not  be  either;  it  must  have  been  Saturn, 
and  that’s  for  air.  So  you  see,  fire  and  air — no,  let  me  see — air  and 
Avater  ?  no.  What  did  I  tell  thee,  Zyna  ?  Was  it  Earth  ?  ” 

“1  do  not  understand  it,  mother;  how  can  I  tell  ?  ”  said  Z^ma 
demurely. 

“But  you  are  not  listening,  girl ;  ah,  wait  till  yoxir  OAvn  time  comes. 
I’ll  Avarrant  you  anxious  and  curious  enough  to  know  Avhethcr  you 
are  fire  or  earth,  or  air  or  water ;  and  whether  he  is  air,  or  Avater,  or 
Avhatever  he  may  be.  Noav  about  myself.  You  see  I  was  fire;  no 
lam  wrong.  ‘Humul,’  ‘Sowr,’  ‘Jowza’  (Aries,  Taurus,  Gemini),” 
continued  the  lady  Lurlee,  telling  off  all  the  signs  of  the  zodiac,  iu, 
Arabic,  upon  the  ends  of  her  fingers,  and  then  the  planets  in  succes¬ 
sion,  “  ‘  Mars,’  ‘Venus,’  ‘  Mercury ;’  and  now  look,  Zyna,  if  the  house 
of  the  Lion  is  on  this  middle  finger,  and  the  planet  Mercury  comes  to 
it,  you  see  Mercury  is  in  conjunction  with — Avith  the  Crab.  Did  not 
I  say  the  Crab,  child  ?  Now  attend,  else  I  shall  lose  all  my  reckon¬ 
ing.  ‘  Humul,’  ‘  Sowr  ’ - ” 

“  Alas,  mother,  but  I  do  not  understand  it,  and  T  can  never  ra- 
meraber  the  names  of  the  planets  or  their  houses, — indeed  I  cannot,” 
said  Zyna,  piteously.  “  But  ah,  mother,  look,  it  is  burning !  ” 

And  so  it  was.  In  her  astrological  involvement,  Lurlee  Khanum 
had  forgotten  the  kicheri,  which,  as  the  bottom  of  the  pan  became 
too  hot,  sent  up  a  most  unsavoury  odour,  and  brown  smoke  issued 
from  uiider  the  lid. 
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“  God  forgive  me  my  neglect,  daughter,”  exclaimed  the  lady, 
sorrowfully,  as  she  examined  the  pan  :  “  it  is  surely  quite  spoiled,  and 
thy  father  is  so  particular.  The  least  idea  of  burnt  kicheri  is  enough 
to  set  him  mad,  and  I  could  not  look  at  him  for  a  day  or  more.  And 
ho  will  be  expecting  this  to  be  all  ready.  “  Protection  of  the  Pro¬ 
phet!”  exclaimed  the  lady  suddenly,  “there  he  is.  What  shall  I 
do  ? — what  shall  I  do  ?  ” 

That  which  had  startled  Lurlee  was  the  arrival  of  the  Khan’s 
escort,  and  the  beating  of  their  kettle-drums  in  the  outer  court ;  and 
as  she  listened,  and  stood  up,  ladle  in  hand,  expecting  her  lord’s 
entrance,  she  was  perhaps  relieved  by  the  appearance  of  Goolab  who, 
as  the  general  outdoor  scout,  brought  tidings  from  the  courtyard  or 
occurrences  of  all  kinds. 

“  They  arc  not  coming,  lady,”  said  the  nurse.  “  They  are  gone  to 
the  Kotwal’s,  and  will  stay  there.  That’s  the  news  brought  by  Peer 
Khan,  and  a  host  of  them.  And  there’s  Bulwunt  Rao  as  good  as 
dead  ;  and  he’s  to  be  put  into  the  private  apartments,  and  the  King’s 
doctor  is  to  be  sent  for ;  and  I  must  go  and  see  to  a  bed  for  him,  and 
a  soft  mattress,  and  pillows  and  sheets ;  and  then  they’ll  all  be  spoilt 
with  his  blood.  His  blood,  indeed  !  ” 

“  A  blister  on  thy  tongue,  0  prating  woman  I  ”  cried  Lurlee. 
“  !My  lord  taken  to  the  Kotwal’s  ?  JL/  lord  !  0  Zyna  1  O  girl,  what 
is  the  world  come  to  ?  Thy  father  taken  to  that  man  of  blood, 
Jch;indur  Beg  ;  and  those  cowai-ds,  the  Paigah,  have  come  here  with¬ 
out  him  ?  O  girl — what  is  it  ?  speak,  hast  thou  no  sense  ?  ” 

Indeed,  Zyna  had  very  little  ;  the  mention  of  that  dreaded  name, 
the  certainty  that  if  her  father  could  have  returned  he  would,  and 
the  fact  of  Bulwunt  Rao  being  dangerously  wounded,  all  combined 
to  terrify,  and  Lurlee  herself  was  no  calmer. 

“  ^\^as  there  no  message,  Goolab  ‘t  ”  asked  Zyna. 

“  0  yes ;  that  the  Khan  remains  at  the  Kotwal’s,  and  will  eat  his 
breakfast  there.  He  has  business,  and  will  stay.  That  is  all,  and 
that  Meah  Sahib  is  well.” 

“That  is  all!”  exclaimed  Lurlee.  “That  is  all!  To  have  my 
lord  in  the  Kotwallee,  and  that  dish  of  kicheri  dressed  in  vain  !  O 
woman  of  little  grace  that  I  am !  why  did  I  deserve  tins  ?  what  have 
I  done  ?  what  have  I  done  ?  ” 

“  But  it  was  spoiled,  mother,”  said  Zyna  innocently ;  “  do  not  care 
about  it.  Only  thank  God  they  are  safe.  0,  I  vow  a  Fateha - ” 

“Not  care,  child?  and  would  it  not  have  been  the  same  had  it 
been,  as  it  was,  dressed  like  food  for  the  Peris  ?  would  it  not  have 
been  the  same?  Would  he  have  come  to  eat  it?  he,  thy  father? 
AVhy  order  it  ?  Avhy  affront  me  by  leaving  it  here  to  be  spoiled  ?  why 
did  he  not  come  long  ago  ?  This  is  not  as  it  used  to  be  of  old.  6, 
Afzool  Khan  !  am  I  less  than  dirt  in  thine  eyes  ?  am  I — I — I - ” 
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Now,  the  lady  Luidee,  like  all  otter  Mabomedan  ladies,  only  men¬ 
tioned  her  husband’s  name  on  very  solemn  occasions,  or  when 
excitement  got  the  better  of  discretion ;  and  here  was  an  instance  of 
it.  She  sat  down  upon  the  stool  before  her  brazier,  and,  after  rock¬ 
ing  herself  to  and  fro  for  a  while,  burst  into  an  uncontrollable  fit  of 
sobbing.  It  was  difficult  to  say,  perhaps,  what  had  most  particularly 
affected  her ;  but  undoubtedly  the  burning  of  the  kicheri  was  at  the 
bottom  of  all.  It  had  been  so  good.  Then  she  knew  how  his  face 
would  have  expanded  under  its  influence  as  he  ate ;  it  would  have 
reminded  him  of  some  old  scene,  whose  history  would  have  come  out 
between  the  mouthfuls — he  might  even  have  caressed  her.  Ah,  all 
was  now  gone — her  trouble,  her  expectation  of  a  loving  greeting,  all 
gone :  and  the  sense  of  neglect  and  indifference  under  which  she 
habitually  existed,  had  for  the  time  taken  its  place.  But  gradually 
the  sobbing  was  soothed,  and  Lurlee,  laying  her  head  against  Zyna’s 
bosom,  seemed  lost  in  thought. 

“  There  must  be  unfavourable  conjunctions  among  the  planets  to¬ 
day,  depend  upon  it,  daughter,”  she  said  at  length,  rousing  herself, 
and  drying  her  eyes,  “  else  all  this  would  not  have  happened.  Now, 
let  me  look  steadily  into  it :  perhaps  we  may  learn  something  for  our 
guidance.” 

“  Look  !  ”  continued  the  lady  after  a  pause,  and  a  brief  examina¬ 
tion  of  an  astrological  table,  which  she  usually  carried  about  her, 
“  look  here.  Ah,  graceless  and  unfortunate  that  I  am,  I  should  have 
foreseen  all  that  has  happened,  and  he  should  never  have  gone  out  at 
all.  Why,  here  is  Saturn  in  the  ascendant  till  the  first  watch  of  the  dn  v, 
and  then  follows  the  Sun,  and  that’s  what  spoilt  my  cooking.  Let 
me  see — Aries,  Taurus,  Gemini,  Cancer,”  she  continued,  counting 
the  signs  of  the  zodiac,  as  before,  on  her  fingers,  “  Aries,  Taurus — 
why,  God  be  merciful !  here  follows  Mars,  and  he’s  an  executioner — 
and  they  are  in  the  Kotwallee — the  Prophet’s  mercy  be  on  them ! 
Yet,  stay.  Mars  will  last  for  only  three  hours ;  then  comes,  let  me 
see — Mars,  Jupiter,  Mercury,  Moon — no,  Venus,  Jupiter,  Moon.  Yes, 

I  am  right  now,  girl.  That  means  messenger,  and  Venus  is  propitious. 
Ah,  yes,  don’t  you  see  it  all,  Zyna  ?  Don’t  you  understand  ?  Look, 
first  the  Moon,  that’s  we  ourselves,  as  messengers ;  and  then  Venus 
will  save  them,  if  we  can  get  past  Mars.  Of  course  it  is  quite  plain. 
Don’t  you  see  ?  ” 

“  Alas,  no,  mother !  I  do  not,”  said  Zyna,  innocently.  “  I  see 
figures  and  numbers,  and  angles  and  signs,  but  it  is  hopeless  to  ask 
me  about  them.  You  are  a  wise  woman,  and  this  is  a  maiwellous 
science.  Surely,  and  please  God,  you  are  right.” 

“  O,  I  see  exactly  what  to  do ;  and  it  is  well  I  can  pick  out  a  path 
among  these  mysteries,”  cried  Lurlee,  brightening,  “or  we  had  all 
been  lost  long  ago.  But  wo  will  eat  first ;  I  am  sure  some  of  the 
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kicheri  is  good,  and  at  any  rate  there  are  the  kabohs,  and  Jameela 
will  have  bread.  Come  and  eat,  danghtei’,  it  will  support  thee;  come, 
we  have  much  to  do  ere  noon.  I  see  now,  and  when  thou  hast  eaten  I 
will  tell  thee.  Jameela!  0  Jameela!  ”  she  cried  to  the  cook,  who,  when 
her  mistress  -eame  to  usurp  her  functions,  discreetly  kept  out  of  the 
way.  “Jameela,  bring  some  bread  and  some  pickle ;  we  must  eat  now.” 

“But  you  have  the  kich^ri,*’  said  the  dame.  “  Surely  it  is  not 
burnt,”  she  continued,  sniffing  into  the  pan  with  a  cook’s  experienced 
nose. 

“  Begone,  graceless  !  ”  cried  Lurlee,  who  well  knew  the  old  woman 
was  rejoicing  in  her  heaii;  over  her  discomfiture ;  “  begone  and  get 
the  bread.” 

“  There  is  none  but  the  men’s  bread,  and  it  is  coarse  enough,  for 
the  meal  weiS  not  sifted,”  returned  Jameela.  “  When  you  take  to 
cooking,  of  course  I  am  not  expected  to  be  mindful  of  other  light 
bread,  and  such  things  ;  but - ” 

“  Begone,  and  do  as  you  ai’e  bid,”  cried  her  mistress,  sharply.  A 
look  fx’om  Zyna  also,  deprecating  further  discussion,  was  understood 
at  once  by  the  old  dame. 

“I  will  bring  the  best  of  it,  Khanum,”  she  said,  “and  there  is 
some  quite  hot ;  but  I  can  bake  a  few  of  your  own  ‘  phoolkas,’  if  you 
like;  they  will  be  good  with  the  kabobs  ....  which  seem  savoury,” 
she  continued,  craning  over  to  look  into  the  pot  on  the  fire,  and 
sniffing  into  it. 

“  Where  is  Goolab  ?  Ah  yes,  do  so,  Jameela,  and  bring  them 
quickly,”  replied  her  mistress  ;  “  thou  art  a  jew'el.” 

“  I  will  send  her,  lady,”  said  the  cook,  departing ;  “  and  I  would 
bring  the  men’s  bread,  only  it  is  not  fit  for  the  likes  of  yc.” 

“  Now,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  ”  asked  Zyna.  “  O  mother,  thou 
seemest  to  understand  everything,  and  art  confident,  and  I  am  dis¬ 
tracted  with  appi’ehension.  O  my  father !  O  my  brother !  God  kee]x 
you  safe.  I  vow  lights  at  Peer  Sahib’s  tomb,  and  to  feed  a  hundred 
Fakeers  there  to-morrow,  if  they  be  safe  !  ” 

“Wo  must  go  to  the  palace,  and  inquire  why  thy  father  is  detained,” 
replied  Lurlee  decisively.  “Ah,  Goolab,  whei-e  wert  thou  ?  But  never 
mind,”  she  continued,  as  the  dame  entered.  “  Lay  out  clothes  for 
us ;  we  must  go  to  the  palace  ;  and  bid  some  one  go  and  say  we  pmy 
to  see  the  Begum  Sahiba,  and  order  the  palankeens  and  an  escort  to 
be  ready.  Inshalla!  daughter,  we  will  see  what  this  evil-minded 
and  base-born  Kotwal  can  do.” 

“  And  the  jewels,  Khanum  ?  ”  isked  Goolab. 

“  Ah  !  I  had  forgotten.  Well,  a  few.” 

“  No,  mother,  no !  ”  cried  Zyna,  “  not  so.  With  our  hearts  heavy 
and  sad,  it  surely  is  no  time  to  put  on  jewels.  Let  us  rather  go  with 
sober  garments,  and  prostrate  ourselves  before  the  Peer’s  shrine  on 
our  wav.” 
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“  I  tell  thee  the  Peer  cannot  help  us,”  returned  the  dame  tartly; 
“  it  is  the  stars  and  the  Begum.  When  they  are  safe,  then  do  thy 
Fatcha  if  thou  wilt.  Come  here,  eat,  for  we  have  much  to  do.  Ah ! 
Jameela-bee ;  ”  for  Lurlee  always  added  the  respectful  addition  of 
hee,  for  lady,  when  she  was  in  good  humour,  to  her  cook,  who  now 
entered  with  a  tray  of  hot  bread  and  delicate  phoolkas,  and  a  white 
cloth  over  her  arm  :  “  thou  hast  been  qitick,  friend.” 

It  must  be  confessed  that  the  lady  Lurlee’s  appetite,  sharpened  per¬ 
haps  by  her  unusual  fast  and  the  process  of  her  own  cookery,  did  amp’e 
justice  to  the  meal.  Her  confidence  in  the  stars  sustained  her  far 
better  than  Zyna’s  faith  in  her  saint — that  is,  if  one  might  judge  by 
the  resolute  and  satisfied  features  of  the  elder  face  as  it  bent  over  its 
plate,  eating  heartily,  and  the  distressed,  anxious,  and  tearful  ex¬ 
pression  of  the  younger,  endeavouring  almost  vainly  to  eat  at  all.  It 
Avasof  no  avail  that  Lurlee  encouraged  her  daughter,  and  even  picked 
out  tempting^  morsels  from  the  kabobs,  and  set  them  before  her,  with 
the  hottest  of  the  phoolkas,  as  they  were  sent  in  short  relays  from 
the  kitchen. 

“  Ah,  daughter  !  he  would  have  enjoyed  this,”  said  Lurlee,  as  she 
washed  her  hands  over  the  ewer  brought  her  at  the  conclusion  of  the 
meal,  and  sighed  in  a  manner  which  plainly  signified  her  regret  not 
to  be  able  to  eat  moi*e,  “  Yes,  the  kabob  was  good,  but  thou  hast 
scarcely  tasted  it ;  a  trifle  more  pepper  wmuld  have  been  better,  per- 
haps ;  yet  it  was  good.  And  now,  girl,  I  am  ready  to  face  the 
Kotwal  or  the  Begum,,  or — the  peace  of  God  be  on  him — Adil  Shah 
himself.  Inshalla !  we  will  see  who  dares  to  detain  my  lord  when  I, 
Lurlee  Khanum,  have  cooked  his  breakfast.” 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

Enough  had  transpired  in  the  examination  of  Afzool  Khan  and  his 
son,  to  satisfy  Jehandar  Beg  that  the  young  man  and  his  father  had 
attained  knowledge  of  some  secret  relating  to  the  conspiracies  in 
progress,  which  they  were  reserving  to  tell  the  King ;  and  we  should 
be  doing  that  very  astute  officer  injustice,  if  we  did  not  at  once  admit 
that  he  believed  the  secret  known  to  them,  or  at  least  to  Fazil,  con¬ 
cerned  the  Wuzeer  very  deeply.  Why  the  King’s  secretary  had  been 
inentioned  he  could  not  imagine.  Did  he  know  iialso?  Certainly 
it  was  important  to  find  out  everything  that  could  be  discovered, 
previous  to  the  W uzeer’s  arrival ;  and  he  pui-posed  himself  to  go  to 
his  house,  and  have  speech  of  him,  before  he  should  attend  the  Dnrbar, 
and  appear  before  the  King  to  inform  him  of  the  detention  of 
Afzool  Khan  and  his  son,  and  of  the  events  connected  with  them 
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But  J eb^dar  Beg,  as  police  minister  of  that  large  city,  had  other 
sources  of  information ;  and  whatever  occurred  at  night  was  reported 
to  him  by  his  spies  before  the  true  business  of  the  day  commenced. 
Had  not  Afzool  Khan  come  direct  to  the  court,  it  is  most  probable 
that  Jehandar  Beg  would  have  heard  some  account  of  Fazil  Khan’s 
night  adventure  before  he  appeared  at  all.  As  it  was,  there  had  been 
a  reversion  of  events  :  and  we  must  now  follow  the  magistrate  briefly, 
in  his  reception  of  the  spies  whom  he  summoned,  directly  the  door 
of  the  court  had  closed  upon  the  Khan  and  his  son. 

The  room  in  which  these  persons  were  received,  was  one  which 
could  be  entered  from  the  large  hall  of  audience  :  but  there  was  a 
door  also  by  the  back  passage  which  led  from  a  street  behind,  and 
persons  could  come  and  go  unobserved.  There  was  nothing  in  this 
chamber— which  indeed  was  very  small— but  a  large  pillow  and  a 
carpet,  on  which  the  Kotwal’s  sword-dagger,  a  heavy-bladed  Persian 
or  Affghau  knife,  and  writing  materials,  were  placed.  As  he  sat  down 
and  clapped  his  hands,  a  door  opposite  was  opened  by  a  slave  -with¬ 
out,  and  a  Brahmun,  as  was  evident  by  his  dress  and  the  caste  marks 
on  his  forehead,  was  admitted. 

“Be  seated,”  said  Jehandar  Beg.  “Have  you  anything  forme 
to-day.  Pundit  ?  ” 

.  ‘‘ answered  the  Brahmun,  taking  a  pair  of  spectacles  from  a 
fold  m  his  turban,  and  placing  them  across  his  nose,  and  then  pro¬ 
ducing  some  papers  from  a  pocket  within-  his  dress ;  “  these  have 
just  arrived  by  a  special  messenger  from  Moro  Trimmul  at  Tool- 
japoor  ;”  and  he  handed  to  the  Kdtwal  several  letters  sealed  with 
the  private  Mahratta  seal  of  Sivaji  Bhoslay,  which  Jehandar  Beg 
examined  closely ;  then,  apparently  satisfied,  he  made  a  Persian 
memorandum  on  the  comer  of  each,  with  the  date  of  receipt  very 
methodically,  and  put  them  into  the  side-pocket  of  his  robe.  ’ 

“And,”  continued  the  Brahmun,  looking  over  his  lette-^  as  the 
ICotv/al  had  finished,  “Moro  Trimmul  writes  that  his  sister  has  been 
married  to  a  Shastree  at  Tooljapoor,  and  that  he  has  not  been  idle  • 
but  he  cannot  induce  Pahar  Singh  to  visit  him  or  accept  terms,  and 
he  is  afraid  to  go  to  Itga  himself ;  so  it  were  better  your  worship 
advised  our  master  to  treat  with  him.”  ^ 

“Very  good  ;  I  will  mention  it,”  returned  the  Kotwal ;  “  but  has 
Moro  Trimmul  been  to  Nuldroog  to  see  the  Wuzeer  ?  It  is  not  far  ’ 

“  No,  my  lord ;  he  was  afraid  to  go  unless  a  ‘  Kowl  ’  were  sent  to 
him. 

“Curious  that,  O  Pundit!”  added  Jehdndar  Beg,  with  a  sneer- 
he  IS  not  scrupulous  in  general,  I  think.”  ’ 

“  No  not  in  general,  perhaps,”  replied  the  man  ;  “  but  in  this  case 
lie  IS — he  IS — not  sure. 

“  Not  sip-e  ?  Well  I  suppose  he  is  certain  of  my  being  able  to  ap¬ 
prehend  him,  and  make  him  so,  on  the  Goruk  Imlee  tree.”  ^ 
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“Mv  lord  is  all-powerful;  but  Moro  is  careful — as  much  so  as 
Sivaji’^Bboslay  or  Tanuajee  Maloosray,”  returned  the  Pundit,  dryly. 

“  Ah  yes;  no  doubt,  friend  ;  he  thinks  himself  so,”  replied  Jehan- 
dar  Beg,  with  a  sneer ;  “  but  what  of  Tannajce  himself  ?  I  heard 
just  now  that  he  is  here,  and  was  seen  last  night.” 

“Tannajee  is  everywhere,”  returned  the  man,  smiling,  “or  some 
one  else  for  him.  If  my  lord  requires  him,  he  may  be  found  ^  at 
Wye  :  he  woidd  not  trust  himself  in  Beejapoor,  I  think  ;  yet - ” 

“  Why  not,  Pundit  ?  ” 

“  My  lord  can  best  answer  that.  Like  Moro  Trimmul,  he  is  better 
at  a  distance  till  the  time  comes.  He  does  not  like  ‘  those  trees  ’  of 
my  lord’s.” 

For  once  the  Kdtwal  was  at  fault.  It  wss  necessary  to  gain  over 
the  Mahratta  interest,  else  the  intrigue  with  the  Emperor  were 
abortive  ;  but  it  was  clear  none  of  the  Mahratta  agents  would  trust 
the  Wuzeer’s  party,  without  more  assurance  of  its  success  than  at 
present  appeared  likely ;  and  the  Kotwal  felt  this  keenly.  He  might 
thi'eaten,  imprison,  or  even  torture,  but  he  could  not  penetrate  beyoud 
the  surface. 

“Tannajee  was  in  the  kidlal’s  bazar  last  night,”  said  Jehandar 
Beg,  after  a  pause,  “^and  had  a  narrow  escape.  He  ought  not  to 
place  himself  in  such  peril.” 

“  Indeed !  I  have  said  before  there  are  Maloosrays  everywhere,” 
retuimed  the  Brahmun  dryly  ;  “  I  know  what  has  been  told 
my  lord ;  but,”  he  added,  smiling,  “  I  suppose  you  don’t  believe  it.” 

“  That  is  as  may  be  proved  hereafter.  We  shall  know  more  by- 
and-by — to-day,  perhaps,”  replied  Jehandar  Beg. 

The  man  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “  Does  my  lord  wish  me  to 
stay  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“Not  particularly.  The  master  comes  tliis  afternoon,  and  may 
wish  to  see  you.” 

“  Certainly,  I  will  attend  ;  but  about  Maloosray  ?  IE  he  comes  I 
will  tell  you,”  continued  the  Pundit,  laughing ;  “  but  do  not  listeii, 
my  lord,  to  idle  stories  ;  Maloosray  is  everywhere,  and  in  that  is  his 
safety.  May  I  go  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  go;”  and  the  man,  making  a  respectful  salute,  departed. 

The  Pundit  was  a  clever  agent,  deeply  devoted,  like  all  his 
countrymen,  to  the  Mahratta  interest,  apparently  serving  the  ^  uzeer  s 
party  through  Jehandar  Beg,  yet  at  the  same  time  revealing  only 
what  was  advisable  to  be  know^n,  and  gaining  all  the  information  he 
could.  He  had  already  seen  Maloosimy,  and  w’ent  direct  to  Jehandar 
Beg,  on  purpose  to  mislead  him,  iu  which  he  perfectly  succecced.^ 

The  Kotwal  sat  and  mused  a  while  on  what  had  been  told  him. 
He  believed  the  Brahmun  about  Maloosray.  “  And  Pahar  Singh 
would  not  join  them  ?  That  is  all  he  knows,”  said  Jehandai'  Beg 
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to  bimself.  “My  lord  writes  that  he  is  sure  of  the  robber,  and 
brings  some  of  his  men  Avith  him.  What  can  that  be  for?”  Ho 
felt  as  though  he  had  not  been  quite  trusted ;  still  the  Wuzcer  was 
coming  that  day,  and  would  tell  all.  He  could  not  perhaps  write. 

So  another  spy  was  admitted,  evidently  one  of  the  royal  eunuchs. 
He  sat  down  Avhere  the  Brahmun  had  been  seated,  and  for  a  time 
was  silent. 

“Well,”  said  Jehandar  Beg,  “is  thy  brain  heavy  with  drink,  Mah- 
mood,  or  with  secrets  ?  Or  is  there  bad  news  ?  Why  art  thou  silent  ?  ” 

“  Good  or  bad,  I  know  not,  my  lord,”  replied  the  man ;  “  but  it  is 
at  least  curious,  and  you  may  understand  it.  I  do  not.” 

“Indeed  !— say  on,  friend,”  returned  the  Kotwal,  settling  himself 
into  an  attitude  of  attention. 

^  “  My  lord  the  secretary,”  said  the  man  calmly,  “  was  out  late  last 
night.  He  went  to  a  temple  somewhere,  and  there  was  another  with 
him  He  then  returned  to  the  palace,  and  the  Peer  Zadah  and 
IN  eelkunt  Rai  were  sent  for  and  admitted.  They  sat  till  nearly  daAvn, 
when  a  Fakcer  came,  and  was  taken  up  to  the  Palace  of  the  Seven 
Stories  by  the  secretary.” 

Jehandar  Beg  took  his  beard  in  his  hand,  rubbed  and  stroked  it, 
and  mused  for  several  minutes.  “  Anything  more  ?  ”  he  asked. 

“  Some  money  Avas  taken,”  added  the  man.  “  That  is  all  I  knoAA', 
except  that  a  Durbar  is  ordered  after  the  mid-day  pi’aycr.” 

These  tidings,  strange  as  they  seemed  to  be,  troubled  Jehandar 
Beg  sore  y.  He  had  not  been  told  of  the  Durbar.  What  could  have 
happened !  ‘  Thou  must  go  and  find  out  who  was  with  the  secretary,” 
he  said. 

.  might  speak,  said  the  sj^y  timidly,  looking  about  him — “1 
think  it  Avas— ”  and  he  advanced  and  whispered  in  the  KotwaTs  ear 
—“the  King  himself.” 

“  The  King  ?  Impossible  ;  he  never  left  the  palace,”  returned  the 
Kotwal,  aloud.  “  I  know  that  he  did  not:  The  King  ? _ ” 

cannot  be  mistaken,”  replied  the  spy°  defercntiallv. 
“Nevertheless,  I  heard  it - ” 

•  impossible  !  He  could  not  hav'e  gone  Avithout  my  knowin**' 
of  it,  Mahmood ;  nor  dare  he  A-enture  out  Avithout  being  attended. 
Who  Avere  with  the  secretary  ?  ” 

^  Bundagee ^ahib,  and  five  others  only;  and  the  man  Avho  Avent 
with  the  secretary  entered  the  prii-ate  apartments  with  him  Avhen 
they  returned.  This  I  saw,  for  I  Avas  Avatching.” 

“Thou  should.st  have  gon.-iiuto  the  court  with  them,”  said  the 
Kotwal.  “  What  neglect  ■  =” 

“I  Avas  going,  but  the  g  ofi  stopped  me,”  said  the  spy,  as  if 
ashamed.  “  They  knew  me,  and  turned  me  out  of  the  foi-t-n-ate. 
What  could  I  do  ?  Since  the  last  time  I  was  di-unk,  they  wilf  not 
admit  me.” 
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“  And  the  Fakeer  ?  ” 

“  I  heard  him  calling  inside,  ‘  Ulla  dilaya  to  l^onga  and  when  he 
got  outside  he  ran,  still  shouting,  towards  the  Goruk  Imlee  trees,  and 
I  lost  sight  of  him.” 

“  Then  who  told  you  he  went  into  the  palace  ?  ” 

“  O,  the  men  on  guard  said  one  of  the  ladies  had  seen  demons, 
and  that  the  Syn  had  been  sent  for,  to  say  incantations  over  her.” 

“Very  likely,”  said  the  Kotwal,  calmly.  “Now  go  and  bring  me  the 
news  I  want.  Was  it  the  King  who  went  with  the  Meerza,  or  his  own 
son?  Find  this  out  for  me,  and  return  directly.” 

“Jo  hookum!”  returned  the  spy,  “your  slave  will  do  his  best,” 
and  he  departed. 

We  need  not  follow  Jehandar  Beg  in  his  other  private  audience.s. 
He  had  many  spies  over  many  people. 

If  he  had  not  been  delayed  by  these  communications  and  his  own 
meditations  upon  them,  and  had  gone  to  his  prisoners  at  once,  it  is 
possible,  perhaps,  that  the  Khan  and  his  son  might  have  been  taken 
by  surprise ;  but  they  had  been  warned,  and  were  prepared  for  him. 

The  lad  Asbruf,  who  has  been  already  mentioned,  had  been 
present  during  the  first  examination.  No  one  noticed  him ;  but  he 
was  shrewd  and  observant.  He  had  asked  his  father  whether  he 
should  run  and  bnng  down  the  whole  force  of  Afzool  Khan’s  Paigah 
to  rescue  the  Khan;  and  perhaps  the  boy  would  have  enjoyed  a  share 
in  the  melee  which  would  undoubtedly  have  followed;  but  his  father, 
while  checking  him  angrily  for  the  thought,  bid  him  be  on  the  Avatch, 
and  should  there  be  any  danger,  to  give  information  of  it.  So  the 
lad  had  remained  in  the  Kucheri,  and  was  not  noticed  among  the 
soldiers  who  lounged  about  there.  As  the  KotAval  entered  his  pm  ate 
room,  and  was  knoAvn  to  be  generally  occupied  for  some  time,  the 
various  clerks  and  scribes  took  advantage  of  his  absence,  and  had 
for  the  most  part  gone  out ;  a  few  only  remained,  Avho  seemed 
absorbed  in  their  business.  So,  gradually,  the  lad  edged  himself 
close  to  the  private  door,  which,  as  sometimes  happens  in  Indian 
houses,  did  not  close  completely,  on  account  of  the  hinges  being  out¬ 
side  the  door-post.  The  lad  could  not  see,  but  he  could  hear  if  he 
placed  his  ear,  carelessly,  to  all  appearance,  against  the  place  AA’here 
the  door  joined  the  door-frame,  and  in  this  attitude  he  aa  us  not  dis- 
tm’bed.  Being  questioned  by  a  soldier,  he  ansAvered  lazily,  that  he 
was  ordered  to  wait  for  his  father’s  return ;  and  apparently  was 
settling  quietly  to  sleep,  leaning  against  the  wall. 

Ashrnf  had  no  idea  at  first  of  the  results  of  the  position  in  which 
he  had  placed  himself ;  but  a  feAv  Avm*ds  aAvakened  his  attention 
perfectly.  To  hear  better  also,  he  feigned  to  be  sleepy,  dreAv  a  part 
of  his  scarf  over  his  face,  and  lay  doAA'n ;  and  by  this  means  ho  could 
see  under  the  door  sufficiently  to  obseiwe  Avho  came. 
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The  Brahmnn’s  commTimcation  did  not  interest  him  much ;  but 
as  soon  as  the  eunuch  was  seated,  whom  he  knew  to  be  in  disgrace 
for  habitual  intemperance,  he  felt  sure  that  his  tidings  would  relate 
to  the  palace,  and  he  listened  more  carefully  than  ever.  Very  little 
escaped  him.  He  could  not  hear  the  eunuch’s  whisper,  but  the 
Kotwal  had  repeated  the  name  of  the  King  aloud — that  was  enough. 
It  was  necessary,  at  least,  that  the  young  Khan  should  know  of  it, 
and  directly  the  eunuch  had  been  dismissed,  the*  lad  got  up  and 
looked  about. 

It  is  frequently  the  case  that,  in  houses  of  one  floor  only,  like  this, 
a  staircase  leads  from  the  f  nncipal  room  to  the  roof ;  and  in  the 
corner,  not  far  from  the  door  we  have  mentioned,  was  one  of  this 
description.  Ashruf  watched  his  opportunity,  and  when  no  one  was 
observing  him,  slipped  gently  behind  the  wall  at  the  entrance  of  the 
steps,  and  ascended  them  quickly.  He  had  remarked  the  direction 
of  the  court  where  Afzool  Khan  and  his  son  were  detained,  and, 
creeping  on  his  hands  and  knees  to  the  edge  of  the  terrace,  looked 
into  it. 

At  first  he  did  not  see  them,  because  they  were  sitting  upon  the 
same  side  under  one  of  the  arches  ;  but  a  soft  cry  of  “  Huzrut ! 
Huzrut!”  (“My  prince!  my  prince!”)  in  a  voice  very  like  a 
woman’s,  and  a  small  piece  of  plaster  thrown  into  the  court,  induced 
Fazil  to  get  up  and  attend  to  the  signal,  whatever  it  might  be. 
Looking  up,  he  saw  the  lad’s  face  peeping  through  an  aperture  in 
the  open  stucco-work  of  the  parapet,  and  in  a  few  moments  had  heard 
what  he  had  to  tell.  It  was  important,  because  putting  them  on 
their  guard  against  fm’ther  questioning,  which  could  only  have  one 
object,  their  continued  detention ;  and  thoughtful,  because  proving 
a  faithful  interest,  which  Fazil  trusted  to  reward.  It  confirmed  also, 
suspicions  of  the  connection  betw'een  the  Wuzeer  and  the  Kotwal. 

“  Can  I  do  anything  more,  noble  sir  ?  ”  asked  the  boy,  when  his 
little  story  was  done;  “be  quick,  else  I  may  be  seen  and  flogged.” 

“Yes,  two  things,”  replied  Fazil;  “fir.st,  run  to  Kowas  Khan,  the 
Wuzeer’s  son ;  bid  him  come  to  me  here  well  attended,  but  with  no 
appearance  of  force;  and  then  go  to  the  Lurlee  Khanum,  at  our 
house,  with  those  papers  ” — and  he  threw  what  he  had  to  him — 
“and  tell  her  we  shall  not  be  at  home  early,  as  we  have  to  attend  the 
King’s  Durbar,  and  that  we  are  well.  She  is  to  keep  the  papers  till 
we  come.” 

They  saw  the  boy’s  face  disappear,  and  heard  him  crawling  back 
over  the  terrac^.  Fortunately  he  had  not  been  observed,  and  he 
gained  the  bottom  of  the  steps  safely,  and  passed  out  among  the 
soldiers,  unchallenged,  on  his  double  mission. 

But  while  he  is  running  at  a  steady,  unvarying  trot,  not  staying 
even  to  take  breath,  we  must  follow  w'hat  the  Kotwal  had  to  say  to 
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the  old  Khan  and  his  son,  which  may  be  of  importance  in  the  eluci¬ 
dation  of  this  history. 

“  Fear  not,  my  father,”  said  Fazil  to  him,  as  voices  were  heard  at 
the  door,  ‘‘fear  not,  all  will  be  well.  The  boy  will  do  as  he  was  told ; 
and  mthout  alarm  or  force  of  any  kind  we  shall  be  soon  free.  But 
speak  not,  let  me  talk ;  you  are  to  know  nothing,  but  that  you  went 
to  fetch  me  when  I  sent  for  you  last  night.” 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

“  Lady,”  said  Goolab,  again  entering  suddenly,  “there  is  a  boy  in  the 
court  who  says  he  must  have  instant  speech  of  you.  He  will  tell  no 
one  what  he  has  to  say,  except  that  he  has  come  from  the  master.” 

“A  boy,  Goolab?  how  old  is  he?  can  I  see  him?  Qnick, 
woman,  my  veil — anything  to  cover  me,”  exclaimed  Lurlee. 

“  Take  this,  mother,”  said  Zjna,  unfastening  her  scarf ;  “  what 
need  of  concealment  with  a  boy  ?  I  will  go  aside.  Admit  him, 
Goolab  ;  he  may  have  news  of  them.” 

The  lad  entered  and  prostrated  himself  before  the  Khanum. 
“Take  these  papers,”  he  said.  “My  lord  the  Khan  hath  sent  them; 
you  are  to  keep  them,  and  no  one  is  to  see  them.  He  and  his  son 
are  well  and  safe,  and  will  go  to  the  King  in  the  afternoon.” 

“  Prophet  of  God,  what  is  this  ?”  cried  Lurlee.  “  Mahintta,  too? 
Well,  no  one  shall  take  them  from  me and,  so  saying,  she  stuffed 
them  into  that  most  convenient  and  unapproachable  of  all  lady’s 
hiding-places,  her  bodice. 

“  I  am  going,  lady,”  said  the  lad,  who  had  observed  the  action  ; 
“  they  are  safe  with  thee  now.” 

“  Not  before  thou  hast  eaten,  boy.  There  is  some  kicheri  ready  ” 
— he  null  not  mind  its  being  burnt,  she  thought — “thou  must  be 
hungry.” 

Ashruf  was,  to  say  the  truth,  hungry  enough;  but  he  resisted 
temptation.  “No,  lady,  let  me  go,”  he  said;  “  I  have  another  errand 
for  my  lord.  May  your  house  prosper.” 

“  Thou  art  right,”  retuined  Lurlee,  as  he  saluted  her  and  departed. 
“  Go  ;  God  speed  thee ;  thou  ai-t  a  good  lad.  And  now,  Zyna,  let  us 
attire  ourselves  in  fitting  garments,  and  go  to  the  palace,  for  time 
presses,  and  it  is  already  past  noon.” 

This,  however,  promised  to  be  no  easy  task  ;  and  if  Lurlee  Khanum 
had  had  time  to  consult  her  tables  in  a  fitting  manner,  the  colour 
and  particular  kind  of  garment  which  would  suit  that  period  of  the 
day,  and  in  which  the  wearer  would  be  lucky  or  unlucky,  must  have 
been  decided.  Goolab,  too,  and  the  other  women,  to  whom  the  idea 
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of  the  ladies  going  to  the  palace  could  be  no  other  than  an  occasion 
for  the  display  of  the  utmost  magnificence,  had  laid  out  costly  dresses 
of  cloth-of-gold,  brocade,  muslin,  satin  ;  and  a  petticoat  of  gorgeous 
purple  Italian  velvet,  trimmed  with  broad  silver  ribbon,  with  purple 
flowers  upon  it,  a  recent  acquisition  to  the  wardrobe,  was  especially 
tempting. 

“Pardon  me,  Klhanum,”  said  Kurreem-bee,  the  “Moghulanee,”  or 
liousehold  dressmaker  and  mistress  of  the  robes,  “but  on  an  occasion 
of  this  kind,  and  w’hen  a  petition  is  to  be  made,  we  should  know* 
something  of  the  mood  her  highness  the  B^gum  is  in,  and  the  gar¬ 
ments  should  agree  with  it.  Yellow  or  red,  with  gold  or  silver, 
might  excite  bile — blue  or  purple  wmuld  create  phlegm ;  and  w'hen 
my  lady  Chand-bee,  the  wife  of  Janee  Sahib  Dagtoray,  went  to 
visit - ” 

“  Now,  in  the  Prophet’s  name,  cease,  Kurreem-bee  !  ”  cried  Lurlee, 
interrupting  her  ;  “are  we  not  in  haste?  and  thou  standest  prating 
about  Chand-bee,  who  never  could  dress  herself  except  like  a  public 
dancing-girl.  Peace,  I  say.  Give  me  the  green  satin  petticoat  laced 
with  silver,  and  the  plain  white  scarf  with  gold  flowers ;  these,  with 
a  shawl,  will  be  enough.” 

Meanwhile  Goolab  and  some  other  women-servants  had  made  their 
preparations.  The  old  dame  was  aware  that  her  red  satin  petticoat, 
one  of  the  Khanum’s  presents,  would  be  much  in  her  way,  flapping 
about  her  legs  as  she  ran  by  the  litter;  and  as  the  ladies  were  settling 
themselves  in  their  seats,  she  tucked  it  up,  forming  it,  as  it  were, 
into  a  very  efiicient  pair  of  baggy  breeches,  reaching  to  her  knees, 
which  could  be  shaken  out  when  she  aiTived  at  the  palace  :  and  at 
the  same  time  tied  her  clean  muslin  scarf  about  her  waist  and 
shoulders,  in  such  a  manner  as  to  display  a  considerable  amount  of 
rotundity  in  directions  otherwise  perhaps  not  remarkable. 

“Ah,  ycm  may  laugh,  impudence,”  she  cried,  aiming  a  blow  at  a 
fine  sturdy  lad,  who,  with  others  bearing  spears,  had  just  entered  the 
court — “  you  may  laugh,  but  that’s  the  way  to  run and  she  kicked 
out  first  one  leg,  then  the  other,  by  way  of  proving  whether  the  petti¬ 
coat  arrangements  were  firm.  “  I  have  run  ten  coss  a-day  when  my 
lord  was  in  the  field,  and  carried  my  lady’s  hooka  into  the  bargain. 
Peace,  impudent  knaves  !  ”  she  continued  to  the  men,  as  the  laugh 
against  her  became  more  general  when  the  bearers  entered.  “  Take 
up  the  palankeen  and  let  us  go.  Bismilla !  ” 

There  w’as  no  time  for  further  colloquy,  for  the  men,  who  bad  been 
turned  out  of  the  court  wdiile  the  ladies  took  their  seats,  now  took 
up  the  palankeens:  and  the  band  of  spearmen,  arranging  themselves 
in  front,  were  joined  in  the  outer  court  by  a  strong  body  of  the 
Khan’s  horsemen,  and  the  little  procession  quickly  traversed  the  city, 
and  arrived  at  its  destination.  There  the  litters,  being  carried  into 
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the  women’s  court  of  the  Palace  of  the  Seven  Stories,  were  set  down 
at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  leading  to  the  apartments  in  which  the  King 
had  held  his  night  council. 

Goolab,  having  shaken  out  her  petticoat,  and  put  into  her  ears  and 
about  her  neck,  the  gold  ornaments  she  carried  with  her,  appeared 
once  more  in  her  proper  character:  and  i*eceived  the  salutations  of 
the  royal  Mamas,  who  were  to  condact  tne  ladies  to  the  chamber  of 
audience. 

We  have  before  described  this  apartment ;  and  the  broad  daylight, 
which  poured  through  the  now  open  casements,  fully  displayed  its 
richness  and  beauty.  Soft  quilted  cloths  had  been  laid  over  the  floor, 
and  white  muslin  sheets  tacked  to  them,  covered  the  whole.  Large 
pillows  had  been  placed  round  the  walls ;  and  in  the  deep  bays  and 
oriel  windows,  numerous  groups  of  ladies  and  their  children  were 
sitting  conversing  together  merrily,  and  spread,  as  it  were,  upon 
every  available  space  except  the  centre,  which  was  kept  clear. 

Lurlee  Khanum  was  not  prepai’ed  for  the  display  of  rich  dresses 
which  had  to  be  encountered,  but' assured  by  the  kind  tones  in  which 
she  was  welcomed  by  the  Queen,  sailed  up  to  her  with  measured 
steps,  causing  her  ample  satin  garment  to  swing  in  heavy  folds  from 
left  to  right,  and  back  again,  after  the  most  impressive  and  courtly 
fashion. 

Fyz-ool-Nissa,  the  King’s  wife,  was  as  yet  a  girl,  not,  indeed,  much 
older  than  Zyna  herself.  She  could  not  be  called  beautiful,  but  there 
w’as  a  frank  pleasant  expression  in  her  fair  countenance  which  was 
irresistibly  pleasing.  The  delicate  hands  and  arms,  sparkling  with 
jewels,  were  all  that  could  be  seen  of  her  person,  buried  as  it  was 
amidst  the  cloud  of  drapery  which  shrouded  her  as  she  sat  on  the 
King’s  seat  in  the  oriel,  and  seemed  an  earnest  of  its  grace  ;  as  also, 
indeed,  her  small  graceful  head  and  neck,  which  were  loaded  with 
costly  pearl  ornaments. 

“  The  wife  and  daughter  of  the  noble  Afzool  Khan  arc  alwavs 
w’elcome,”  said  the  Begum,  in  her  low  sweet  voice.  “  Come  and  sit 
here  by  me ;  ’tis  a  fair  sight  to  see  all  the  gallant  people  assembling, 
and  they  say  it  will  be  a  great  Durbar.  And  this  is  Zyna-bee  ?  Ah, 

girl,  they  have  often  told  me  thou  wert  fair,  but -  Well,  I  had 

better  not  say  it.  Come  hei’e,  child,  I  am  thy  mother  too ;  they  tell 
me  I  have  many  children,”  she  said,  laughing.  “  0,  so  many  !  ” 

“May  God  fill  your  lap  with  them,  may  they  climb  about  you, 
and  may  you  live  a  hundred  years  to  see  them  !  ”  said  Lurlee, 
earnestly. 

“And  here  is  one  already,”  said  the  Begum,  seating  Zyna  beside 
lier.  “Ah,  girl,  we  will  have  such  a  marriage  for  thee  soon - ” 

As  Zyna  bowed  down  blushingly,  Lurlee  seized  the  opportunity  of 
pressing  her  suit. 
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“  Lady,”  fihe  said,  putting  up  her  hands  in  a  respectful  attitude, 
“  thine  ear  for  a  moment.  I  had  a  petition - ” 

“Ah,  Khiinum!  ”  returned  Fyz-ool-Nissa,  witli  a  looJs:  of  disappoint¬ 
ment  ;  “  I  had  marked  this  day  for  rejoicing ;  for  the  heavy  cloud 
which  has  hung  over  my  head  so  long  is  gone,  and  thou  hast  brought 
me  a  petition,  and  I  hate  them.  I  never  get  matters  arranged  as  I 
like,  and  am  vexed -  To-morrow,  lady  ?  ” 

“  Only  for  my  husband  would  1  speak,”  replied  Lurlee,  firmly. 
“  He  and  his  son  were  decoyed  to  the  Kotwallee  early  to-day,  and 
they  cannot  get  to  the  King.  It  must  not  be  that  Afzool  Khan  is 

counted  a  laggard.  0  lady - !  ”  and  here  Luidee,  unable  to  contain 

herself  longer,  burst  into  tears. 

Fyz-ool-Nissa  looked  to  Zyna,  and  saw  a  confirmation  of  Lurlee’s 
tale  ill  the  face — in  those  great  eyes  brimful  of  tears,  and  quivering  lips. 

“Hush!  ”  said  the  B^gum,  “this  must  not  be  known.  O  that 
there  were  any  one  to  write  I  ” 

“  I — I  can  write,”  said  Zyna,  timidly. 

“  Thou,  girl  ?  well  done  I  Now,”  she  continued,  as  an  attendant 
brought  a  writing-case,  “write  what  thou  wilt,  but  be  quick.” 

It  was  soon  done.  A  few  words,  but  enough  for  the  purpose. 

“  Canst  thou  sign  it,  lady  ?  ”  asked  Zyna. 

“Yes,  child,  ’tis  all  they  could  ever  teach  me,”  replied  the  Begum, 
laughing  ;  “  and  here  is  my  seal,  too.  Ah  I  thou  art  a  little  clerk.” 

“  Her  father  makes  her  write  his  letters,”  said  Lurlee,  aiiologetic- 
ally,  as  the  Begum  clapped  her  hands,  and  an  old  eunuch,  who  had 
been  standing  at  the  foot  of  the  room,  advanced 

“  This  must  go  to  my  lord  instantly,”  said  the  Queen ;  “  some  one 
thou  canst  count  on  must  take  it,  Daood,  for  me.” 

“Myself,”  he  replied;  “no  other  can  do  this  eiTand.  Fear  not, 
lady,”  he  continued  earnestly  to  Lurlee,  “thy  noble  lord  hath  friends 
he  knows  not  of,  and  it  is  needful  he  should  be  in  the  Durbar  to-day. 
Inshalla  I  thou  wilt  soon  see  him  ?  Is  any  of  the  Paigah  here  to-day  ?  ” 

“Yes,”  returned  Lurlee,  joyfully,  “  more  than  fifty  men;  they  will 
be  with  the  troops  without.” 

“Twill  return  presently,”  said  the  man,  bowing  over  his  crossed 
arms ;  “  and  if  ye  will  watch  your  men  ye  will  see  whether  the  errand 
be  done  or  not.” 

So  the  ladies  sat  and  looked  out.  Bright  flashed  the  sun’s  rays 
from  spear  and  sword,  morion  and  gauntlet,  matchlock  and  shield, 
of  the  troops  gathering  before  the  hall  where  the  King  sat:  while 
the  gay  turbans,  vests  of  cloth-of-gold,  satins  and  brocades,  glowed 
in  the  bright  sunlight  like  a  bed  of  gorgeous  flowers. 

“  There  are  ten  thousand  brave  hearts  throbbing  for  my  lord !  ” 
cried  the  young  Queen,  clapping  her  hands.  “  Look,  lady  I  O  Alla, 
such  an  airay  of  armed  men  is  fearful,  yet  beautiful  I  ” 
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“  Ameen  !  ”  said  Lurlee,  earnestly.  “A  tliousand  times  ten  thou¬ 
sand  are  at  his  call,  if  he  will  only  lead  them !  Why  shouldst  thou 
fear,  lady  ?  I  have  ridden  with  my  lord  in  the  battle  and  felt  no 
fear.  But  look !  a  thousand  thanks  and  blessings  be  upon  thee  ! 
Yes,  they  go,  Raheem  Khan  and  all  the  spearmen.  Dost  thou  not  see 
them,  Zyna  ?  ” 

“Yes,  to  bring  my  father  and  Fazil,”  cried  Zyna,  in  her  turn 
clapping  her  hands  exultingly.  “  Yes,  they  wdll  repay  thee,  O  my 
queen — my  mother ;  they  will  repay  thee  with  their  lives.” 

“  Nay,  no  tears  now,  girl,”  said  Fyz-ool-Nissa  gaily.  “  Look  out 
over  the  cavaliers  yonder,  and  wait  patiently.  Inshalla  !,  your 
people  will  return  speedily.” 

So  they  sat,  silently  now,  praying  inwardly  for  their  safety,  though 
the  time  seemed  terribly  long,  as  they  looked  over  the  gathering 
masses  of  men :  over  the  gardens,  mosques,  and  palaces  of  the 
nobility :  and  over  the  country  beyond,  where,  in  the  quivering 
noonday  light,  and  now  fervid  heat,  the  blue  distance  seemed  melting 
into  the  sky. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

Jehandar  Beg  felt  that  the  communications  he  had  heard  might 
have  somewhat  disarranged  his  appearance,  and  he  would  not  for 
the  world  be  suspected  by  Afzool  Khan  of  agitation  of  any  kind  ;  his 
ample  beard  must  not  be  disordered,  nor  a  hair  of  his  eyebrows 
crooked.  A  glance  in  a  small  mirror,  which  hung  in  the  anteroom, 
proved  that  the  barber’s  skill  was  necessary,  and  he  sent  for  his  own 
servant.  What'other  hand,  indeed,  could  be  allowed  to  meddle  with 
that  glorious  beard,  or  to  regulate  the  orthodox  breadth  of  the  mous¬ 
tache  and  eyebrows  ?  Who  understood  the  proper  darkening  of  the 
spot  ir  the  centre  of  the  forehead,  as  if  it  were  always  being  rubbed 
against  the  ground  in  perpetual  prayer,  like  Habeeb  Mehtur,  the 
chief  of  his  craft  ?  and  finally,  who  so  admirable  a  chnmicler  of  all 
domestic  scandal,  in  which  Beejapoor  was  at  least  as  prolific  as  other 
cities  of  similar  size  and  peculiarity  of  social  morals  ? 

So  Habeeb,  having  been  summoned,  found  his  master  sitting  alone 
where  we  last  left  him,  reclining  against  his  pillow  in  the  small  room 
before  described,  and  saw,  at  a  glance,  that  his  spirit  was  troubled. 

Having  mad^  his  obeisance,  which  was  not  acknowledged,  or  barely 
so,  the  barber  at  once  set  to  work,  removing  the  conical  lambskin 
cap  which  Jehandar  Beg  always  wore,  and  subjecting  the  whole 
scalp  to  a  series  of  manipulations  which  were  inexpressibly  soothing. 
How  lightly  moved  the  practised  fingers  along  lines  of  muscles  and 
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nerves  !  bow  carefully  was  every  stray  bail*  put  back  into  its  proper 
place,  or  deftly  eifidicated  with  the  sharj)  tweezers.  Then,  as  the 
momentous  mutters  of  eyebrow.^,  moustache,  aird  beard  were  severally 
approached,  and  where  the  Kdtwai’s  rough  hand  had  rubbed  his 
chin,  pushed  up  the  moustache,  or  disturbed  the  eyebrows  till 
every  hair  seemed  battling  Avith  its  neighbour  or  bristling  in  anger 
— ail  Avas  soon  reduced  to  order,  and  the  cap  replaced.  Jehandar 
Beg  felt  a  refre.shing  coolne.ss  pciwade  his  head,  the  nervous  excite- 
inent  Avas  remoA'cd,  and  a  calmness  supervened  Avhich  he  required 
for  Avhat  he  had  to  do. 

Yes,  a  master  in  lies  art !  Habeeb  had  made  a  masterly  periuini- 
unee  ;  and  yet  so  cjuickly  ! — long  enough,  hoAvever,  for  those  much- 
coveted  ])apers  to  be  taken  far  from  his  master’s  chance  of  possession 
to  a  ])lace  of  safety. 

“  Shookr,  Shookr,  Habeeb  !”  (Thanks,  thanks!),  said  the  Kotwal 
at  length.  “  Hast  thou  any  news,  friend  ?  ” 

What  Avas  the  barber  to  say  ?  News  ?  yes,  plenty  1  There  Avas 
no  lack  of  that,  such  as  his  master  relished;  but  Avoidd  it  bo  wel¬ 
come  ? 

“  Thci’e  was  a  grand  entertainment  at  the  NaAvab  Alla-ool-Hoolk’s 
last  night,  and  some  new  singers  from  the  Carnatic  Avere  there.  jMv 
lord  should  hear  one  of  them.  She  is  very  lovely,”  he  replied 
cautiously. 

“  Except  the  blessed  Mary,  and  Eathma,  and  Ayesha — on  avIjosc 
names  be  peace ! — I  Avish  all  Avomen  Averc  in  the  burning  pit,”  taid 
Jehandar  Beg  saA'agely,  and  his  hand  approached  his  beard. 

“  Khdda  na  khasta  bashud!”  (God  forbid!),  exclaimed  Habeeb, 
staying  it.  “  God  forbid  my  lord  should  touch  Avhat  has  been  done  ! 
hlvcn  in  that  exclamation  a  hundred  hairs  liaA^e  started  up.  May 
his  slaA'e  ask  Avhat  has  discomposed  the  fountain  of  justice  this 
morning  ?  ” 

“  There  Avas  some  one  ill  in  the  palace  last  night,  and  a  Fakeer  avus 
sent  for,  Avho  shouted  ‘Ulla  dilaya  to  loonga.’  Who  was  that  man  ? 
and  AA’ho  Avas  ill  ?  ”  asked  Jehandar  Beg,  not  heeding  the  question. 

“  Jly  lord,  no  one  Avas  ill  that  I  know  of.  About  the  Fakcer  I 
Avill  ascertain,  if  possible,”  replied  the  barber.  “  I  can  tell  my  lord  one 
thing,  hoAA'ever  ;  the  Shah — jnay  his  splendour  increase — went  out, 
even  as  the  Khaleefa,  of  honoured  memory,  of  Avhom  avc  read — ■ 
Haroun  bin-al  Rasheed — Avas  in  the  habit  of  doing,  to  see  after  his 
subjects  for  himself,  to  hear  with  his  OAvn  ears ;  and,  if  people  say 
the  truth,  there  is  enough  for  him  to  hear,  if  he  chose  to  impiire.” 

The  men  understood  each  other  perfectly,  and  exchanged  glances. 

“  People  will  talk,  friend,”  said  the  KotAA^al  ;  “  but  Avhere  did  he 
go  ?  if  thou’rt  sure  he  Avent.” 

“  Nay,  that  is  more  than  your  poor  slave  knows.  They  say  he 
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took  the  young  Fazil  Khan  with  him,  or  else  the  Wnzeer’s  son. 
Sure  lie  went  ?  yes,  my  lord,  quite  sure,”  said  the  man,  emphatically. 
“  I  was  in  the  citadel,  and  saw  him  go  out,” 

“  Ay,  indeed  !  Boy’s  tricks,  boy’s  tricks,  Habeeb  ;  yet  that  Fazil 
Khan  was  accounted  a  steady  youth:  but  he  is  in  trouble  about 
last  nio^lit.” 

“  Ah,  master !  we  have  all  been  like  him  once,”  said  the  bar’uer, 
chuckling.  “  I  suppose  it  was  one  of  the  new  dancers - ” 

“  Except  that  we  did  no  murder,  friend,”  returned  the  Kotwal. 
interrupting  him. 

“  Is  my  lord  veri/  particular  about  a  noble  slaying  a  thief,  or  a 
night  brawler  ?  ”  asked  the  barber. 

“  0  no  !  and  it  will  be  settled.  And  now  you  may  go,  Habeeb — 
find  out  who  was  visited  last  night ;  perhaps  ...  no  matter  .  .  . 
and  thou  shalt  have  thy  mouth  filled,  after  our  Persian  fashion, 
with  gold  zecchins  and  sugar-candy.  There  are  a  couple  in  earnest 
of  more.” 

“  May  the  sun  of  your  splendour  increase  in  brightness,  master  !” 
returned  the  man,  taking  the  money,  and  retreating  backwards  till 
he  gained  the  door,  “  I  will  inouire - —  ” 

“  And  now  for  this  boy  and  his  I’ough  father,”  said  Jehandar  Beg, 
speaking  to  himself,  as  the  door  closed  on  the  barber;  “if  they 
could  be  gained  ?  Well,  I  must  see.  If  not- — w'e  cannot  allow' 
them  to  live  ;  they  are  too  powerful,”  and  he  rose  and  went  into  the 
outer  hall. 

“And  no  one  has  passed  here,  Ja:Sur?”  said  Jehandar  Beg  to 
the  Nubian  slave,  w'ho,  with-  some  others,  watched  the  door  of  the 
court  w'here  Afzool  Khan  was  confined. 

“  No  one,  my  lord,  except  the  servants  with  their  meal.” 

“  Did  they  speak  to  him  ?  ” 

“  Not  a  w'ord,  my  lord  ;  I  listened  carefully.” 

“ Have  the  Khan  and  his  son  been  speaking  to  each  other?” 

“  Yes,  frequently  ;  but  as  they  have  moved  to  the  other  side  of 
the  court,  w’hich  is  now'  in  shadow',  I  cannot  hear  them.  My  lord 
is  going  in  ?  Should  we  not  attend  ?  They  are  anned.” 

“  I  am  not  afraid,  Jaffnr ;  put  up  thy  weapon.  Keep  the  door 
ajar,  but  do  not  enter,  r>.nd,  on  your  life,  let  no  one  listen.  Do  yc 
bear,  all  of  vc  ?  ” 

“  Jo  hookum !  ”  (as  you  order),  cried  all  together,  dispersing  a.- 
the  Kotwal  entered. 

Afzool  Khan  and  his  sou  w'ere  sitting,  us  JalTur  Imd  described,  in 
the  opposite  corner  of  the  court  from  the  door;  for  the  sun  was 
now  shining  with  a  painful  glare  of  heat  into  that  side  by  which 
the  Kotw'al  entered,  while,  opposite,  the  cool  verandah  was  rendered 
mere  refreshing  from  the  shadow  of  a  large  champa  tree,  which  fell 
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over  the  building  and  enclosure  where  they  were.  They  rose 
courteously  as  the  Kdtwal  advanced,  and,  saluting  him  gravely,  yet 
without  any  expression  of  impatience  at  detention,  requested  him  to 
be  seated. 

It  was  no  part  of  Jehandar  Beg’s  policy  to  attempt  to  bully.  If 
he  could  find  out  w'hat  the  affair  of  the  night  had  really  been,  or 
obtain  a  clue  to  the  truth  of  that  which  had  been  alleged  of  the 
King ;  in  short,  anything  which  might  serve  as  a  guide  to  action,  or 
as  means  of  warning  to  the  Wuzeer,  it  would  be  enough. 

“  I  trust  my  honoured  guests  have  been  fittingly  attended  to  ?  ” 
he  asked,  as  he  subsided  on  his  heels  at  a  respectful  distance  from 
the  old  Khan,  joining  his  hands  after  the  most  defei'ential  and 
most  elegant  of  Persian  customs.  “  I  trust  the  repast  was  served 
hot.  My  lords  must  excuse  my  absence,  and  my  being  taken 
unawares.  Had  I  expected  the  honour  of  their  company,  then, 
indeed,  Zoolficar’s  skill  should  have  been  put  forth.” 

“  The  kabobs  and  kicheri  were  excellent,  Meerza  Sahib,”  replied 
Afzool  Khan,  politely.  “  I  was  to  have  had  the  same  at  my  own 
house  ;  and  there  Avere  other  dishes,  too.  Verily,  your  cook  must 
l)e  a  treasure  ;  there  is  not  such  another  in  the  city.” 

My  lord,  a  poor  slave,  who  followed  me  from  my  own  deal' 
country,  and  has  remained  here  with  me.  Yes,  he  has  a  pretty  skill 
in  the  art,  and  .  .  .  but  you  have  yet  to  know  what  he  can  do.  .  .  . 
If  I  might  send  him  one  day - ” 

“Shookr,  shookr!  (thanks),  Meerza  Sahib.  Yes,  we  will  see 
about  it.  InshaUa  !  inshalla  !  ”  replied  the  Khan,  cheerily,  “  an 
excellent  idea — and  come  yourself.” 

The  Kotwal  thought  he  had  made  a  favourable  impression. 

After  all,  there  was  nothing  in  the  murder  matter  that  you  need 
care  about,  Meah  Sahib,”  he  continued  blandly,  to  Fazil  Khan. 

‘  Pardon  me  if  I  was"  rude  this  morning,  but  when  we  are  at 
business,  you  know,  there  can  be  no  distinction  of  persons.” 

None,  said  Fazil,  gravely  ;  “  but  who  ivas  the  man  found  dead  ? 
You  said  one  had  been  killed.” 

0,  only  a  Kafir  Hindu  ;  some  son  of  a  burnt  father,  who  is 
gone  to  burn  with  him,”  laughed  the  Kdtw'al.  “  I  don’t  know ;  the 
body  is  not  yet  claimed.  By  the  way,  Meah,  it  was  strange  enough 
that  you  should  have  been  just  in  time  to  save  that  Lalla.” 

■^h,  yes;  what  has  become  of  him  ?”  asked  Fazil  innocent! v. 
‘•You  promised  he  should  be  seen  to.” 

And  1  liave  done  as  I  promised,  Meah.  Habeeb  has  dressed  the 
wound,  which  is  but  a  scratch,  and  the  man  has  eaten  heartilv  ; 
pcrha]i3  he  was  not  much  hurt,  after  all.” 

“  Perhaps  not,”  said  Fazil,  significantly,  “  but  it  was  well  he  fell 
into  good  hands.’’ 


244 


TARA  : 


“Yes,”  returned  the  Kdtwal  musingly,  “was  it  not  sti’angc  what 
he  told  the  Duffadar  about  Pahar  Singh  and  the  Shah’s  secretary  ? 
I  have  heard  that  my  lord,  the  Meerza,  was  out  last  night  late,  and 
at  a  temple.  Could  it  have  been  thei*e  ?  ” 

“  To  meet  Pahar  Singh  ?  I  should  hardly  say  it  was  likely,” 
returned  Fazil. 

“  Nay,  inoi’e,  that  the  Asylum  of  the  Faith — the  King  himself — 

was  there  also.  At  least — at  least - ” 

Fazil  saw  Jehandar  Beg  was  not  sure.  It  was  a  mere  gues.s,  for 
which  there  was  perhaps  suspicion,  but  he  laughed  aloud  and  re¬ 
plied,  “A  good  joke,  Meerza  Sahib;  pei'haps  they  say  I  was  with  him !” 

“Well,”  returned  the  Kotwal,  wagging  his  head,  “the  fact  i.s, 
they  do  ;  and  perhaps  you  were,  my  young  friend.  Let  me  see  ;  his 
highness  is  about  your  own  age.  When  I  was  as  old  I  remember 
the  Shah,  with  some  others  of  us,  used  to  have  frolics  now  and  then 

in  the  bazars  of  Isfahan.  Ah,  Mcah,  there  were - ” 

Fazil  made  a  gesture,  as  if  his  father,  w’ho  was  sitting  bolt 
upri  8:1 ‘t,  with  his  eyes  shut,  might  not  like  to  hear  the  remainder. 

“  Yes,”  continued  the  Kotwal,  “  if  ye  did  go,  what  matter?  ” 

“I  have  before  .said  that  Bulwunt  Rao  was  my  companion,  not 
the  King  ;  and  the  rest  you  know  of,”  interrupted  the  young  Khan. 

“  Not  all,  Meah;  but  we  are  out  of  court  now,  and  I  am  quite  sure 
of  my  young  friend’s  good  faith  to  let  me  know  anything  that  con¬ 
cerns  the  state  interests,  the  King,  or  the  Wuzocr;  and  so,  Mcah 

Sahib,  if  we  could  examine  those  papers  together - ” 

“Ah,  yes!  the  papers,  Meerza,  you  would  not  understand  them — 
thev  were  i^Iahratta.” 

“Bnt  we  could  find  a  Karkoou  to  read  them,  and  you  are  known 
to  speak  that  language,  IMeah  ?  ” 

“True,  Meerza  Sahib,  I  do  ;  but  the  papers  arc  not  here - ” 

“Not  here,  sir!”  cried  Jehandar  Beg,  with  an  ominous  scowl 
pa.s.sing  over  his  face,  at  which  Afzool  Khan  involuntarily  allowed 
his  hand  to  steal  to  his  sivord  hilt,  as  it  lay  ou  the  ground.  “Not 
here  ?  ” 

“  Not  here,”  echoed  Fazil  demurely,  dropping  his  eyes. 

“  But  they  were  here  when  you  came  this  morning  ?” 

“Certainly  they  woi’e;  and  one  of  our  people  took  them  home 
for  me.” 

“Yet  you  promised  they  should  be  forthcoming  ulienevcr  f  re- 
t|uh'ed  them  ?  Beware,  Fazil  Khan,  how  you  entangle  yourself  in 
this  matter,”  retunied  the  Kdtwal,  sternly. 

“  I  do  not  think  I  made  any  promise,  ]\foerz:i  Sahib,”  replit  d 
Fazi!  ;  “  ’tis  you  who  must  be  mistaken,  pariloii  mo  for  saying  .so. 
I  .said  they  concerned  the  King,  our  lord  and  master,  and  would  bo 
siiown  to  him  only  :  and  in  Durbar  to-day  they  will  bo  presented  to 
him.  You  will  lie  there,  of  course  ?” 
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“  By  Alla  !  ”  exclaimed  the  Kofwal ;  “  bat  if - ” 

At  the  oath  the  old  Khan  fairly  took  his  sword  in  his  left  hand, 
and  placed  it  across  his  knees,  while  he  looked  grimly  at  his  liost ; 
and  Tazil  saw  the  upper  portion  of  his  father’s  moustache,  where  it 
touched  his  cheek,  quivering  with  suppressed  rage. 

Jeluiiidar  Beg  checked  himself,  and  said,  deferentially,  “Forgive 
the  oath,  Khan  Sahib,  and  you  know  enough  of  Persians  to  excuse 
it.  It  would  have  been  pleasant,  as  fellow-servants  of  the  King,  to 
have  shared  your  confidence.  As  it  is  denied,  1  yieM  the  point) 
and  you  are  welcome  to  all  the  credit  of  the  service  you  will  do  my 
lord.  But  what  say  you,  gentlemen,  to  assi.sting  me  to  re-examine 
that  Khayet  who  is  detained  without;  you  acknowledge,  Meah 
Sahib,  at  least,  that  he  was  rescued  by  you — perhaps  from  death  ?” 

“  You  have  a  strange  memory,  Kotwal  Sahib,  to-day,”  said  Fazil, 
smiling.  “  I  never  said  I  rescued  him,  I  think.  Send  for  the  man ; 
no  doubt  you  will  hear  all  you  wish  from  him,  and  will  believe 
him.  I  do  not  appear  to  be  very  credible  to  you  to- day.” 


CHAPTER  XLI. 

As  the  Kdtwal  rose  to  go  to  the  door,  the  old  Khan  whispered  tohi.s 
son,  Y  e  can  seize  him,  Fazil,  if  needs  be,  and  put  a  dagger  into 
liim.  The  man  is  not  fit  to  live.  He  is  even  now  plotting  some¬ 
thing;  I  know  it,  trust  him  not,  my  son.” 

“If  needs  be,  father,  I  am  reaciy ;  but  no  violence  yet,”  replied 
Fazil;  “wait  till  the  W  uzeer’s  son  is  announced.” 

“  Tlip  man  has  been  sent  for,  ’  said  Jehandar  Beg’,  returning  to  hi.i 
seat,  “and  will  be  here  presently.”  He  had  given  his  own  directions 
to  the  guard  outside  to  stand  by  the  door,  yet  no  nearer  than  was 
needful  for  precaution. 

The  Lallii  was  not  long  detained.  Almost  as  Jehandar  Beg  had 
seated  himself — this  time  a  little  nearer  to  Fazil — he  opened  the 
door,  which  was  closed  after  him,  and  advanced  towards  the  partv 
in  a  courtly  but  respectful  manner.  Fazil  hardly  recognized  the  man, 
so  completely  had  rest  .and  good  clothes  improved  him.  His  face  was 
clean  shaved,  his  moustache  and  hair  were  trimmed  and  oiled.  His 
small  turban  tied  neatly  in  the  Nustalik  fashion  of  the  imi>erial 
court,  which  was  strange  at  Beejapoor.  The  clothes  he  woi'e,  though 
somewhat  too  large,  were  yet  clean  wlute  muslin;  and  a  handsome 
Peraiau  shawl  over  his  shoulders,  proved  that  his  personal  comfort 
had  been  well  attended  to  under  Jehandar  Beg’s  orders. 

“  I  trust  you  are  better  now,”  said  Fazil  to  the  Lalla,  kindly,  .as. 
after  his  very  courtly  advance,  in  which  he  l)owed  his  head  verv  low. 
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turned  out  bis  toes  very  wide,  and  put  his  elbows  as  far  behind  him 
as  possible,  he  sat  down  much  after  the  manner  of  Jehandar  Beg,  on 
the  left  hand  of  the  Kotwal. 

“  jNIy  lord’s  house  will  prosper  for  his  kindness  to  a  poor  stranger,’* 
said  the  Lalla.  “What  more  delightful  to  exereise,  what  more 
grateful  to  God,  than  hospitality  ?  ’’  and  he  quoted  a  verse  from  the 
poet  Saadi  on  the  subject,  which  he  followed  by  another  and  another. 

“Enough,  friend,”  said  Jehandar  Beg,  laughing.  “No  need  to 
prove  your  scholarly  attainments  ;  they  are  not  needed  at  present. 
Now,  Ave  all.  bid  you  not  to  fear ;  but  tell  us,  in  plain  terms,  what 
happened  before  this  brave  young  gentleman  rescued  you  last  night.” 

The  Lalla  was  not  very  clear  as  to  what  course  he  Avas  to  take ;  he, 
too,  was  Avatching  his  game. 

“My  lord,  noble  sirs,  they  Avere  Gosais  Avho  found  me  in  the  temple, 
and  ye  are  Moslem  gentlemen,  or  nobles.” 

“Very  true,”  said  Fazil.  “ Noa\%  look  at  me  carefully,  and  try  if 
yon  cannot  remember  me  as  one  Avho  lifted  you  up  after  you  had 
been  robbed.” 

“Ah,  yes,  noble  sir,  now  I  do  remember,”  cried  the  Lalla ;  “I  owe 
my  life  to  yoAA,  sir,  my  life.  When  I  screamed,  you  must  have  heard 
me.  I  pray  you,  let  me  kiss  yoxAr  feet.” 

The  action  was  an  ordinary  one  of  gratitude,  yet  enough  to  admit 
of  Fazil’s  passing  a  A\'ell-known  signal  of  silence  to  the  man  as  ho 
removed  his  hands,  while  the  old  Khan  cried  grimly — 

“Make  your  reverence  to  your  God,  if  you  have  one,  not  to  my 
son.  Is  he  an  idol,  that  you  boAv  doAxm  to  him  ?  ” 

“I  mean  no  offence ;  pardon  me,  my  lord,”  said  the  Lalla,  humbly. 
“  T  Avas  only - ” 

The  opening  of  the  door  interrupted  the  Lalla’s  speech,  Avhich 
Avould  have  been  very  floAvery  and  hyperbolic. 

^An  attendant  entered  and  spoke  to  the  KotAA'al.  “My  lord, 
IvoAA'as  Khan  has  arrived  ;  is  he  to  be  admitted  ?” 

“Tell  him  I  kiss  his  hands;  I  am  engaged  with  these  Avorthy 
gentlemen,”  returned  Jehandar  Beg,  looking  round  ;  “  and  pray  ask 
him  to  excuse  me  tor  a  short  time.  If  he  Avould  like  a  hooka,  or 
coffee,  or  sherbet,  let  him  have  all  he  desires.” 

“And  his  attendants  ?  ” 

“  Let  any  of  proper  rank  sit  Avith  him,  the  rest  can  remain  in  the 
outer  CO  art.” 

“Very  good,  my  lord,”  said  the  servant,  and  he  shut  the  door. 

During  this  interruption,  a  very  pretty  piece  of  pantomime  had 
been  executed  betAvecn  the  eyes  of  Fazil  and  the  Lalla.  It  Avould 
have  been  more  complete,  perhaps,  could  Fazil  ha\’e  used  his  hands 
also,  but  he  dare  not.  As  it  avus,  hoAA-ever,  the  Lalla  seemed  to 
understand  all  that  AA'as  required;  and  the  deli£’’bffnllv  comnreu^’n'jivo 
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manner  in  which  he  half  shut  his  eyes,  bowed  his  head,  and  smiled 
blandly  though  almost  imperceptibly,  would  have  been  fit  example 
for  any  diplomatist.  Nothing  could  be  seen  by  the  Kotwal,  for,  in 
order  to  speak  to  the  servant,  it  had  been  requisite  for  him  to  lean 
behind  the  Lnlla’s  back. 

Jehandar  Beg  lost  two  points  by  his  movement ;  one  we  have  seen, 
the  other  was  a  more  serious  one.  For  as  he  moved,  the  letters  which 
had  been  given  to  him  by  iloro  Trimmul’s  agent,  and  which  he  had 
put  into  a  side-pocket  of  his  dress,  protruded  a  little  as  he  reached 
over,  and,  when  he  settled  himself  again,  remained  projecting  half 
out  of  that  receptacle.  He  was  not  aware  of  it,  but  they  attracted 
Fazil’s  immediate  attention.  These  he  must  have  at  any  risk — for 
he  had  seen  the  seal  of  the  rebel  Rajah  on  them — and  he  again 
roused  his  father  by  the  short  cough  they  had  agreed  upon. 

“  Now,  Lallajee,  tell  us  all.  You  see  you  are  among  friends  ;  but 
we  are  hungry  for  fruit — flowers  do  not  satisfy  us,”  said  Jehandar 
Beg,  jocQsely  rubbing  his  hands,  and  speaking  in  Persian,  his  own 
language. 

“  My  lords,  what  can  I  say?”  retumed  the  Lalla,  simply.  “  I  am 
what  you  see,  a  poor  scholar.  Delhi  is  fiill  of  such,  and  we  are 
starving.  Every  one  said,  ‘  Go  to  the  King  of  the  Dekhan ;  ho  is 
wise,  ho  is  generous,  he  is  accomplished ;  he  is  a  patron  of  literature.’ 
So  your  poor  sei'vant  prepared  two  copies  of  verses ;  one  in  Sanscrit, 
in  which  the  third  letter  of  every  line  is  the  same,  T - ” 

“ilashalla!”  said  Jehandar  Beg,  laughing,  “Te-tum — te  te,  te- 
ta-te  to,  Te  ta-hah  !  Like  that,  Lallajee  ?  0  yes ;  our  Bi’ahmuns 

here  make  odes,  in  which  all  the  words  end  in  skri,  pri,  dri ;  or  else 
msh,  kshsh,  rshsh-dshush.  One  would  think  all  the  mud  in  the  Dek¬ 
han  was  squelching  under  their  feet ;  but  go  on.” 

“  My  lord  is  pleased  to  be  witty,”  retumed  the  Lalla,  with  a  bland 
smile,  turning  towards  bis  host  and  joining  hands.  “  Then  I  had  a 
Persian  ode.  It  was  nothing — nothing — a  poor  thing  altogether ; 
only,  if  my  lords  wish,  I  could  repeat  it.  Methinks  there  was  some 
elegance  about  it,  if  nothing  else.” 

“  God  forbid  !  ”  returned  the  Kotwal,  echoed  by  Fazil  and  the 
Khan.  “  Go  on.” 

“  Well,  my  lords,  as  you  wish,”  continued  the  Lalla.  “  Some  other 
day  I  may  be  more  fortunate  ;  and,  with  your  permission,  I  will 
resume  my  history.  I  had  saved  a  few  gold  pieces,  and  I  had 
enough  to  keep  my  family  for  a  year.  I  left  them  in  my  house, 
and  I  have  graduallv  made  my  way  hither  by  Ahmednut^ger  and 
Sholapoor.  That  is  all.” 

“Go  on,”  said  Fazil.  “  How  didst  thou  get  here  from  Sholapoor  ?” 

“I  came  with  some  Gosais,  as  they  appeared  to  be,  who  met  me  at 
a  village,  A1 — ,  A1 — .  I  forget — just  after  you  cross  the  river 
Bheema.” 
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“  Almella,”  suggested  the  Khan,  interruptiiig  him. 

“  Yes,  that  was  it.  Tlicy  said  they  knew  of  a  comfortable  lodging 
in  a  temple  or  a  mutt ;  but  if  we  arrived  late  we  must  be  content 
with  whatever  shelter  we  could  get.  I  do  not  know,  sirs,  whether 
they  purposely  delayed  me  by  the  way — for,  indeed,  the  roads  were 
very  muddy ;  but  we  arrived  after  sunset,  and  they  took  me  to  a 
temple  of  Bhow’ani,  in  a  grove.  So  long  as  it  was  light  the  place 
did  not  look  amiss  for  temporary  shelter;  but  when  it  grew  dark, 
and  the  wind  began  to  moan  in  the  trees,  I  thought,  sirs,  that  the 
men’s  looks  changed,  and — and  I  began  to  tremble,  yet  unable  to 
help  myself — as  one  lies  bound  sometimes  in  a  dream. 

“  What  could  your  slave  do,  sirs  r*  At  length  they  talked 
together  in  an  unknown  tongue,  and  all  fell  upon  me,  strangled  me, 
and  took  what  money  I  had,  and  my  clothes,  and  I  knew  no  more 
till  this  valiant  gentleman  and  some  one  else  roused  me  and  took  me 
to  a  guard-house,  where  1  was  well  cared  for.” 

“  Why  do  you  tell  lies  ?  ”  said  the  Kotwal,  who,  though  unable  to 
make  objection  to  the  very  probable  story  which  the  Lalla  had 
invented,  felt  conscious  there  was  no  truth  in  it.  “  Ah,  man  with  a 
burnt  father,  tell  the  truth ;  we  are  no  enemies  of  thine  !  Do  not  eat 
dirt  at  our  hands !  Why  did  the  Shah’s  secretary  visit  thee  at  the 
temple  ?  Speak ;  it  shall  be  well  for  thee.  We  are  all  friends  of  his 
Majesty’s  here.” 

A  very  slight  compression  of  Fazil’s  under  lip  was  sufficient  guide 
for  the  Lalla.  “  The  King’s  secretary  ?  God  defend  us !  ”  cried  the 
Lalla,  innocently ;  “  what  should  I  have  to  do  with  the  secretary  ? 
Ah,  sii’s,  why  this  oppression  of  a  poor  slave  like  me — a  stranger 
without  friends  ?  Did  you  see  the  secretary  when  you  came  to  rescue 
me,  noble  sir  ?  ” 

“Not  I,  indeed;  thou  wast  lying  among  the  ashes,  senseless 
enough.  All  we  heard  was  a  scream,  which  sounded  like  one  in 
distress,  and  we  entered  the  court,”  said  Fazil,  simply. 

The  Kotwal  looked  from  one  to  the  other,  but  he  could  find  out 
no  sign  of  intelligence.  He  was  fairly  puzzled. 

“  'Then  why  that  respectable  Duffadar’s  account  of  what  you  said  to 
him  in  the  guard-house  ?  ”  cried  Jehandar  Beg,  jerking  himself  sud¬ 
denly  round  so  as  to  confront  the  Lalla,  while  he  seconded  the  move¬ 
ment  by  an  empliatic  blow  on  the  floor.  “  What  about  Pahar  Singh  r  ” 

As  he  did  so,  his  sleeve  caught  one  of  the  letters  projecting  from 
his  pocket,  which  flew  into  the  centre  of  the  group.  Fazil  picked 
it  up,  and  returned  it  with  a  polite  bow,  but  not  before  he  had 
distinctly  seen  the  seal  of  the  Rajah  Sivaji  Bhoslay  upon  it,  and  the 
memorandum  in  the  corner,  which  Jehandar  Beg  had  written 
for  the  Wuzeer,  and  marked  private.  Jehandar  Beg’s  confusion  on 
receiving  the  letter  could  not  be  concealed,  and  Fazil  felt  that, 
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Imving  seen  what  was  not  intended  foi*  hini,  he  was  in  greater 
danger  than  before. 

“  What  about  Pahar  Singh  ?”  echoed  the  Lalla,  who  had  observed 
the  confused  expression  of  Jehandar  Beg’s  countenance,  and  seen 
also  what  Ixe  was  quite  familiar  with,  the  rebel  Rajah’s  seal.  “  My 
lord,  your  servant  heard  a  great  deal  of  him,  as  he  came  here  through 
the  country.  Everybody,  from  Ahmednugger  to  Sholapoor,  spoke 
of  Pahar  Singh,  and  warned  me  of  Pahar  Singh,  but  the  Gosais 
did  not  appear  to  fear  him,  and  said  he  never  touched  companies  of 
travelling  beggars.  I  remember  now,”  continued  the  Lalla,  dreamily, 
“  I  think  some  one  asked  me  whether  Pahar  Singh  had  robbed  me. 
Perhaps  I  said  yes,  I  don’t  know ;  I  might  have  said  anything,  good 
sirs,  for  I  was  like  one  in  a  hideous  dream ;  and  this  robber  every¬ 
body  appeared  to  know : — in  the  bazars,  in  temples,  mutts,  serais — 
Pahar  Singh,  Pahar  Singh — nothing  but  Pahar  Singh  all  the  way. 
I  heard  enough  of  him.” 

“  Thou  liest,  Lalla.  I  have  warnea  tliee  once,  and  again  warn 
thee — beware  of  the  torture!”  cried  Jehandar  Beg  savagely,  and 
from  between  his  closed  teeth ;  “  a  word  and - ” 

“Jehandar  Beg,”  said  Afzool  Khan,  interrupting,  “you  and  I  are 
old  friends,  and  1  am  your  guest,  so  also  is  this  man.  Good  or  evil 
of  him  I  know  not,  neither  do  I  care :  but  torture  shall  not  be  used ; 
and  so  far  as  I  know  or  have  seen,  he  says  nothing  but  the  truth, 
We  are  helpless  enough  here,  ray  son  and  I,  but  we  will  not  allow 
liim  to  be  touched  with  any  of  your  vile  instruments.  Question 
him  otherwise  as  you  please,  it  is  your  duty.” 

The  tone  of  the  old  Khan’s  voice,  habitually  stern,  seemed  more 
so  than  usual  to  Jehandar  Beg.  Should  he  resent  it  and  call  in  his 
men  ?  It  was  the  thought  of  a  moment.  He  would  have  done 
this,  but  that  he  knew  the  Wuzeer’s  son  sat  without ;  he,  at  least, 
was  faithful  to  Fazil,  and  might  not  object  to  prove  his  devotion  to 
the  old  Khan,  in  the  hope  of  its  dcing  service  in  his  suit  for  Zyna. 

“  Khan  Sahib - ”  returned  Jehandar  Beg,  putting  up  his  joined 

hands. 

He  could  not  finish  the  sentence.  Fazil,  on  pretence  of  arranging 
his  shawl  about  his  shoulders,  threw  it  with  a  sudden  gesture  over 
the  Kotwal’s  head,  and  closed  it  behind,  throwing  Jehandar  Beg  on 
his  face,  while,  at  the  same  instant,  a  dagger  flashed  from  the  old 
Khan’s  waistband,  and  was  held  by  him  close  to  the  Kotwal’s  heart, 
and  so  that  the  point  actually  pricked  the  skin. 

“  Take  out  those  letters,  Lalla,  from  his  pocket.  In  the  name  of 
the  Prophet— if  one  sound  escape  him,  father — strike  deep  and  hard. 
Here  is  another  traitor  as  bad  as  him  we  know  of.  There,  hold  his 
legs,  Lalla.  Wah,  wah  !  thou  art  a  noble  fellow  ;  fear  not,’ friend — 
we  arc  not  like  the  Jogi.  There,  that  will  do;  and  well  was  it 
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done,”  continned  Fazil,  as  the  LaDa  rapidly  passed  an  end  of  his 
own  scarf  round  the  Kotwal’s  arnns,  and  tied  it  in  a  knot  behind  his 
back  ;  •“  he  is  safe  now.  Where  is  his  ring  ?  give  it  to  me,  quick.” 

“  Beware,  Jehandar  Beg,”  growled  Afzool  Khan,  who  leant  over 
the  prostrate  man  without  altering  his  position,  as  the  Lalla  loosed 
the  ring,  “  I  do  not  want  to  kill  thee,  good  fellow  ;  but,  by  Alla,  if 
thou  strivest  ever  so  little,  this  knife  will  go  through  thee.  I  am 
no  friend  to  traitors,  as  thou  well  knowest ;  so  keep  quiet.” 

It  was  a  bold  stroke ;  but  in  such  emergencies  desperate  effoi'ts 
are  generally  the  most  successful.  Fazil  took  the  Kotwal’s  signet¬ 
ring,  and  went  to  the  door.  The  slave  Jaffur  looked  at  it  for  an 
instant,  bowed  his  head,  and  crossed  his  arms;  while  Fazil,  looking 
round  the  hall,  beckoned  to  his  friend,  v/ho,  attended  by  some 
twenty  of  his  followers,  sat  upon  the  dais. 

Kowas  Khan  arose  instantly,  and  with  him  the  men,  who  made 
their  salutations,  and  advanced  towards  the  door.  The  slaves  be¬ 
lieved  that  the  Wuzeer’s  son  had  been  sent  for,  and  stood  aside  to 
let  him  pass :  and  as  the  young  men  embraced  in  the  doorway, 
Fazil  whispered  to  his  friend  to  disarm  them,  and  hold  the  door.  A 
pressure  of  the  hand  v/as  the  sure  reply. 

“  I  will  return  with  my  shawl,”  said  Kowas  Khan  aloud,  going 
back  towards  his  seat,  “  and  I  will  follow  you  directly.” 

A  moment  afterwards  Fazil  and  the  Khan  heard  a  few  low  cries, 
a  straggle,  and  a  slight  clash  of  arms.  The  surprise  had  been  com¬ 
plete.  The  slaves  were  disarmed,  thrust  into  the  Wuzeer’s  private 
room,  and  the  doors  closed. 

“  Fear  not,  noble  friends,”  cried  the  cheery  voice  of  the  Wuzeer’s 
son,  as  he  stood  in  the  doorway,  “ye  are  safe,  and  no  one  is  hurt. 
1  have  five  hundred  men  of  my  own  body-guard  in  the  courts,  on 
foot  and  horseback  ;  and,  Inshalla  !  wc  can  hold  the  KotwaUee 
against  an  army.  May  I  come  ?  ” 

“  Ul-humd-nl-illa !”  cried  the  Khan  and  his  son  together,  “hazar 
shookr,  hazar  shookr  ! — (A  thousand  thanks!)  0  holy  ‘  Geesoo 
Durazl’  I  vow  to  thee  a  thousand  lights,  and  a  chain  of  gold  for 
the  canopy  of  thy  blessed  sepulchre,”  continued  the  Khan,  devoutly. 

“  Come,  friend  and  brother,”  said  Fazil  ;  “  come  here  and  see 
what  troacheiy  doth  in  the  most  trusted  places — nay,  fear  us  not, 
Jehandar  Beg,”  ho  continued  ;  “wo  are  not  arbiters  in  your  destiny 
— it  rests  in  higher  hands  than  ours.  Father,  take  away  the  knife 
from  his  heai*t.” 

“  I  don’t  know  that  I  ought,”  said  the  old  Khan,  grimly.  “  I 
shall  keep  it  ready,  and  near  thee,  Jehandar  Beg.  i  trust  thee  not, 
my  friend.” 

“You  arc  more  lucky  than  I  am,”  returned  the  Kotwal,  sadly. 
‘•When  a  man’s  fate  deserts  him,  he  need  not  struggle — he  is  help¬ 
less,”  and  he  quoted  a  verso  from  the  GnUstan  to  that  effect. 
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“  Sbabash  !  a  scholarly  quotation,”  said  the  Lalla,  gravely.  “  And 
now,  gentlemen,  if  ye  will  trust  a  poor  Mutsnddee,  who  has  some 
experience,  we  will  examine  this  worthy  gentleman’s  pockets ;  and 
if  he  has  any  private  writing-cases,  something  might  be  found  in 
them  also.” 

“  Peace,  Lalla !”  cried  Pazil,  sternly  ;  “  what  we  do  concerns  thee 
not.  But  thou  hast  been  faithful  and  intelligent,  and  we  will  see 
thee  rewarded.” 

What  was  found  in  the  search  will  presently  appear ;  meanwhile, 
we  need  to  see  how  those  assembled  with  the  King,  in  his  royal 
court,  were  employed. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

The  great  Hall  of  Audience  in  the  Citadel  was  only  used  on  state 
occasions  of  ceremony.  It  formed  part  of  the  oldest  division  of  the 
royal  residence,  and  was  built,  as  report  had  it,  after  a  model  in 
Turkey  or  Persia,  in  both  of  which  countries  the  founder  of  the 
dynasty,  Ibrahim  Adil  Shah,  had  resided.  But  as  no  such  model  is 
known  to  exist,  it  is  more  probable  that  one  of  the  Turkish  archi¬ 
tects  whom  he  had  invited  to  his  camp,  and  to  whose  Europeanized 
skill  and  taste  most  of  the  noble  Saracenic  Gothic  buildings  of  the 
city  owed  their  origin,  had  designed  and  executed  the  whole  under 
the  direction  of  his  munificent  patron. 

The  “  Ark,”  or  Citadel  of  Beejapoor,  is  a  fortress  in  itself,  and 
the  area  is  surrounded  by  a  beautiful  stone  wall,  having  heavy 
bastions  at  intervals,  and  a  fausse  braye,  also  with  bastions  ;  both 
being  protected  by  a  broad  wet  ditch.  The  main  entrance  is  by 
a  causeway,  defended  by  a  gateway,  flanked  by  bastions  of  great 
strength.  The  w’^hole  of  the  interior  was  laid  out  in  palaces,  under 
various  denominations,  and  public  buildings,  such  as  the  courts  of 
civil  and  criminal  justice,  the  treasury,  the  military  and  revenue 
record  offices,  and  the  like,  and  the  great  Hall  of  Audience,  whiqh 
now  concerns  us. 

A  broad  road  from  the  second  gateway  led  nearly  through  the 
centre  of  the  Citadel,  as  you  entered,  to  the  Mmdan,  or  plain  Of 
exercise.  The  Palace  of  the  Seven  Stories,  and  the  buildings  con¬ 
nected  with  it,  lay  on  the  left  hand,  and  the  “  Sunget  Mahal,”  or 
Palace  of  Assembly,  with  other  heavy  blocks  of  building,  public 
and  private,  to  the  right.  All  these  palaces,  at  the  time  of  which 
we  write,  were  interspersed  with  courts  and  gardens ;  but  the  space 
before  the  great  Hall,  called  the  Maidan  or  Plain,  was  kept  exclu¬ 
sively  for  the  assembly,  inspection,  or  exercise  of  royal  troops  on 
particular  occasions,  and  also  as  the  waiting-place  of  the  “  sow^arees,” 
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or  retinues,  which  attended  those  who  visited  the  palace  on  ordinary 
business. 

The  hall  itself  was  a  very  noble  building.  It  stood  upon  a  low 
basement,  beneath  which  were  crypts,  probably  used  for  archives,  or 
as  magazines ;  and  was  entered  by  flights  of  steps,  which  led  into 
corridors  at  each  side.  The  front  was  entirely  open,  consisting  of 
one  immense  Gothic  arch,  ninety-two  feet  in  span,  and  of  propoi'- 
tionate  height,  and  of  two  narrow  lancet-shaped  arches  of  corres¬ 
ponding  height,  one  on  each  side,  which  opened  on  the  side  corridors. 

The  intei'ior  consisted  of  one  immense  room,  unbroken  to  the 
roof ;  but  upon  its  south  side,  and  partially  also  east  and  west,  there 
were  projections  built  upon  cloisters,  which  contained  rooms  and 
galleries ;  especially  to  the  south,  where  there  was  a  closed  latticed 
balcony,  where  the  ladies  of  the  court  might  sit  and  look  on  at 
ceremonies  of  reception  or  rejoicing,  and  where  the  King  might 
receive  the  petitions  or  salutations  of  the  people  without  incon¬ 
venience.  Above  these  galleries  and  balconies  was  another  story, 
■with  open  turrets  at  the  corners,  and  suites  of  apartments  above. 
As  the  building  stands  now,  a  mere  shell,  bereft  of  roof  and  floors, 
and  with  all,  except  its  noble  arches  and  cloisters,  crumbling 
gradually  to  decay,  it  is  a  noble  and  impressive  structure,  and 
enough  remains  to  estimate  what  it  must  have  been  when  perfect. 

A  busy  and  interesting  scene  it  was,  even  to  those  concerned.  As 
each  “  sowaree  ”  arrived  at  the  entrance  steps,  it  was  met  by  a  num¬ 
ber  of  “  chobdars,”  and  mirdhas,  or  attendants,  bearing  massive  gold 
and  silver  sticks,  or  clubs  covered  with  chased  silver  or  gold ;  dressed 
exclusively  in  white  muslin,  wearing  small  circular  turbans,  flattened 
out  at  the  sides,  muslin  tunics,  tight  to  the  waist,  and  descending 
thence  in  thickly-gathered  robes  to  the  feet,  which  gave  them  the 
appearance  of  petticoats.  These  men  attended  officers  of  higher 
rank,  who  were,  in  fact,  chamberlains,  and  whose  duty  it  was  to 
conduct  the  various  visitors  to  the  presence  of  the  King,  to  proclaim 
aloud  their  titles,  and  to  marshal  them  to  their  seats.  Without,  the 
royal  Abyssinian  and  Dekhani  guards  prevented  violence  among 
their  retainers. 

Once  the  broad  corridor  at  either  side. was  reached  by  the  -visitors 
there  was  no  further  interruption  ;  and  though  the  war  of  struggle, 
gibe,  and  quarrel,  peculiar  to  such  ah  assembly,  came  hoarsely  and 
with  a  stifled  sound  through  the  arches  into  the  hall  : — within, 
there  was  a  decorous,  if  not,  indeed,  a  solemn  and  impressive  silence. 
Men  spoke  to  each  other  hardly  above  their  breath ;  and  the  soft 
murmur  arising  from  thousands  of  such  half  whispers  ascended  and 
seemed  to  float  tremblingly  among  the  balconies,  and  up  to  the  lofty 
roof  of  the  building. 

The  King  had  early  taken  his  seat,  The  musnud,  or  royal  throne, 
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uas  under  the  centre  of  tlie  balcony  before  mentioned,  upon  a  dais, 
i-aised  a  step  above  the  general  ftoor  of  the  hall.  There  was  no 
decoration  visible  upon  it ;  and  it  consisted  of  a  wide  cushion  and 
pillows,  covered  with  white  muslin,  supported  at  the  back  and 
sides  by  a  railing  of  wood,  covered  with  plates  of  gold  which,  indeed, 
appeared  as  if  of  solid  gold.  On  the  right  hand  of  the  King,  who 
was  dressed  in  simple  white  muslin,  with  a  single  gold  ornament  in 
his  turban,  sat  the  Peer  Bundagec  Sahib,  the  religious  instructor 
we  have  before  mentioned  ;  and  at  the  back  of  the  rail  the  Secretary, 
with  two  young  nobles,  whose  hereditary  office  it  was  to  wave  over 
the  King  the  jewelled  Morchas,  or  fans  of  peacock  feathers. 

Farther  again  behind,  among  the  ai’ches,  closing  up  the  entrance 
to  the  cloisters,  and  leaning  against  the  pillars,  were  servants  bearing 
the  King’s  weapons,  the  Aftabgecree,  or  sun-shades,  the  royal 
umbrellas,  and  the  private  guard  of  slaves,  mostly  Nubian  eunuchs. 

Like  the  monarch’s  seat,  the  whole  of  the  floor  was  covered  by 
quilted  cotton  carpets,  over  Avhich  white  muslin  was  spread  ;  so  that, 
with  the  exception  of  here  and  there  a  coloured  scarf  or  waistbelt, 
and  an  occasional  turban  ornament,  the  whole  of  the  persons  seated 
wore  the  same  character  of  dress  as  the  King,  with  little  variation. 
In  some  respects  the  assembly  had  a  monotonous  appearance ;  but, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  effect  was  chaste  and  solemn,  and  agreed 
with  the  plain  undecorated  character  of  the  building. 

The  privileged  attendants,  however,  who  were  allowed  entrance 
with  their  mastei’s,  and  who  stood  in  files  behind  them  against  the 
wall,  were  dressed  in  the  brightest  and  gayest  colours  which  could 
be  devised.  Here  were  tunics  of  satin  and  cloth-of-gold,  brocaded 
turbans  and  scarfs  of  the  richest  materials,  mingled  together  in 
the  gi’eatest  profusion  ;  and  this  brilliant  arx’ay,  in  which  all  hues 
seemed  to  blend  with  a  strangely  gorgeous  harmony,  formed  a 
powerful  background  in  relief  of  the  white  dresses,  and  white 
coverings  of  the  floor. 

Then  beyond,  the  eye  followed  the  graceful  outline  of  the  vast 
arch  against  a  deep  blue  sky,  flecked  with  light  clouds.  Below,  it 
rested  upon  the  jdain.  where,  in  the  qxiivering  heat,  which  gave  a 
tremulous  movement  to  the  atmosphere,  stood  the  serried  masses  of 
royal  troops  and  sowarees,  comparisoned  elephants  and  led  honses, 
litters  and  their  bearers — all  in  the  glowing  colours  which  we  have 
already  seen  fi’om  the  Queen’s  balcony  ;  and  with  bright  arms  and 
armour,  which  flashed  and  glinted  in  a  thousand  sparkles  as  the 
wearers  moved. 

The  Secretary  and  the  Peer  had  noted,  carefully  and  jealously,  the 
names  of  the  several  nobles  and  sirdai*s  as  they  were  announced  by  the 
mirdhas  in  attendance — presented  their  customary  nuzzurs  or  offer¬ 
ings,  according  to  their  rank,  and  were  conducted  to  their  places ; 
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and  every  now  and  then  one  or  other  whispered  to  the  King,  as 
neutral  or  suspected  persons  passed,  or  when  the  appearance  of  a 
well-known  loyal  friend  gave  assurance  of  support.  Still  Afzool 
Khan’s  place  was  vacant,  and  that  of  the  Wuzeer.  It  was  true  the 
latter  could  not  yet  be  expected,  but  his  son  might  at  least  be 
present ;  and  the  double  absence  cast  a  gloom  over  the  King’s  face, 
which  he  could  barely  conceal. 

“  I  had  counted  upon  Afzool  Khan  and  !his  son  Fazil,”  said  tlic 
King,  mournfully,  to  the  Peer,  “  but  you  see  they  have  not  come. 
W e  might  not  expect  Kowas  Khan  without  his  father ;  but  I  had 
thought  Afzool  Khan  among  the  truest  of  my  people — what  think 
ye?” 

The  Peer  could  give  but  little  consolation.  He,  too,  had  expected 
the  Khan,  and  had  had  no  doubts  of  his  fidelity  ;  so  also  the  Secre¬ 
tary  ;  but  his  unaccountable  absence  disturbed  them  both. 

just  then  the  lady  Lurlee’s  escort,  entering  the  open  space, 
wheeled  up  among  other  troops,  and  the  leader,  Raheem  Khan, 
dashed  at  speed  to  the  foot  of  the  basement,  made  his  reverence  to 
the  King,  and  followed  his  men  to  the  position  they  had  taken  up. 

“  Ah,”  cried  the  Peer,  joyfully,  to  the  King,  those  are  Afzool 
Khan’s  ‘  sowaree  ’ ;  the  old  Khan  and  his  son  are  not  far  off  now, 
Shookr-Oolla  ;  ”  and  he  looked  anxiously  to  the  side  entrance,  in  the 
hope  of  seeing  him  advance  with  his  son  from  the  archway  in  the 
corridor.  Othei’s  came  on,  but  neither  appeared. 

“  What  hinders  Afzool  Khan  ?  ”  said  the  Secretary  to  the  Peer, 
after  a  while  ;  “  who  is  detaining  him  ?  ” 

“  Send  and  inquire,”  said  the  King. 

“  Go,”  said  the  Peer  to  a  mirdha  in  attendance,  “  and  see  if  Afzool 
Khan  be  in  the  corridor  ;  if  not,  go  to  his  officer  and  inquire  where 
he  is, — not  as  if  our  Prince  had  asked,  but  fi’om  me.”  The  King, 
to  whom  the  man  looked  for  orders,  nodded  assent,  and  he  departed 
and  returned  speedily. 

“  I  examined  both  corridors,  and  he  was  not  in  either,  Huzrut,” 
he  said  to  the  holy  man,  “  so  T  went  to  Raheem  Khan,  who  tells  me 
he  has  come  with  the  Khannm ;  ”  and  here  his  voice  dropped 
almost  to  a  whisper,  “  that  Afzool  Khan  hath  been  at  the  Kotwal’.s, 
fit  Jehandar  Beg’s,  since  morning,  and  it  is  particular  business,  a  - 
both  he  and  his  son  have  been  in  private  consultation  with  him 
since  sunrise.” 

The  King  had  leaned  over  the  rail  to  hear  the  detail,  but  he  had 
not  noticed  the  first  part  of  the  message  ;  and  as  the  man  receded 
among  the  attendants  behind,  looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  his 
friends,  but  couk’  gather  no  consolation  from  their  faces. 

“  It  is  but  too  true,  my  lord,”  said  the  Secretary  sadly;  “  we  need 
not  expect  them  ;  for  the  Wuzeer’s  son,  with  a  heavy  body  of  horse 


A  MAHRATTA  TALE.  26G 


and  foot,  has  just  gone  to  the  Kotwallee — he  was  seen  with  them 
not  long  ago  passing  the  fort  gate.  Jehandar  Beg  is  not  come,  and 
it  is  clear  to  me  that  they  have  garrisoned  the  Kotwallee,  and  will 
defend  it  till  the  Wuzeer  arrives,  when  they  will  declare  revolt. 
Sending  a  party  here  is  but  a  blind.” 

“And  who  are  here  to  check  it?”  asked  the  King  apprehensively. 

“  !Manv,  my  lord,”  replied  the  Peer  earnestly  ;  “  all  the  Dekhanies 
are  my  disciples,  and  I  will  answer  for  them  to  a  man.  All  the 
artillery  are  with  them.  Fear  not.” 

The  King  looked  inquiringly  to  his  Secretary. 

“Yes,  my  Prince,”  he  said,  “fear not:  we  cannot  wait  for  them  ; 
nothing  good  ever  came  of  vacillation  or  expediency.  Bismilla! 
shall  I  order  silence  ?  ” 

“  Bismilla-ir-rahman-ir-raheem  !  ”  exclaimed  the  King  devoutly, 
looking  up.  “  I  am  ready.  Order  silence,”  he  said  to  one  of  the 
the  mirdhas. 

“  Khamosh !  silence !  ”  cried  the  man  in  a  loud,  deep  voice, 
which  rang  through  the  hall,  and  sounded  strangely,  interrupting 
the  loose  munnuring  chat  which  had  prevailed  before — “Khamosh!  ” 

“Khamosh!”  was  reiterated  by  all  the  mirdhas  and  chobdars 
stationed  about  the  hall,  and  by  the  attendants  behind,  and  was 
taken  up  by  those  in  the  corridors,  spreading  to  the  crowd  without, 
and  to  the  troops — “  Khamosh !  ” 

The  silence  that  ensued  was  almost  oppressive.  In  the  hall  itself, 
after  the  men  had  once  more  settled  themselves  in  their  seats,  there 
was  not  a  sound  or  murmur.  The  struggles  and  gibes  without 
ceased,  and  even  the  troops  were  still,  save  where  a  neigh,  or  the 
rattle  of  caparisons,  as  horses  tossed  their  heads  or  champed  their 
bits,  broke  the  stillness ;  or  an  elephant,  clashing  his  bells,  and  being 
admonished  by  his  driver,  lifted  his  trunk,  and  gave  a  short  scream. 

It  was  the  Secretary’s  office  to  open  the  business  of  the  day,  and 
■just  as  he  was  about  to  speak,  the  chief  of  the  eunuchs  entered, 
bearing  the  Queen’s  billet,  and  kneeling  down  behind  the  rail,  while 
ho  spoke  aside,  covering  his  mouth,  said  to  the  King  hastily — 

“It  is  a  matter  of  life  or  death.  If  Afzool  Khan  hath  any  favour 
in  your  eyes,  0  King,  save  him  !  there  may  be  time.” 

“  This  is  some  trick  on  thee,  Daood,”  said  the  King  sneeriugly; 

“  we  know  w'here  he  is,  and  how  employed.  He  is  ours  no  longer, 
and  hath  left  us  of  his  own  free  will.” 

“His  v/ife  and  daughter  are  with  the  Begum  Sahiba.  Read  that, 
and  you  will  know  why,”  answered  the  man  firmly. 

“  Can  it  be  true  ?  ”  asked  the  King  of  the  Peer,  opening  the  note. 

“  Ya  Khubeer,  0  !  ”  he  continued,  after  a  pause  :  “  this  is  wondcr- 
f al !  wonderful !  0  friends !  and  yet  we  had  suspected  our  noble 
haend.  But  he  is  true  see,  here  is  our  roy.al  signet  to  this ;  no 
doubt,  no  doubt.’ 
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“  What  is  it  ?  ”  cried  both  the  Peer  and  tho  Secretary  in  a  breath, 
seeing  the  King  much  excited. 

“  Afzool  Khan  and  his  son  are  imprisoned  at  the  Kotwnllee,  and 
prevented  from  attending.  They  must  be  brought  instantly.” 

“  Imprisoned  ?  ”  cried  both  together. 

“Yes,  friends,”  continued  the  King,  “there  is  treachery  in  this, 
for  Jehandar  Beg  and  the  Wuzeer  are  one,  it  is  clear  now,  and  we 
must  act  at  once.  Ismail  Khan,”  continued  he  firmly,  to  an  officer 
Avho  stood  behind  him  clothed  in  a  shirt  of  mail,  “  go  thou  with  two 
hundred  of  the  royal  guard,  and  some  of  the  mirdhas,  bring 
Jehandar  Beg  to  the  presence,  and  wdth  him  Afzool  Khan  and  his 
son.” 

“  I  beg  to  petition,”  said  the  eunuch,  “  that  some  of  Afzool  Khan’s 
Paigah  are  here,  who  came  "with  their  mistress  ;  they  might  as  well 
go,  if  I  might  send  them.” 

“  Of  coarse,”  replied  the  King,  “why  not  send  the  whole  Paigah?” 

“Excellent,”  said  the  Peer;  “take  Avhat  are  here  with  thee, 
Ismail  Khan,  at  once,  and  send  for  the  rest.  Raheem  Khan  will 
not  fail  thee.”  • 

“  I  am  gone,  my  lord,  and  will  take  him  with  me ;  he  is  my  son- 
in-law.” 

“Ah,  I  had  forgotten.  Go;  fear  not;  bring  them  safely  ainl 
quickly,  friend,  for  we  have  much  need  of  their  presence.” 

“  Ya  Ulla  Kureem  !  ”  said  the  Peer  devoutly,  looking  up,  “  this  is 
thy  doing.  0,  dear  old  friend  !  thou  art  not  gone  from  among  us 
as  we  had  feared.  Bismilla,  let  us  proceed !  first  with  these  lettci’s 
of  Sivaji’s,  then  with  the  rest.  Afzool  Khan  will  be  hero  by  that 
time,  and  the  people  will  rise  to  his  call  as  a  man.  Inshalla !  your 
poor  servant,  too,  will  do  his  best.  Let  silence  be  called  again.” 

It  was  necessary  :  for  the  entrance  of  the  eunuch,  the  delivery  of 
the  note,  followed  as  they  were  by  the  withdrawal  of  Afzool  Khan’s 
men,  and  some  of  the  royal  guard,  had  excited  no  little  ciu’iosity  in 
tho  assembly.  Afzool  Khan’s  absence  had  been  regretted  by  some, 
rejoiced  in  by  others,  but  noticed  by  all ;  and  now  that  his  men 
were  sent  away,  the  speculations  that  ensued  were  various  as  to  the 
cause;  and  while  some  feared  disclosures,  others  already  rejoiced  in 
the  prospect  of  his  possible  disgrace. 

“Khamosh!”  again  was  cried  by  the  same  voice,  w' hie h  rung 
clearly  above  the  buzz  of  conversation,  and  was  taken  up  as  before 
— “  KhamSsh — silence  !  ” 
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CHAPTER  XLIIL 

0  NOBLES,  and  well-wishers  of  the  State  !  ”  cried  the  Secretary,  in 
a  strong,  manly  voice,  “it  is  not  mere  ceremony  for  which  ye  have 
been  called  together  this  day  ;  and  it  is  not  that  the  present  urgent 
matters  might  not  be  disposed  of  by  the  Shah — may  bis  splendour 
increase  ; — but  in  affairs  of  such  moment,  he  would  have  the  advice 
and  assistance  of  older  men,  and  of  those  who,  for  years  past,  have 
given  their  faith  and  their  blood  freely  for  the  kingdom,  and  for  his 
family  ;  and  surely  nothing  need  be  done  in  private,  when  ye,  O 
Moslems !  can  be  witnesses  before  God  and  the  Prophet. 

“  Lo,  friends  in  the  faith !  he  hath  called  ye  together  because  of 
those  grievous  rumours  of  treachery  which  prevail :  and  because  of 
intrigues  which  have  sown  distrust  between  man  and  man  in  this 
city.  Of  these,  two  have  been  revealed  to  him  by  means  little  short 
of  a  miracle,  and  yet  so  true,  that  a  child  may  understand  them. 
Hear,  then,  what  my  lord  the  King  will  say  to  ye — listen  !  ” 

A  low  murmur  arose  through  the  assembly  as  men  spoke  in  short, 
eager  whispers  to  each  other.  Who  Avas  to  be  accused  ?  To  whom 
did  these  introductory  remarks  refer  in  particular  ?  Many  a 
secret  traitor  then  sitting  there,  trembled  upon  his  seat.  AVere  he 
denounced,  he  felt  there  would  be  no  alternative  between  detection 
and  almost  instant  death,  and  there  were  not  a  few  Avho  repeated  to 
themselves  the  dying  confession  of  faith.  If  it  was  to  be,  it  was  to 
be  ;  there  was  no  escape  now.  ^ 

The  King  spoke  from  his  seat,  and  though  his  voice  was  of  a 
gentler  character  than  his  Secretai'y’s,  its  silvery  ringing  tones  were  ' 
even  more  distinctly  heard. 

“  O  friends  and  subjects !  ”  he  said,  “  many  words  are  hardly 
needful  when  the  understanding  is  to  have  clear  scope  for  action, 
and  I  desire  all  to  consider  what  will  be  now  put  before  ye.  As 
God  hath  appointed  me  His  deputy  on  earth  to  govern  this  king- 
dom,  so  I  am  answerable  to  Him  for  it,  and  for  you,  my  people. 
This  I  clearly  admit.  If  it  bo  gflorious,  are  ye  not  so  ?  If  it  bo 
tranquil,  are  ye  not  safe  ?  If  it  be  humbled,  are  ye  not  humbled 
likewise  ?  Is  any  one  Aveary  of  our  service,  let  him  leave  it,  but  for 
the  rest,  let  us  be  united :  let  it  not  be  said  by  our  enemies  that  Ave 
could  be  seduced  and  divided,  or  that  our  foolish  quarrels  are  Avor.se 
than  the  petty  jealousies  of  the  women  of  a  divided  house.  O  noble 
Dekbanies,  put  enmity  and  treachery  from  among  ye  :  is  it  come  to 
thi.s,  that  they  exist  ?  Listen.” 

The  King  paused,  and  seemed  to  be  searching  under  his  cushions, 
while  the  sounds  of  his  last  Avords,  rising  to  the  vaulted  roof, 
trembled  in  a  SAveet  faint  muraiur,  and  died  away  among  its  fretted 
i*ecesses ;  and  as  yet  the  rapt  silence  of  the  assembly  Avas  unbroken. 
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“  A  man,”  lie  continued,  holding  up  a  mass  of  papers  to  the  view 
of  all — “  one  whom  we  had  venerated  as  a  father — into  whose  hands 
we  were  given  by  our  father  on  his  deathbed — has  been  false. 
False  to  me,  that  is  nothing, — false  to  the  kingdom  and  to  you,  that 
is  more, — false  to  his  oath  to  an  orphan  as  I  am,  and  to  God,  that  is 
most  of  all.  Here  is  his  writing,  here  are  his  seals, — look  at  them. 
These  letters  to  the  Padshah  ^umgeer  began  ere  that  bad  man 
were  a  king,  and  have  been  continued  within  a  month ;  and  by  them 
we  read  now,  that  him  we  speak  of  would  have  given  away  our 
kingdom,  but  would  have  reserved  his  share.  And  yet,  O  Klian 
Mahomed !  if  we  wrong  thee  in  this,  we  will  do  thee  iustice  before 
God  and  this  assembly.” 

“Justice,  justice!”  echoed  a  thousand  voices;  “put  out  the 
treason  I  ”  while  many  rose  excitedly  to  their  feet  and  were  pulled 
down  again  by  their  neighbours. 

“  Wait,”  continued  the  King.  “Let  him  be  heard  in  his  own 
behalf  when  he  arrives  ;  do  not  prejudge  him.  If  these  are  untrue, 
there  is  no  honour  we  possess  or  can  confer,  that  shall  not  be  his. 
If  true,  let  the  just  Alla  judge  him  before  ye  all.” 

“  Ameen,  ameen  1  ”  cried  the  Peer  devoutly.  “  Ameen,  ameen  I  ” 
was  echoed  by  the  assembly,  in  a  hoarse  roar,  which  filled  the  hall. 
Again  there  was  silence. 

“  The  next  is  a  more  simple  matter,”  continued  the  King,  with 
increased  confidence.  “  Ye  all  know  of  Sivaji  Bhoslay.  How  often 
his  father  rebelled,  an^  was  punished,  and  again  forgiven  by  our 
father.  How  often  the  son  hath  been  guilty  of  crimes.  All  these 
would  have  been  forgiven.  As  a  wise  father  corrects,  while  he  bears 
■with  and  forgives  the  errors  of  a  wilful  son, — so  should  we  have  for¬ 
given  also;  but  for  treachery.  Look,  friends,  here,  in  the  same 
packet  -with  those  we  have  just  mentioned,  are  these  letters  from 
Sivaji  to  the  Padshah.  We  who  have  fed  this  wolf,  are  his  enemies  ; 
those  who  have  hunted  him,  are  his  friends.  Here  are  lists  of  fort-s 
which  will  be  taken  and  held  for  the  Moghuls,  of  districts  to  pa^  for 
armies,  of  men  who  will  join  with  their  local  le'vdes.  Between  them 
they  will  share  the  Dekhan,  and  Sivaji  will  be  the  imperial  Vice¬ 
regent  1 

“  Did  ye  hear,  friends  ?  ”  he  continued,  after  a  pause.  “  Do  yc 
desire  to  serve  under  the  infidel  ?  I  am  young.  I  have  no  experi¬ 
ence.  I  am  a  humble  worm  before  God  ;  but  I  am  the  son  of  one 
who  led  ye  to  victory.  I  am  one  who  has  been  nursed  in  war,  and 
^vill  lead  ye  again  1  Choose,  then,  between  them  and  the  King  of 
your  ancient  dynasty.  If  I  have  a  place  in  your  hearts,  bid  me  stay ; 
if  not,  a  Durwaysh’s  robe  and  staff  are  mine,  and  at  the  blessed  shrine 
of  the  Prophet  I  ■will  abjure  the  world  and  die.  I  will  trouble  ye  no 
more.  No,  no  more — me,  or  mine.” 
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For  an  instant  the  same  sweet  trembling  mnrmur  of  the  King’s 
voice  arose  to  the  roof — but  for  an  instant  only.  As  if  with  one 
accord,  a  shout  of  “  Deen !  Deen  !  for  the  faith !  for  the  faith !  we 
will  die  for  you !” — rang  through  the  building,  as  men,  no  longer 
able  to  control  their  emotions,  started  to  their  feet  and  shouted  the 
war-cry  of  Islam.  Those  who  were  without  had  observed  the  emo¬ 
tion  in  the  hall,  but  had  not  been  aware  of  its  cause.  Now,  how¬ 
ever,  the  familiar  battle-shout  fell  on  willing  ears,  and  w^as  returned, 
fi’om  the  thousands  gathered  there,  with  an  enthusiasm  which  knew 
no  bounds.  “  Deen  !  Deen  !  ”  accompanied  by  the  battle-cries  of  the 
various  nobles  and  chiefs  whose  escorts  were  drawn  up  together. 

Just  then,  and  as  the  excitement  from  within  and  without  had  some¬ 
what  subsided,  a  strong  body  of  horse,  known  to  all  as  belonging  to 
Afzool  Khan,  swept  round  the  corner  of  the  building  with  its  stan¬ 
dard  unfurled,  and  its  kettle-di’ums  beating  loudly.  Among  the 
serried  mass  of  horsemen  could  be  seen  a  palankeen  closely  muffled 
and  jealously  guarded,  immediately  behind  which  rode  the  brave  old 
Khan  and  his  son  Fazil,  with  several  of  his  officers.  It  was  evident 
to  all  that  the  litter  contained  a  person  of  consequence  ;  and  many 
from  within  the  hall  looked  around  anxiously,  as  Afzool  Khan,  his 
son,  and  several  others  ^vith  him,  dismounted  and  placed  themselves 
beside  it.  Could  the  Wuzeer  have  returned  ?  If  so,  he  was  already 
a  prisoner,  and  there  was  no  hope.  If  not,  whom  corrld  it  be  ?  The 
King  had  been  about  to  address  the  assembly  again,  but  he  paused 
and  turned  to  those  behind  him. 

“Ah,”  he  cried  eicultingly,  “Alla  hath  heard  our  prayers,  and 
here  are  our  noble  friends.  I  vow  thank-offerings  to  thee,  O  Sofee 
Surmust !  *  0  Geesoo  Duraz  !  by  thy  hands,  Peer  Sahib,  as  thou 

wilt !  ” 

“  I  said  the  planets  assured  me  that  my  lord  should  destroy  his 
enemies  to-day,”  said  the  Peer,  wiping  his  eyes,  for  his  love  for  Afzool 
Khan  was  great,  and  he  had  feared  seduction.  “  Shookr  oolla ! 
Shookroolla!  Hazarha- Shookr!  thousands  of  thanks  do  we  offer  at  thy 
throne,  0  merciful  1  and  here  he  comes,  SoobhanUUa  I  Soobhan  Ulla  I  ” 

Afzool  Khan  was  well  known,  and  a  hearty  shout  had  greeted  him 
as  he  dismounted,  looked  proudly  about  him,  and  returned  the  salu¬ 
tations  of  his  friends  and  the  soldiery.  The  palankeen  was,  by  his 
orders,  taken  up  the  steps  into  the  corridor ;  and,  room  being  cleared 
for  it  by  the  sticks  and  maces  of  the  chobdars,  it  was  carried  on,  the 
Khan  and  bis  son  accompanying  it,  through  the  entrance  hall  and 
into  the  centre  of  the  assembly  before  the  throne,  where,  in  spite  of  the 
remonstrances  of  the  cliamberlains,  it  was  set  down.  Then  the  Khan, 
disengaging  his  sword  fi’om  his  belt,  and  bidding  Fazil  do  the  same, 
they  advanced  to  the  foot  of  the  musnud,  and  enveloping  the  hilts 
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in  their  scarfs,  presented  them  as  “  nuzznrs  ”  or  offerings  to  the  King, 
making,  at  the  same  time,  their  cnstomary  obeisances. 

“  Pardon  for  this  boldness,  my  prince,”  said  the  Kban ;  “  but  as 
the  merciful  Alla  delivered  us  strangely  out  of  his  hands  who  is 
there,  we  thought  we  had  better  bring  him  to  ‘the  presence’  at  once.” 

“  Who  ?  ”  asked  the  king  excitedly.  “  The  Wuzeer  ?  Khan 
Mahomed  ?  ” 

“No,  my  lord,”  returned  the  Khan,  “  but  Jehandar  Beg.” 

“  God  be  praised  thou  art  safe,  Kban,”  returned  the  King,  putting 
out  his  hand  and  resting  it  upon  the  Khan’s  head,  “  and  thou  also, 
Pazil.  Now,  we  have  no  fear.” 

“  Ah,  old  friend  !  ”  cried  the  Peer,  the  tears  fairly  running  down 
his  cheeks  while  he  pointed  to  the  King ;  “  he  hath  been  so  brave,  so 
brave  :  my  boy — so  eloquent.  Stones  would  have  cried  out  at  his 
words.  Didst  thou  not  hear  the  shouting  ?  ” 

“  Surely,”  returned  the  Khan  ;  “  but  ’tis  hardly  a  welcome  sound 
in  these  days  unless  one  knows  the  reason,  so  we  hurried  on.  Elo¬ 
quent  !  I  knew  he  would  be  so.  Brave !  Ay,  or  he  is  no  descendant  of 
his  royal  race.  ^lay  I  open  the  litter,  my  lord  ?  ”  he  asked  of  the  King. 

“  Bismilla !  open  it,”  he  replied ;  and  some  of  the  attendants 
hastily  untied  the  knots  by  which  the  cover  had  been  fastened  over 
the  top.  As  the  last  fold  w'as  removed,  the  figure  of  Jehandar  Beg 
sitting  upright,  his  arms  and  hands  swathed  carefully  in  a  shawl, 
and  his  eyes  bound  with  a  handkerchief,  was  displayed  to  all.  The 
bandage  was  removed^  and  he  looked  wildly  about  him. 

Jehandar  Beg  saw  his  position  at  once.  He  was  no  coward,  and 
ho  perceived  that  all  chance  of  life  had  passed  away.  The  Wuzeer 
was  not  there,  and  Afzool  Khan,  stooping  into  the  litter,  took  up  the 
case  containing  Jehandar  Beg’s  most  secret  papers,  and  presented 
them  to  the  King.  “  May  I  be  loosed  ?  ”  said  the  Kotwal  to  the 
Khan.  “  My  fate  is  in  the  King’s  hands.” 

“  Surely,”  replied  the  King;  “  we  fear  him  not,  nor  any  enemy,” 
he  continued,  looking  round.  “  May  God  deliver  them  into  our  hands, 
even  as  he  hath  this  traitor.” 

“  Ameen  !  Ameen  !  ”  cried  a  tumult  of  voices,  followed  by  the  loud 
Khamosh  of  the  criers. 

Afzool  Khan  spoke  so  as  to  be  heard  by  all.  We  need  not  follow 
his  recital,  for  the  particulars  have  been  already  related ;  but  the 
Avords  were  drunk  in  Avith  avidity  by  the  assembly.  He  disclosed  no 
man’s  name  ;  the  papers  Avould  speak  for  themselves. 

One  by  one  they  were  read,  Persian  and  Mahratta  in  turn,  clearly 
and  distinctly ;  while,  by  the  King’s  command,  several  of  them  were 
taken  round  by  mutsuddees  to  the  principal  nobles  and  sirdars,  that 
the  seals  might  be  examined. 

This  necessarily  occupied  some  time,  during  which,  the  litter  having 
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been  removed  to  the  door,  Jehdndar  Beg  stood  in  the  centre,  as  yet 
boldly  if  not  defiantly.  Could  the  Wuzeer  only  arrive — and  he  was 
expected  momentarily — all  would  be  changed.  Before  him  the 
King,  bold  as  he  seemed  now,  would  quail ;  those  friends  in  the  as¬ 
sembly,  who  had  already  exchanged  glances  with  him,  would  at  once 
rise.  There  might  be  bloodshed,  and  of  the  result  he  had  no  doubt : 
it  had  been  calculated  beforehand,  and  was  certain.  Much  depended 
on  a  mysterious  arrangement  of  the  Wuzeer’s,  which  he  suspected ; 
but  to  the  particulars  of  which  he  had  not  been  admitted.  Need  he 
deny  the  papers  ?  He  dare  not.  They  were  facts  which  could 
neither  be  denied  nor  evaded. 

“  Unhappy,  godless  man,”  cried  the  King,  when  several  had  been 
read,  and  others  were  being  examined,  “  are  these  true  ?  Dost  thou 
admit  them  ?  Hast  thou  eaten  my  salt  and  found  it  so  bitter,  that 
that  of  others  seemed  sweeter  to  thee  ?  Speak,  Jehandar  Beg !  are 
these  true  ?  are  they  thine  own  ?  ” 

Upon  his  reply  hung  many  a  life  had  he  chosen  to  denounce  those 
present ;  but  with  all  his  bad  faith,  there  was  no  meanness  in  the  man. 

“  The  letters,  my  prince,  are  true ;  as  they  are  addressed.  I  have 
no  more  to  say.  Whatever  my  fate  is  to  be,  let  it  come ;  I  am  ready 
to  meet  it,”  returned  the  Kotwal,  firmly. 

“  And  these  for  Khan  Mahomed  ?  The  writing  in  the  corner  is 
yours,  and  the  date  of  receipt  is  to-day.” 

“  It  is  my  writing;  why  should  I  tell  a  lie  ?  ”  returned  Jehandar 
Beg,  sullenly  ;  “  but  I  know  not  the  contents.” 

“  Enough,”  replied  the  King  ;  “my  friends,  we  would  do  no  in- 
justice.  Ijet  us  await  the  Wuzeer’s  arrival — it  cannot  be  long  now 
— and  hear  the  result  from  his  own  lips.” 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

“My  LORD,  my  prince,”  whispered  the  officer  of  the  royal  guard, 
stepping  behind  the  rail  in  an  agitated  manner,  “  be  careful  of  your¬ 
self  ;  there  is  disturbance  without ;  we  Avill  close  round  you ;  come 
away.  The  Wuzeer — the  Wuzeer  is — is — dead — killed,  they  say — 
at  the  outer  gate  as  he  entered.  Withdraw  with  us — quick,”  said 
the  man  excitedly;  “the  news  is  spreading  fast.” 

“  Who  hath  done  this  ?”  cried  the  King,  starting  to  his  feet,  and 
seizing  his  sword  and  shield,  which,  according  to  custom,  lay  before 
him.  “  The  Wuzeer  is  dead,  they  say.  Is  there  aught  to  fear  ?  I 
move  not,  Afzool  Khan,  come  what  may.  If  I  am  to  die,  let  it  be 
here,  on  my  father’s  judgment-seat.  Will  ye  bear  me  company  ?  ” 

“  To  death,  to  death  !  ”  exclaimed  Afzool  Khan.  “  Wlio  dare 
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hann  you  ?  Ho !  Alla-ool-Moolks,  Bhylmees,  Dagtorays,  all  true 
men  present, — rally  round  the  King,”  shouted  the  Khan.  “  Been, 
deen  !  ”  and  his  femiliar  battle-cry,  “  Futteh-i-Nubbee  !  ”  (Victory  to 
the  Prophet)  rang  high  above  the  hoarse  murmur  which  had  arisen 
among  the  assembly.  Now,  however,  those  mentioned  by  the  Khan 
sprang  to  their  feet  by  scores,  and  their  example  was  followed  by 
hundreds.  “  Deen,  Deen !  ”  was  shouted  with  increased  enthusiasm. 

“  Here  is  one  who  brings  particulars,”  said  the  Secretary,  as  an 
ofl&cer  was  led  in,  who  prostrated  himself  before  the  King. 

“  My  lord,  the  Wuzeer  is  dead,”  said  the  man,  sobbing  bitterly. 
“  They  murdered  him  at  the  gate.  Those  who  did  it  went  ofE  across 
the  plain,  but  they  were  men  who  had  ridden  with  him.  I  was 
upon  the  bastion  over  the  gate  with  a  few  others,  and  we  saw  them 
come  rapidly  along  the  road  from  Allapoor.  I  knew  my  lord’s 
piebald  horse,  and  his  elephant  was  following  at  a  little  distance. 
We  watched  him  till  he  was  near  the  gate  ;  there  were  only  a  few  of 
us.  There  was  no  one  present  but  a  sentinel  and  one  or  two  others, 
and  a  Kullunder  Fakeer  had  spread  his  carpet  just  within  the  walls, 
and  was  crying,  ‘  UUa  dilaya  to  14onga !  ’  as  passengers  threw  their 
cowrees  to  him.  We  were  descending  the  steps  to  present  our  nuz- 
zurs,  when  several  of  the  men  behind  dragged  the  Wuzeer  from  his 
horse,  and  others  on  foot,  who  had  been  running  with  him,  killed  him 
with  a  hundred  wounds  ere  he  could  cry  out.  What  could  we  do, 
my  lord  ?  Ere  we  could  mount  the  bastion  again  the  whole  had  dis¬ 
persed.  We  fired  on  them,  but  it  was  no  use.” 

“  And  what  became  of  the  Fakeer  ?  ”  asked  the  King,  looking 
towards  the  Secretary. 

“  My  prince,  he  stayed  with  the  body,  and  shut  the  eyes,”  replied 
the  man.  “  Then,  as  the  Wuzeer ’s  elephant  arrived,  he  told  the 
di’iver  to  take  up  the  dead,  and  we  saw  him  go  towards  the  mosque, 
crying,  as  before,  ‘  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga !  ’  Hark  !  ”  he  continued, 
“  thei’e  he  is.” 

“  Ulla  dilayil  to  leonga  !  Ulla  dilay^  to  leonga  !  ”  The  cry  came 
nearer  and  nearer,  never  changing  or  faltering  in  i^^s  cadence  or  time 
— heard  above  all  other  noises  and  confusion  within  and  without — 
“Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga!” — up  the  steps,  along  the  great  corridor, 
into  the  hall,  where  every  one  made  way  before  the  brawny  form  and 
excited  looks  of  the  crier — who  paused  not,  nor  yet  looked  right  or 
left,  till  he  reached  the  dais.  Afzool  Khan  and  Fazil  would  have 
stopped  him,  but  he  strode  on. 

“  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga  I  ”  he  cried,  looking  at  the  King  without 
saluting  him.  “  Khan  Mahomed  is  dead,  from  a  hundred  wounds. 
As  I  closed  his  eyes  I  saw  this  on  the  ground ;  it  had  fallen  from 
him,  so  I  have  brought  it ;  ”  and  flinging  a  case,  containing  papers, 
to  the  Kiner.  he  turned  away  without  salutation ;  shouting  the  old 
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cry  with  his  right  arm  bare,  and  stretched  high  above  his  head,  he 
strode  out  of  the  hall,  continuing  it  as  he  passed  oiit  of  the  building 
through  the  attendants  and  troops,  and  so  away. 

“Among  these  papers,”  said  the  Secretary,  whispering  to  tho 
King,  “  are  many  which,  if  now  disclosed,  might  make  men  despe¬ 
rate  ;  they  are  better  kept  secret.” 

“  I  am  weary  of  them  all,”  cried  the  King  impatiently ;  look  at 
the  judgment  of  God ;  we  should  own  it  reverently.” 

“  Zoolm  !  Zoolm  !  ”  (injustice  !)  cried  a  knot  of  men  who  had 
collected  at  one  side  of  the  hall,  and  had  risen  from  their  seats.  “  Is 
murder  to  be  done,  and  pass  unchallenged  ?  ”  Their  tone  was  fierce 
and  defiant,  and  boded  no  good. 

“Peace,  O  friends  !”  cried  Aizool  Khan,  stretching  out  his  hands 
to  them.  “  Is  this  a  time  for  strife  ?  who  can  say  by  whose  hands 
he  died  ?  Yet  better  dead,  than  for  this  guilt  to  be  proved  before 
all,  by  these  witnesses — his  own  hand  and  seals.  0  friends,  brothers 
in  the  faith !  there  is  the  throne  we  have  to  defend,  and  we  should 
count  it  holy  martyrdom  to  die  before  it.  We  are  ready ;  will  ye  be 
tardy  ?  ” 

“  Been,  Been!  listen  to  Afzool  Khan!  Futteh-i-Nubbee  I”  (Victory 
to  the  Prophet)  the  Khan’s  battle-cry,  was  shouted  with  deafening 
clamour.  “  Beath  to  the  unbelievers  I  ” 

“  Silence,  friends  !”  cried  the  Peer,  as  there  was  a  short  cessation 
of  the  shouting ;  “  listen  to  me.  One  traitor  is  dead,  but  are  we 
less  than  men  that  we  permit  Sivaji  Bhdslay,  his  accomplice,  to 
defile  our  bear<^  ?  Been,  Been  I  c^  to  God  for  victory.  Been, 
Been  I  he  continued,  rising  and  raising  his  voice  to  a  shrill  scream, 
as  he  stretched  out  his  arms,  “  the  Prophet  hears  us,  and  Ali,  and 
the  holy  martyrs,  and  so  will  ye  be  martyrs  and  enjoy  paradise  if  ye 
die.” 

Again,  again  his  cry  was  raised,  the  fanatical  ciy  of  Islam,  which 
no  Moslem  can  hear  without  emotion  ;  and  grave  men  hitherto 
unmoved,  roused  with  tho  rest  to  frantic  enthusiasm  by  the  holy 
man  s  words,  threw  themselves  on  each  other’s  necks  and  wept 
aloud.  ^ 

And  now,  friends,”  continued  the  King,  when  he  could  be  heard, 
let  him  who  would  punish  Sivaji  Bhoslay  for  a  thousand  crimes 
and  treacheries,  take  up  the  gage  I  place  here.  In  tho  name  of  God 
and  tho  Prophet,  let  who  will  take  it,  I  accept  him  and  so  saying 
he  motioned  to  an  attendant,  who,  bringing  foward  a  salver  covered 
with  a  brocaded  cloth,  set  it  down  on  the  edge  of  the  dais  before  the 
King,  and  uncovered  it. 

On  the  salver  lay  a  single  birra  of  Pan,  covered  with  gold  leaf, 
one  of  those  which,  on  the  conclusion  of  tho  ceremony,  would  be 
distributed  by  thousands.  Who  would  take  it  up  ? 
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“  Ai’e  ye  laggards,  my  fidends,  in  pursuit  of  honour  ?  I  thought 
yonder  gage  would  be  a  mark  for  men  to  strive  for ;  are  yuj  laggards, 
*0  faithful?”  cried  the  Peer. 

The  mass — for  every  one  had  risen  to  his  feet — swayed  to  and  fro 
with  emotion,  but  no  one  advanced  ;  and  out  of  it  issued  the  hoarse 
ominous  murmur  that  had  several  times  arisen,  and  which,  in  the 
absence  of  any  decisive  action,  caused  involuntary  apprehension. 

At  this  moment  Afzool  Khan  stepped  boldly  forward,  and  taking 
up  the  gage,  pressed  it  to  his  forehead,-eyes,  and  lips,  then,  saluting 
the  King,  held  it  high  above  his  head  for  all  to  see. 

“  My  prince,  it  is  mine,”  he  said,  “  if  it  be  permitted,  and  if  these 
my  friends  will  join  me.” 

“  Ye  have  heard,”  said  the  King,  turning  to  the  assembly,  “  I 
accept  him.” 

It  was  the  crowning  point  of  the  ceremony,  and  the  people,  no 
longer  withheld  by  court  etiquette^  swayed  forward  to  the  foot  of 
the  dais  with  tumultuous  shouts  of  joy.  Those  without  only  knew 
that  war  had  been  proclaimed,  and  their  cries  mingled  hoarsely 
with  the  rest. 

“  It  is  well  this  should  cease,  my  lord,”  said  the  Secretary.  “  Men’s 
hearts  are  hot,  and  enough  hath  been  done  to-day.” 

“  Good,”  replied  the  King,  “let  the  criers  proclaim  the  Burkhast ; 
and  that  there  will  be  preaching  in  the  Jumma  Mosque  daily,  at 
noon,  till  the  army  advances.” 

“Be  that  my  care,”  said  the  Peer,  “and  their  hearts  shall  be 
kept  hot,  I  promise  you.” 

It  was  done.  Attendants  went  round  with  trays  of  Pun,  reserv¬ 
ing  Utr  and  other  sweet  essences  for  those  privileged  to  receive 
them.  The  King  sat  to  the  last,  and  the  great  Hall  was  gradually 
emptied,  save  of  the  royal  guards, — Afzool  Khan  and  his  son, — 
Alla  ool  Moolk,  and  other  nobles,  who  had  been  desired  to  remain. 
The  Kotwal’s  fate  was  yet  in  suspense. 

“  Bring  forward  Jehandar  Beg,”  cried  the  King  to  the  officer  of 
the  guard  ;  and  the  prisoner  was  again  conducted  to  the  front  of 
the  dais,  around  which  the  nobles  were  now  grouped.  He  saw  no 
hope  in  those  stern,  pitiless  faces. 

“  See  what  that  case  of  papers  contains,  iMeerza  Sahib,”  said  the 
King  ;  “  there  should  be  no  mistake  in  this  matter.” 

“There  is  no  need,”  said  the  Kotwal,  sullenly,  to  the  King.  “If 
you  had  died  to-day,  those  who  brought  me  here  would  ere  now 
have  been  headless  corpses.  I  will  answer  no  more  questions.  Do» 
with  me  as  you  will]  except  in  prayer,  my  lips  open  no  more.” 

“  Take  him  away  to  death,”  said  the  King.  “  A  kingdom  that 
ncv’^er  punishes  is  too  weak  to  exist.” 

Jehandar  Beg  was  led  away  through  the  private  cloisters.  Hie| 
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head  had  fallen  upon  his  bosom ;  but  those  who  saw  it  never  forgot 
the  fire  which  seemed  to  flash  from  his  large  eyes,  and  the  scowl 
of  deadly  hate  which  ho  cast  upen  all  around  him  as  he  walked 
firmly  on. 

“  We  may  now  separate,”  said  the  King.  •  “  Forgive  me,  O  friends, 
who  have  as  yet  known  me  only  as  a  boy  playing  about  your  knees, 
if  I  have  acted  weakly  in  this  first  rough  lesson  of  life.  0  noble 
Khan,  there  are  those  who  await  you  with  tears  of  joy.  What 
can  I  say  for  this  service  you  have  done  ?  This  sword  is  known 
to  you ;  wear  it  for  the  sake  of  Adil  Khan.  And  do  thou,  Fazil 
Khan,  take  these,  the  first  marks  of  honour  thou  hast  won ;  but, 
Inshalla !  not  the  last ;  ”  and  removing  the  costly  jewel  from  his 
turban,  and  a  heavy  necklace  of  pearls  from  his  neck,  he  invested 
the  young  man  with  them  with  his  own  hands* 

“  I  have  but  one  boon  to  ask,  my  prince,”  said  Fazil;  “it  is  for 
my  friend,  the  Wuzeer’s  son.  I  will  answer  for  him  with  my  life, 
that  he  was  as  true  as  I  am.  !May  I  console  him  ?  ” 

“  Take  this  to  him,”  said  the  King,  removing  a  gold  ring  from 
his  wrist ;  “  tell  him  that  from  Adil  Shah  he  need  fear  nothing.” 

“  Altogether,”  said  our  friend  the  Lalla,  who  had  accompanied 
the  Khan  and  Fazil,  “  these  Dekhanies  have  some  method  in  their 
rudeness  ;  but,  after  all,  they  are  mad, — quite  mad.  Such  ebulli¬ 
tions  of  temper  could  not  have  been  allowed  in  the  Padshah’s  court. 
Mobaruk,  mobaruk  bad,  Khan  Sahib,”  he  cried,  heartily  yet  respect¬ 
fully,  to  Afzool  Khan  and  Fazil,  as  they  were  passing  out  and 
receiving  the  warm  greetings  of  their  friends, — and  of  all,  high  and 
low,  who  could  reach  them, — “  let  your  poor  servant  be  honoured 
by  his  congratulation  being  accepted.” 

“Ah,  friend,  art  thou  there?  ”  replied  the  Khan.  “Well,  thou 
must  be  seen  to  ;  come  to  my  house  and  we  will  arrange  something 
for  thee.” 

“  May  it  please  my  lord  to  make  me  news-writer  to  his  army,” 
cried  the  Lalla,  joining  his  hands.  “  My  style,  Inshalla  ! — is - ” 

“  Well,”  said  Afzool  Khan,  interrupting  him  good-humouredly. 
“  Son,  -wilt  thou  have  him  ?  ” 

“  I  agree,  father,”  said  Fazil,  smiling,  “  if  he  will  serve  under  one 
who  may,  after  all,  be  only  a  Gosai.” 

“  1  am  my  lord’s  slave  to  death.  1  am  but  a  poor  Khayet,  but 
I  can  be  of  use  to  a  discerning  patron,”  returned  the  Lalla. 

“  Come,  son,”  said  the  Khan,  “  let  us  see  whether  Kowas  Khan  be 
returned.  The  King’s  message  should  be  delivered  ere  we  proceed 
home.  Methinks  he  and  all  his  people  would  be  safer  with  us  for 
a  few  days,  until  men’s  minds. are  calmer.” 

We  will  not  follow  the  Khan  on  his  benevolent  errand  ;  nor  can 
we  detail  how  much  mustard  and  coriander  seed  were  burned  with 
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frankincense  before  them  to  avert  evil  when  they  reached  home :  nor 
yet  how  often  Goolab,  and  the  other  women-servants,  and  even  the 
lady  Lnrlee  herself,  cracked  their  knuckles  over  them,  till  they  would 
crack  no  more.  One  thing,  however,  was  certain :  the  worthy  lady 
was  more  than  ever  assured  that  she  had  read  the  planets  aright,  and, 
if  she  had  not  done  so,  a^great  evil  would  have  befallen  the  family. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

fSoMEWHAT  later  in  the  day,  a  few  groups  of  men  were  assembled 
near  those  majestic  Adansonian  trees  which  still  stand  by  the  wayside 
between  the  Citadel  'and  the  outer  gate  of  the  fort  of  Beejapoor. 
The  sun’s  rays  fell  slanting  through  their  dense  foliage,  and  cast 
broad  shadows  upon  the  bright  green  sward,  which,  with  the  trees 
themselves,  glowed  in  the  evening  light.  The  wind  had  fallen,' and 
not  a  leaf  stirred  in  the  oppressive  sultry  calm  which  prevailed. 

On  one  side,  upon  a  piece  of  faded  carpet,  tom  and  ragged,  sat 
a  Fakeer,  to  all  appearance,  with  long  matted  hair  streaming  over 
his  shoulders  to  his  waist,  and  over  his  face  also,  so  as  partly  -to 
conceal  it.  Some  coarse  rags  hung  loosely  about  him,  but  he  wore 
the  tall  felt  cap  of  the  Kullunders,  and  their  quilted  robe  thrown 
over  his  shoulders.  He  sat  upon  his  heels,  leaning  upon  a  bright 
steel  rod  with  prongs  at  the  end,  which  might  serve  either  for 
support  or  defence,  and  spoke  to  no  one  ;  but  now  and  again  a  low 
ciy  of  “  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga,”  was  rather  muttered  than  cried 
aloud.  A  few  copper  coins  and  cow'ries,  which  had  been  thrown  to 
him  by  passers-by,  lay  on  the  carpet. 

At  a  little  distence  from  him  were  two  parties  of  armed  men — 
some  Mussulmans,  some  Hindus — standing,  lounging  on  the  grass, 
and  speaking  carelessly  together.  One  of  these,  from  his  dress  and 
hair,  seemed  to  be  of  more  pretension  than  the  rest,  and  might  be 
the  Jemadar,  or  sub-officer  of  the  party,  and  was  attended  by  two 
men  armed  with  “  Puttas,”  long,  broad  Toledo  blades,  set  in  steel 
gauntlets  inlaid  with  silver,  which  hung  at  their  backs,  the  hilts 
projecting  over  their  shoulders.  These  men  were  both  short,  with 
round  backs,  and  very  powerful  frames  ;  and,  from  this  brief 
description,  our  previous  acquaintance  with  them  under  the  banian 
tree  will  be  remembered. 

“  Perhaps  they  have  pardoned  him,  after  all,  and  let  him  go,”  said 
Rama.  “  The  King  is  young,  and  soft  as  a  woman  ;  and  what  will 
the  uncle  yonder  say  to  that,  I  wonder  ?  ” 

“ Impossible,”  replied  Lukshmun ;  “I  was  behind  the  guards  all 
the  time,  and  heard  Jehandar  Beg  ordered  for  execution  under  the 
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Goruk  Imlee.  No,  the  King  was  as  firm  as  onr  nncle  when _ _ 

Look  !  what  is  that  ?  Can  it  be  they  ?  ” 

As  he  spoke,  a  small  procession  was  seen  approaching,  a  litter 
tied  np  as  though  a  lady  were  withtin  ;  a  few  footmen  ran  beside  it, 
and  a  few  horsemen  rode  before  and  behind.  Unobtrusive  in 
character,  its  movements  were  nevertheless  followed  with  the 
greatest  interest  by  the  men  we  have  mentioned,  and  even  the 
Fakeer  looked  aside  to  watch  it. 

At  first  it  seemed  to  be  proceeding  by  the  road  in  the  direction  of 
the  outer  gate ;  but  as  it  arrived  opposite  the  trees,  the  leading 
horsemen  turned  suddenly  across  the  sward  and  halted  under  them, 
followed  by  the  bearers,  who  at  once  hastily  put  down  the  litter 
and  retired  apart.  The  leader  of  the  party  drew  up  his  own  men  at 
a  little  distance,  i^hile  the  footmen  were  directed  to  remove  the 
cover  of  the  litter.  As  they  did  so,  the  person  within,  who  was 
pinioned,  put  his  feet  out  of  it,  and  stood  up. 

“  Where  is  Hoosein,  the  executioner  ?  ”  cried  the  ofBcer ;  “  he  was 
ordered  to  be  here  ;  and  this  is  no  time  for  delay.  Have  any  of  ye 
seen  him  ?  ”  he  asked  of  the  people  around. 

Some  one  answered,  “  He  is  not  here ;  ”  and  another  cried  care¬ 
lessly,  “  Hoosein  does  not  like  doing  service  for  his  own  master ;  ” 
and  a  third  called  out  sneeringly,  “  You  will  find  him  drunk  in  the 
bazar  by  this  time ;  go  and  look  there.” 

“God  forbid,”  said  the  officer,  impatiently;  “go,  some  of  you, 
and  see  if  he  be  coming  in  any  direction ;  ”  and  several  of  the 
horsemen  dashed  off  at  full  speed. 

Enough,  sir,  said  Jehdndar  Beg,  sadly ;  “  a  keen  sword  is  all 
that  IS  needed  ;  and  ye  are  soldiers.  Loose  my  hands,  I  pray  ye 
giat  I  may  say  my  last  prayer  before  I  die.  .  .  .  Peace'  for  a  while’ 
Syn,  he  continued  to  the  Fakeer,  whose  chant  had  increased  to  a 
solemn  wail ;  “  here  is  something  for  thee.  See  thou  to  my  grave 
and  to  the  Fatehas  after  death.  This  will  be  enough,  perhaps,’’ 
he  continued,  with  a  sad  smile,  throwing  some  gold  coins  to  the 
man,  which  lighted  upon  his  carpet,  but  were  not  noticed. 

V-  to  lionga !  ”  was  the  only  reply  ;  but  the  tone, 

which  had  been  raised  as  Jehandar  Beg  appeared,  now  subsided 
into  a  low  murmur. 

‘Let  it  be  here,”  said  Jehandar  Beg,  stepping  forward  to  a  piece 
of  smooth  turf  under  one  of  the  huge  branches.  “  Will  any  one 
lend  me  a  scarf  ?  Stay,  this  will  do,”  he  continued,  loosing  his  own 
sliawl  from  w-aist;  “when  I  am  dead,  give  it  to  the  Durwaysh 
yonder.  Then  he  spread  it  out  on  the  ground,  and  knelt  down 
upon  it,  with  his  face  towards  Mecca,  settling  the  cap  upon  his 
head  smithing  his  long  curly  beard,  and  the  glossy  brown  curls 
which  fell  upon  his  neck.  “  There  is  no  use  asking  for  water 
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for  ablution,”  lie  muttered,  “  this  will  suflSce ;  ”  and  taking  up  a 
little  dry  earth,  be  rubbed  bis  bands  with  it,  allowing  tbe  dust  to 
fall  over  bis  elbows. 

Jebandar  Beg  looked  once  more  around  ere  be  began  bis  prayer ; 
above,  to  tbe- stately  trees,  and  them  heavy  foliage,  among  which 
a  flock  of  noisy* pairoquets  were  fluttering  from  branch  to  branch, 
and  screaming  loudly  ;  over  the  gi'een  sward,  to  the  King’s  fort 
and  palaces,  on  which,  and  upon  the  noble  dome  of  the  mausoleum 
of  ISIahmood  Adil  Shah,  his  first  benefactor  and  patron,  the  mellow 
light  of  evening  rested  in  a  golden  radiance,  and  away  over  trees, 
gardens,  and  minarets,  all  glowing  in  the  same  soft  beauty ;  then  upon 
the  group  around  him,  for  a  few  chance  passengers,  seeing  what  was 
to  happen,  had  gathered  round  the  spot. 

A  shiver  seemed  to  pass  through  him  as  he  closed  his  eyes  slowly. 
Not  of  fear,  for  the  man,  a  Fatalist  by  creed  and  habit,  was  meeting 
his  doom  stoically  as  a  brave  Moslem  can  do  ;  but  a  thought  had 
crossed  him  which  would  not  be  put  back — a  vision  of  love  and  peace 
— of  his  girl  wife  in  her  rosy  beauty,  and  of  her  fair  boy,  far  away 
at  his  own  village  and  home,  in  the  blue  mountains  of  Khorassan — 
and  of  a  fond  aged  mother  who  lived  with  them.  This  season  they 
were  to  have  come  to  him.  Who  now  would  tell  them  of  his  fate  ? 

“A  word.  Jemadar,”  he  said  to  the  officer.  “Bid  that  Fakeer 
come  hither.” 

“  Thou  wilt  do  it,”  he  said,  as  the  man  rose  and  advanced,  “  for 
the  sake  of  the  gold.  Give  this  ring  to  Afzool  Khan — my  worst 
enemy  in  life,  and  yet  the  truest  man  in  Beejapoor — and  these  papers; 
he  will  know  what  to  write  to  my — my — to  my  house.  And  now, 
friends,  peace,  and  the  peace  of  God  and  the  love  of  the  Prophet  be 
with  ye  !  When  I  have  said  the  prayer,  I  would  die.” 

It  was  finished,  but  as  yet  no  executioner  had  arrived.  Jebandar 
Beg  sat  resting  upon  his  heels,  his  eyes  closed,  while  his  beads  passed 
rapidly  through  his  fingers  as  his  lips  moved  in  prayer. 

“We  cannot  delay,”  cried  the  Jemadar  to  those  around,  “will 
none  of  ye  strike  a  blow  for  the  King  ?  Here  is  the,  warrant,  and 
here  is  a  bag  of  money  for  any  who  will  earn  it.” 

“Go  thou,  Rama,”  said  Lukshmun,  nudging  his  brother,  “thou 
art  a  sm*er  hand  with  the  ‘Putta  ’  than  I  am;  but  if  thou  wilt  not,  I 
will  try  mine  on  that  rascal,  who  hath  strung  up  many  a  better  fellow 
than  himself  on  these  trees.  Hast  thou  forgotten  what  he  did  to 
our  people?” 

“  Yes,”  added  Gopal  Singh ;  “  go,  Rama,  and  end  this  play.  See 
thou  do  it  well,  and  they  will  give  thee  the  money.  Go  !  ” 

“  If  the  uncle  wills  it,”  said  Rama,  hitching  forward  his  long 
weapon,  as  he  looked  for  a  moment  to  the  Fakeer,  who  bowed  his 
head,  imperceptibly  to  others,  yet  intelligibly  to  them,  as  he  repeated 
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his  cvy.  “  X"cs,  I  will  do  it,”  and  drawing  the  broad  blade,  ou  which 
the  STin’s  rajs  flashed  brightly,  he  felt  its  edge,  then  put  his  hand 
into  the  gauntlet  which  reached  to  his  elbow,  and  fastened  the  straps 
over  his  wrist  and  -arm  carefully.  He  now  advanced  lightly,  with 
circling  steps,  flourishing  the  heavy  weapon,  as  though  it  had  been 
a  stick,  round  and  round  his  head  ;  yet,  with  every  sweep,  it  was 
clear  that  he  was  measuring  his  distance  more  carefully.  Another 
moment — a  bright  flash  in  the  air — a  whistling  sound  as  the  sword 
clove  it — and  the  head  of  Jehandar  Beg  rolled  to  the  ground,  the  lips 
still  moving  with  the  prayer  which  he  had  not  finished,  while  the 
trunk  fell  forward  quivering. 

“The  second  to-day,”  said  Rama,  muttering  to  himself,  as  he  wiped 
his  sword  on  the  sward.  “  Enough,  enough !  ” 

”  Soobhan  Ulla  !  ”  exclaimed  the  Jemadar.  “  A  brave  stroke. 
Thou  shouldst  be  chief  executioner  thyself,  friend.” 

“That  is  my  brother,  noble  sir,”  said  Lukslrmun,  interrupting  the 
speaker,  “and  he  does  not  like  being  spoken  to  after  he  has  cutofl!  a 
man’s  head.  Give  me  the  money,  Jemadar  Sahib,  and  let  us  begone; 
you  see  he  is  cleaning  his  sword;  he  might  dirty  it  again  if  he  were 
vexed.” 

“Take  it,  friend,”  returned  the  officer,  “and  away  with  ye,  for 
3-onder  is  Hoosein  Jullad  coming,  and  ye  may  perchance  quaiTel 
over  it.  Begone  !  ” 

^  “  Bid  him  and  his  party  watch  here  till  I  bring  men  to  bury  the 

dead,”  said  the  seeming  Eakecr,  wlio  had  again  risen  amd  advanced, 
and  who,  having  removed  the  bloody  shaAvl,was  rolling  it  up.  “Watch 
with  them,  even  though  it  .should  be  night.  This  gold  will  suffice  for 
all,  and  I  will  return.”  So  saying,  he  stalked  away  rapidly  in  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  the  fort,  while  his  strange  cry  changed — “  Ulla  dilaya  to  leea, 
Ulla  dilaya  to  leea !  ”  (God  gave  and  I  took,  God  gave  and  I  took  !) 

“  Sir,  here  are  the  executioner’s  men,  and  they  will  watch ;  w^e 
need  not  stay,”  said  one  of  the  soldiers  to  theii^officei’.  “Lotus  go.” 

The  litter  was  taken  up,  the  soldiers  moved  rapidly  away,  and 
there  remained  only  the  watchers  and  two  women,  wi’apped  elosely 
in  heavy  sheets,  who  had  not  been  previously  noticed,  and  who 
sat  cowering  behind  one  of  the  giant  trunks,  sobbing  bitterly.  Per¬ 
haps - ;  but  no  matter  now. 

The  sun  "was  sinking  fast,  and  its  rays  fell  upon  p.,  jdooI  of  bloody 
glistening,  as  it  dried  among  the  blades  of  the  close  sward, — upon  a 
ghastly  head,  its  face  turned  upwards  to  the  sky, — and  a  headless 
trunk  beside  it,  from  which  the  crimson  stream  was  still  oozing. 
Above,  on  the  high  bare  branches,  sat  foixl  birds  and  ravens,  which 
had  already  scented  the  blood,  and  whose  hoarse  croaks  mingled  v.-ith 
the  heavy  rustle  of  the  Avings  of  vultui-es,  assembling  for  a  night 
feast ; — no  unusual  matter,  perhaps,  in  that  jilaco. 
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“A  Fakeer  says  be  must  sec  you,  ray  lord,”  said  Goolab  to  Afzool 
Kbaii,  as  be  sat  quietly  in  bis  accustomed  seat  after  tbe  evening 
prayer.  “He  is  in  tbe  court  at  tbe  door,  and  will  take  no  denial.  He 
will  not  go  away,  but  cursed  frightfully  when  we  said  you  were  tired, 
and  were  resting  in  private.” 

“A  Fakeer,  Goolab!  Do  you  know  bim?” 

“All  be  says,  master,  is  ‘  Ulla  dilaya  to  leea,’  ”  replied  tbe  woman, 
“and  bo  declared  be  would  cut  bimself  with  a  knife  and  throw  bis 
blood  tipon  \is  if  we  did  not  tell  you.  Hark !  there  is  a  shout.” 

“  Ulla  dilaya,  to  leea  1  ” 

Tbe  Khan  did  not  delay.  “  I  know  him,  Goolab,”  be  said.  “Go, 
and  say  I  come.” 

“Bid  every  one  depart  hence,”  said  tbe  man  as  Afzool  Khan 
approached  him,  .attended  by  several  servants.  “What  I  have  to  say 
to  thee  brooks  no  listeners.  There,”  he  continued,  when  all  bad 
gone  ;  and  flinging  down  tbe  bloody  scarf  at  tbe  Khan’s  feet,  “  look, 
it  is  bis  blood  who  would  have  been  true,  but  for  him  who  went  to 
bell  before  him.  Hero  is  bis  last  request  to  thee,  Afzool  Khan,  for 
bo  trusted  thee  only,  of  all  this  city.  Take  them,  I  have  done  bis 
last  bidding.” 

“  His  seal  and  these  papers,  Syn.  More  treason,  perliaps.  Dii! 
be  say  aught  of  them  ?  ”  said  tbe  Khan. 

“  Only  that  they  belonged  to  bis  bouse,  and  I  should  give  them  to  ' 
you  ;  and  bo  died  like  a  brave  man  as  be  was.” 

“  Yes,  as  be  was,  Syn,”  echoed  the  Khan  sadly — “as  be ‘was.  And 
thou  bast  buried  him  ?  Else - ” 

“  I  have  cared  for  that;  it  doth  not  concern  thee,  Khan.” 

“  And  Avbo  art  thou,  Syn  ?  We  have  met  before  to-day.” 

“  Ay,  Khan,  and  before  that  often.  Am  I  safe  with  thee?  Put 
thy  hand  on  my  bead^  nay,  fear  not  a  poor  servant  of  God,  and  T 
will  tell  thee  w'bo  I  am.” 

“  Surely,  friend,”  replied  Afzool  Khan,  putting  out  bis  band  upon 
the  high  felt  cap,  “fear  not,” 

“Not  there,  not  there ;  on  my  head,”  cried  tbe  man,  grasping  the 
Khan’s  band,  and  kissing  it  v.diile  be  removed  tbe  cap ;  “  on  my  head, 
on  my  bead.  Ask  Ali  Adil  Sbab  of  me,  and  remember — Puhar 
Sing]..” 

“  Pabar  Singh  !  ”  exclaimed  the  Khan,  starting  back. 

“Hush,  fear  not;  I  have  been  jjardoned,  and  the  Shah’s  hand  bat!, 
been  before  thine  on  bis  bead  ;  fear  not,  I  will  be  true  to  thee,  foi- 
thou  art  faithful  to  liim.  Thy  baud  once  more,  Khan,  freely  and 
truly  upon  my  bead,” 

“  Go,  friend,-”  said  Afzool  Khan,  placing  it  as  be  desired.  “Go,  1 
doubt  thee  not,  for  I  have  beard  what  happened  last  night;  go  in 
peace.  Whaiever  thou  canst  do  for  the  Sbab  will  not  be  forgotten.” 
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“There  is  yet  one  more  work  to-day  ere  I  sleep,  Khau — one  more, 
and  I  go  to  do  it.  God  be  with  yon.” 

As  he  departed,  the  men  on  guard  would  have  stopped  him,  but 
again  the  old  ciy  arose,  and  in  his  assumed  character  no  one  molested 
him,  as  the  shout,  rising  and  falling  on  the  air,  died  away  in  the  far 
distance.  ^ 

Afzool  Khan  took  up  the  bloody  scarf  and  gave  it  to  an  attendant. 
“  Let  it  be  washed,  and  kept  till  I  ask  for  it,”  he  said.  Not  long 
atferwards  some  Persian  merchants  were  returning  to  their  countiy, 
and  they  bore  the  last  requests  of  the  unhappy  Jehandar  Beg,  with 
such  monies  as  could  be  saved  out  of  his  property,  to  his  family. 

That  evening  the  crypt  under  the  old  tomb  was  again  empty. 
Maloosray’s  scouts  had  brought  him  the  news  of  Bulwunt  Rao  having 
survived  his  wound ;  and  of  the  occurrences  in  the  Dm’bar  of  the  King, 
of  which  he  had  been  advised  by  the  Brahmun  we  have  seen  in 
communication  with  Jehandar  Beg.  Watching  from  the  terrace  of 
the  temple,  he  had  seen  the  Wuzeer’s  arrival  at  Allapoor;  followed 
his  couree  across  the  plain  ;  and  guessed,  by  the  confusion  and  shots 
at  the  gate,  and  the  dispersion  of  the  horsemen  with  him,  that  some¬ 
thing  extraordinary  had  taken  place,  the  particulars  of  which,  and 
of  the  subsequent  execution  of  Jehandar  Beg,  were  related  by  his 
scouts.  Under  the  presence  of  Pahar  Singh,  therefore,  Beejapoor 
was  no  longer  safe ;  and  as  night  closed,  the  whole  party,  unobserved, 
left  their  hiding-place  to  its  usual  tenant^,  the  jackals  and  hyenas  of 
the  plain. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

As  night  fell,  and  as  Maloosray  knew  all  the  Mahomedans  would  be 
engaged  in  their  evening  prayer,  his  little  party  emerged  from  the 
crypt,  and  took  their  way  westward  across  the  plain,  avoiding  the 
suburbs,  and  threading  the  narrow  lanes  among  the  fields,  which  on 
all  sides  skirted  the  city.  One  by  one  his  followers  and  scouts  had 
been  despatched  in  advance  to  meet  them  at  certain  places ;  and  a 
spot  known  to  all,  where  the  great  northern  and  western  roads 
diverged,  was  fixed  upon  as  a  final  place  of  rendezvous.  Thither, 
also,  had  been  despatched  the  wounded  man,  Ranojee,  who,  unable 
to  ride  far  at  a  time,  was  to  proceed  by  easy  stages  with  the  scouts 
and  other  servants  to  Jutt,  the  chieftain  of  which  town  was  a 
sincere  adherent  to  their  cause. 

Maloosray  himself,  taking  Nettajee,  and  the  chief  scout  Ramjee 
with  two  others,  to  serve  as  grooms,  had  determined  to  visit  Toolja- 
poor  before  he  returned  to  his  master.  There  were  many  active 
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partisans  of  weight  in  the  Bala  Ghant;  what  had  they  detenniued 
upon,  and  what  was  his  old  friend  Jeswunt  Rao  Bhoslay  of  Sind- 
phul  doing?  It  was  impossible  to  write,  and  as  long  as  personal 
eomnuinieation  'can  be  insured,  l^Iahrattas  never  write  letters.  It 
was  above  all  things  necessary  that  Moro  Trimmul  and  Jeswunt 
Rao  must  liave  the  hrst  news  of  the  Wuzeer’s  death;  and  except  it 
v>'cre  reported  by  royal  express  to  the  camp  at  Nuldroog,  it  could 
hardly  be  known  at  Toofjapoor  next  day.  ^  It  was  a  long  ride, 
certainly,  but  it  was  possible  to  reach  Tooljapoor,  and  to  secure 
.More  Triramul’s  safety,  in  case  it  should  be  threatened. 

The  occurrences  at  Beejapoor  had  been  very  unexpected  by 
;Maloosray.  At  first  sight  they  appeared  to  be  a  sore  discourage¬ 
ment  to  the  plans  which  had  been  almost  matured ;  and  for  soirte 
time  he  rode  in  silence,  brooding  over  the  catastrophe  we  have 
recorded.  He  could  not  account  for  it.  To  all  appeamnee  the 
King  and  the 'NVuzeer  had  been  on  excellent  terms,  and  Jehandar 
Beo-°their  confidant ;  yet  in  one  day  both  had  been  destroyed,  and 
t henparty  of  Afzool  Khan  had  suddenly  become  the  leading  one  in 
the  State.  Was  he  ambitious,  he  might  be  prime  minister.  In  his 
heart  Maloosi'ay  acknowledged  his  fitness  for  the  post.  ^  Ko  other 
person  would  command  the  allegiance  of  the  army,  ^  with  'v^hom 
Khan  Mahomed  had  not  been  popular.  “  It  ivill  unite  in  the  Khan, 
and  we  shall  have  enough  to  do  to  escape  it,”  he  thought,  “  but  the 
young  tree  will  bend  to  the  storm  when  the  old  one  lyill  break,  and 
we  may  find  opportunity  to  strengthen  ourselves,  while  we  do  not 
weaken  the  royal  house.”  ♦ 

Now  the  moon  shone  out  brightly.  There  had  been  no  rain  since 
the  storm  of  the  previous  night.  The  day  had  been  hot  and  sultry; 
but  as  the  night  tell,  a  delicious  breeze,  soft  and  cool,  had  succeeded 
the  calm  of  "the  evening,  and  the  road  was  sufficiently  dry  to  be 
travelled  without  inconvenience.  j\Ialoosray’s  noble  mare  seemed 
to  feel,  with  her  mastei',  the  invigorating  effects  of  freedom  of 
action, — and  her  light  and  springy  movements,  which  conveyed  to 
the  rider  an  involuntary  assurance  of  activity  and  endiirance,  ex¬ 
cited  within  him  a  more  hopeful  spirit  than  that  with  which  he  had 
quitted  the  city.  Now  and  again,  as  they  passed  some  muddy 
rivulet,  or  stony  portion  of  the  I'oad,  a  word  of  encouragement 
or  caution  from  her  rider  would  be  answered  by  a  low  whinny^ 
which  was  followed  by  a  loving  caress  of  her  arched  neck,  and  thus 
a  perfect  accordance  seemed  to  be  established  between  them. 

“  Shall  we  reach  the  river  before  daylight,  Sidda,”  said  Maloosray 
to  his  guide;  “and  can  we  get  the  boat?  "Will  it  be  on  this 
side?” 

“  The  boatmen  are  all  friends  of  mine,  master,”  replied  the^  man, 
“and  will  cross  me  at  any  village  or  at  any  time ;  fear  not.  I  will  say 
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I  liave  dispatches,  and  they  believe  in  this  stick  that  I  am  on  the 
royal  service.  No  one  "will  dare  to  stop  one  of  the  royal  Hurkaras 
Avith  this  as  his  warrant;”  and  as  he  spoke  he  flourished  the  weapon 
— a  short  stout  staff,  gaily  lacquered  in  I’ings  of  red,  yellow,  and 
black,  with  a  heavy  tuft  of  black  cotton  yarn  at  the  end,  from 
Avhence  projected  a  formidable  four-sided  lance  about  a  foot  long, 
the  point  of  which  Avas  carefully  sharpened — lightly  round  his 
head. 

They  rode  on,  keeping  the  main  track ;  noAv  and  again  passing 
A'illages,  AA’here  they  were  saluted  by  a  chorus  of  barks  and  boAAds 
from  the  village  dogs ;  again  traversing  long  intervals  between 
others,  Avhere  the  occasional  piping  of  sleepless  plovers,  the  Availing 
cries  of  ever-wakeful  restless  lapwings,  and  an  occasional  burst  of 
hoAvls  and  screams  fi’om  packs  of  wandering  jackals, — Avere  the  only 
sounds  Avhich  fell  on  their  ears  in  those  solitudes. 

They  met  no  one  at  that  hour,  but  they  did  not  pass  the  villages, 
lying  upon  the  road,  unremarked.  Here  a  shrill  challenge  Avas 
blown  upon  a  horn  as  they  passed  a  gate ;  there  a  drum  was  beaten, 
and  other  indications  given  of  the  village  Avatch  being  on  the  alert, 
or  a  shot  Avas  fired  from  a  bastion  or  Avatch-tower,  the  bullet  of 
AA'hich  sung  harmlessly  above  their  heads  into  the  air  They  Avere 
rough  times  those,  Avhen  men  ploughed  Avith  their  fire-arms  slung 
at  their  backs,  and  Avhen  the  Aullage  cattle,  AV'hilc  grazing,  had  to  be 
guarded  by  parties  of  matchlock  men  against  the  raids  of  more 
powerful  neighbours. 

The  moon  set  soon  after  midnight,  and  the  Avind  again  arose, 
sighing  as  it  SAvept  across  the  broad  plains  in  fitful  gusts,  or  rustling 
among  the  tall  fields  of  grain  Avhich  bordered  the  road.  Light 
clouds,  too,  Avere  rising  from  the  AvestAvard,  and  hurrying  across  the 
face  of  the  sky,  partly  obscured  the  stars,  and  caused  additional 
gloom.  Under  other  guidance  Maloosray  Avould  have  felt  uncertain 
of  the  path  ;  but  the  Hurkara  never  diverted  from  the  track,  or 
slackened  his  pace;  and  the  party-  passed  on  unnoticed,  at  the 
greatest  speed  that  the  light  and  the  road  Avould  admit  of,  Avithout 
ilistressing  their  horses. 

As  they  ascended  one  of  the  long  undulating  eminences,  AA'hich 
arc  the  characterizing  features  of  the  country,  and  which  com¬ 
manded  a  view  for  some  miles  around,  ISIaloosray’s  attention 
AV'as  attracted  by  a  light  which,  emerging  from  behind  some  grain 
fields  from  another  direction,  Avas  advancing  rapidly  toAvards 
them,  and  apparently  Avould  cross  the  road  a  little  in  advance  of 
them.  It  was  evidently  a  torch,  possibly  that  of  some  traA'ellers ; 
yet  it  moved  too  swiftly  and  regularly  for  men  on  foot ;  and  to  the 
keen  practised  ear  of  Maloosmy  himself,  as  Avell  as  of  his  folloAvers, 
the  tread  of  a  body  of  horse  Avas  heard,  Avhile  the  slight  occasional 
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sparkles  from  weapons,  and  the  dnll  red  glow  of  matches,  were  soon 
distinctly  visible. 

Could  they  have  been  followed  ?  Had  any  one  remarked  their 
departure  from  the  city  ?  The  little  party  halted  at  once,  and  drew 
up  out  of  the  track  of  the  road  to  escape  obseiwation,  ani^Avatched 
the  movement  of  the  light  before  them  with  beating  hearts.  Nor 
were  they  long  in  suspense.  After  disappearing  for  a  moment  in  a 
hollow,  the  light  appeared  again  upon  the  road  itself,  and  the  body 
of  horse,  which  might  be  fifty  or  more,  drew  up  across  their  way 
and  halted. 

Who  could  they  be?  Certain  it  was  that  the  party  was  now 
posted  there  to  waylay  some  one  v/ho  W'as  expected,  and  the  in¬ 
formation  they  were  acting  upon  was  apparently  as  sure  as  their 
movements  were  methodical.  Not  a  neigh  escaped  their  horses, 
nor  Avas  there  any  commotion  apparently  among  the  men.  The 
place  chosen  Avas  admirably  adapted  for  a  surprise.  The  road,  as 
we  have  said,  led  up  a  slight  ascent  or  spur  of  an  undulation,  the 
sides  of  Avhich  broke  into  small  but  rough  ravines  and  watercourses  # 
intermixed  Avith  large  loose  boulders  of  basalt,  difficult  to  be  tra- 
A’-ersed  on  horseback  even  by  day,  and  quite  impassable  by  night. 
These  features  Avere  the  same  on  both  sides ;  and  the  spur  itself  Avas 
a  narroAv  neck,  which  Avidened,  as  the  plain  above  stretched  out, 
into  one  of  the  usual  broad  expanses  of  waste  and  cultivated  lands. 

“  They  have  come  by  Hortee,”  said  the  Hurkara  in  a  whisper — 

“  the  village  there  in  the  holloAV — and  are  waiting  fo  r  some  one. 
Mastei*,  dost  thoti  fear  them  ? — they  will  hardly  molest  travellers 
such  as  we  are.  Shall  Ave  go  on  ?  ” 

It  AA’as  a  difficult  point  to  decide.  There  was  certainly  no  way  of 
avoiding  them  and  yet  keeping  the  road. 

“  Go,  Ramjee,”  said  Maloosray  to  his  scout ;  “  go  and  see  who 
they  arc.  Be  careful !  my  mind  misgives  me  about  them.” 

“  Master,”  replied  the  man,  “  this  ground  is  higher  than  theirs, 
and  if  they  put  out  the  light  they  will  see  thee  against  the  sky. 
Retire  a  little  loAver,  and  Enk6ba  and  I  will  find  it  all  out  for  you.” 

Maloosray  saw  the  intelligence  of  the  advice,  and  acted  promptly 
upon  it,  while  the  two  men,  well  accustomed  to  such  proceedings, 
crept  warily  along  under  cover  of  bushes  and  inequalities  of  the 
ground,  till  they  entered  a  tall  field  of  grain,  in  which  they  could 
move  Avithout  chance  of  observation  up  to  the  very  party  itself,  and 
from  which  they  looked  Avith  safety  upon  the  horsemen. 

As  they  had  supposed,  the  body  was  drawn  up  across  the  road. 
One  flank  overlapped  the  cornfield,  on  the  path  by  which  they  had 
come ;  the  other  rested  upon  a  declivity  where  ^e  same  path  de¬ 
scended  to  the  westward.  It  was  clear  that  the  position  could  not 
bo  turned  Avithout  great  risk,  and  it  was  impossible  to  say  whether 
the  path  to  Hortee  might  not  be  guarded  also. 
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In  front  of  the  party,  and  near  a  man  who  held  a  torch  which  he 
replenished  with  oil  from  time  to  time,  were  two  persons  mounted 
on  powerful  horees,  whoso  wet  coats  and  panting  flanks  showed  that 
they  had  been  ridden  at  a  rapid  i-ate ;  and  it  was  also  evident  from 
the  condition  of  the  rest,  splashed  with  mud  and  with  similar 
evidences  of  fatigue,  that,  whatever  might  be  the  object,  speed  had 
not  been  spared  in  its  pursuit. 

“They  cannot  pass  this  unobserved,”  said  the  elder  of  the  two, 
“  and  there  can  be  no  suspicion  that  we  are  on  this  road.  Ah,  there 
is  no  such  trap,  boy,  in  the  country,  not  a  rat  could  get  by  it.  Well, 
we  have  not  l^en  idle ;  first  Khan  Mahomed,  second  the  Kotwal,  and 
now  Maloosray  and  his  friend  Kettajee.” 

“  You  have  not  got  them  yet,”  thought  Ramjee,  “  and  Tannajee  is 
not  game  for  you,  old  fox.  But  for  him,  my  dagger  would  have 
made  acquaintance  with  you  that  day  in  the  Gosai’s  Mutt  at  Toolja- 
poor.  Ah !  who  could  have  told  him  of  us  ?  ” 

“  I  think,  uncle,  we  had  as  well  put  out  the  torch,”  said  a  man, 
coming  forward,  riding  a  tall  gi-ey  mare.  “  Tannajee  is  not  a  moth 
to  fly  into  a  candle.” 

“  Good,  Lukshmun,”  said  the  chief ;  “  put  it  out.” 

“  I  think  we  were  wrong,  father,”  said  the  other  leader ;  “  a  few 
men  would  have  surrounded  that  den  under  the  tomb,  and  no  one 
could  have  escaped.” 

/*  True;  but  you  would  not  have  taken  Tannajee  alive,  and  here  he 
will  be  helpless.  No,  it  is  better  as  it  is  ;  and  he  shall  sit  under  the 
Goruk  Imlees,  and  die  like  Jehandar  Beg,  before  me.” 

“  And^  Rama  shall  help  him  on  his  way  to  the  gods,  master,  if  you 
like,”  said  Luk-shmun.  “  He  says  he  is  quite  ready,  and  he  got  the 
Putta  sharpened  again.” 

“  Silence  !  ”  said  the  chief,  as  the  light  was  extinguished,  “  not  a 
word  must  be  spoken  now,  nor  a  horse  stir.  Be  careful,  all  of  ye.” 

The  scouts  had  seen  and  heard  enough.  The  I’ustling  of  the  high 
corn-stalks  and  their  leaves,  under  the  breeze,  prevented  their  return 
through  them  being  heard,  and  in  a  few  moments  they  had  rejoined 
Maloosray,  who,  with  Nettajee,  had  descended  the  brow  of  the  ascent 
for  a  few  paces,  and  could  not  be  seen  from  above. 

“Master,”  whispered  the  scout,  “  ’tls  the  Old  Lion,  Pahar  Singh, 
and  his  cub,  Gopal,  and  their  men.  I  saw  one  of  the  hunchbacks, 
too,  with  them.” 

“  Ha  !  the  Old  Lion  thinks  to  have  a  feast  to-day,  Nettajee,”  said 
Maloosray,  “  biit  the  man  is  yet  to  be  born  who  will  take  Tannajee 
alive.  And  what  did  he  say,  Ramjee  ?  ” 

“  He  said  you  should  be  token  alive,  and  that  you  should  sit  under 
the  Goruk  Imlees,  and  have  your  head  cut  off,  like  Jehdndar  Beer,  by 
Rama  the  hunchl^k.” 
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“  Ah,”  said  Tannajee,  “  he  should  not  have  brought  a  torch  with 
him,  Netta,  else  it  was  not  ill-contnved.  By  the  Holy  Mother,  there 
had  been  small  chance  for  us  had  we  got  among  them.  And  now, 
what  is  to  be  done  ?  ” 

“  We  must  go  back.  Beyond  the  rivulet  and  the  date  grove 
yonder  is  a  path  which  leads  to  Boorga,  and  so  to  Churchan,  if  my  lord 
does  not  care  for  a  few  coss  more,”  said  the  Hurkara;  “and,  after 
all,  it  is  as  near  as  any  other  road  to  Mundroop.” 

“  Good,”  said  Tannajee ;  “  let  us  be  quick,  they  may  advance.” 

So  they  moved  carefully  down  the  descent,  beyond  which  was  a 
small  rivulet  bordered  by  thin  date  trees  and  other  brushwood. 
“  See,”  said  Netta,  as  they  crossed  the  small  stream,  “  we  are  but  just 
in  time :  there  they  are  !  ’  and  as  Tannajee  looked  up,  he  saw  several 
figures  projected  in  outline  against  the  sky.  one  of  whom  was  point¬ 
ing  to  the  road  leading  to  Beejapoor. 

“I  thought  the  Old  Lion  had  been  more  wary,  ’  he  said,  “than  to 
show  himself  in  that  manner ;  but  he  may  cool  his  heart  now ;  he  had 
better  have  made  for  the  ferry  !  ” 

It  had,  however,  been  a  narrow  escape,  and  one  for  which  Tan¬ 
najee  vowed  to  feed  a  hundred  Brahmuns  at  Tooljapoor ;  but  the 
danger  was  past,  and  after  a  somewhat  rough  track  for  a  short  dis¬ 
tance  westward,  the  guide  struck  confidently  nto  a  bi’oader  road, 
which,  like  the  preceding,  led  northwards,  and,  as  the  day  dawned, 
the  river- bank  at  the  ferry  beyond  Churchan  was  safely  reached.  The 
guide’s  staff  of  office  proved  irresistible.  In  a  few  moments  they  were 
seated  in  one  of  the  large  circular  coracle  baskets  of  wicker-work, 
covered  with  hide,  which  serve  as  ferry-boats ;  and  with  the  two 
mares  swimming  in  front,  and  guided  by  the  men  who  held  them, 
and  the  skilful  paddles  of  three  lusty  rowers,  the  party  crossed  the 
stream,  and  were  beyond  danger  of  pursuit. 


CHAPTER  XLYII. 

In  his  last  letter  to  Beejapoor,  Moro  Trimmul  had  directed  his  agent 
there  to  inform  Maloosray  that,  at  the  day  of  which  we  write,  there 
would  be  recitations  in  the  temple,  and  under  cloak  of  this,  that 
most  of  the  heads  of  the  Mahratta  families  were  to  assemble ;  it 
would,  therefore,  be  advisable  if  he  could  meet  them  It  was  partly 
on  this  account,  but  most  particularly  because  of  the  murder  of 
Khan  Mahomed,  that  Tannajee  had  left  the  city  so  abruptly,  and 
ridden  throuerh  the  night  ivithout  a  check. 

Nor  did  Tannajee  and  his  companion  take  rest  anywhere  daring 
the  day  following,  except  for  such  refreshment  as  ivas  absolutely 
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necessary.  They  avoided  all  large  towns  and  villages;  and,  as 
Tannajee  knew  the  country  perfectly  by  day,  he  guided  his  friend  by 
cross  paths,  frequently  through  fields  and  waste  lands,  till,  as  the 
evening  fell,  they  drew  up  before  the  gate  of  Sindphul,  the  village 
below  the  pass  of  Tooljapoor,  which  we  have  before  had  occasion  to 
mention. 

The  owner,  a  distant  relative  of  the  Rajah  Sivaji,  by  name 
Jeswunt  Rao  Bhoslay,  was  an  intimate  friend  of  Maloosray’s,  and  a 
true  and  influential  ally  of  the  general  cause  in  those  districts, 
l^faloosray’s  sudden  arrival  surprised  him  little,  for  in  consequence  of 
what  Moro  Trimmul  had  written,  he  had  been  expected ;  and,  after  a 
short  conference,  Maloosi-ay  urged  that  the  news  he  had  brought 
should  be  communicated  to  Moro  Trimmul  and  those  assembled  with 
as  little  delay  as  possible,  and  in  this  Jeswunt  Rao  concurred. 

So,  after  a  slight  rest  and  hearty  meal,  which  both  needciJ,  the 
stout  ponies,  provided  by  their  host,  Avere  announced  to  be  ready  i]i 
the  courtyard  of  the  house,  and,  accompanied  by  half-a-score  of  stout 
sword-and-buckler  men,  with  matchlocks  and  lighted  matches,  they 
rode  out  of  the  village  gate. 

The  active  ponies,  though  Avell  accustomed  to  the  rough  mountain- 
road,  had  paused  for  a  moment  to  take  breath  on  the  level  spot  from 
whence  the  buildings  could  be  seen  below— the  glare  of  light,  spreail- 
ing  up  both  sides  of  the  dell,  revealing  crag  and  rough  wood,  Avith 
the  gilded  pinnacles  of  the  temple  glittering  brightly  through  the 
smoke  of  torches  and  of  incense;  but  their  impatient  riders  again 
urged  them  up  the  rocky  ascent  with  all  the  speed  they  AA’cre  capable 
of  exciting.  At  the  toAAm  gate  there  Avas  no  hindrance,  for  Jeswunt 
Kao  Avas  Avell  known ;  so  they  were  admitted  Avithout  difficulty,  and, 
leading  the  animals  at  a  house  Avhich  belonged  to  him,  adjoining  the 

main  street,  the  party  proceeded  at  once  in  the  direction  of  the 
temple. 

It  AAas  no  easy  matter,  however,  to  get  there.  As  they  approached 
the  gate  at  the  head  of  the  steps  descending  into  the  raAune,  and  on 
the  steps  themselves,  the  crowds  Avere  almost  impassable,  but  good- 
humour  prevailed,  and,  after  some  struggles,  the  loAver  court  and  the 
great  assembly  Avere  safely  reached. 

It  was  a  remarkable  sight.  The  court  itself  Avas  crowded  with 
spectators  so  closely  packed  that  to  move  Avas  impossible.  They  Avere 
sitting  upon  the  paved  floor  in  iws  facing  the  centre,  Avhere  an  open 
space  had  been  provided  for  the  x>ricsts,  and  an  avenue  left  for  their 
communication  with  the  shrine.  Around  this  the  most  distinguished 
of  the  guests  had  been  placed ;  and  Maloosray  observed  Avith  satis- 
laction,  that  many  influential  persons  Avhom  he  desired  to  see,  Avere 
present.  So  far,  his  visit  could  not  hav'c  been  better  timed. 

All  round  the  court  Avcrc  huge  cressets  of  iron,  fixed  into  brackets 
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in  the  walls  and  arches  of  the  conrt.  These  were  filled  with  cotton- 
seed  which,  fed  with  oil  from  time  to  time,  threw  a  broad  glare  upon 
the  people,  and  lighted  up  not  only  the  temple  and  its  quaint  and 
fanciful  ornaments,  but  the  buildings  around, — and  above,  the  crags 
and  precipices,  with  the  houses  hanging  to  them. 

There  was  not  a  spot  unoccupied ;  even  the  ledges  and  projections 
of  the  high  pyramidal  roof  and  spires  of  the  temple  were  crowded, 
while  the  terraces  of  the  vestibule  and  cloisters  around,  reserved  for 
the  ladies  of  the  Hindu  gentry  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  of  the 
chief  visitors  and  priests,  glowed  with  the  gay  colours  of  their 
garments,  which  stood  out  against  the  dark  background  of  the 
mountain- side. 

As  the  party  advanced  through  the  crowd,  Moro  Trimmul,  who 
was  among  the  Brahmun  reciters,  saw  the  tall  figure  of  Maloosray 
behind  that  of  Jeswunt  Rao  of  Sindphul,  who  was  struggling  man¬ 
fully  with  the  crowd,  and  advanced  hastily  to  greet  him.  He  had 
hardly  expected  so  prompt  a  compliance  with  his  request,  but  was 
rejoiced  that  it  had  been  made.  He  greeted  Maloosray  and  Palkur 
heartily,  and  led  them  to  the  reserved  space,  where,  recognized  by 
many  present,  and  speedily  made  known  to  others,  they  received  a 
hearty  welcome,  and  took  their  seats. 

A  few  words  whispered,  sufiEiced  to  explain  to  Moro  Trimmul  the 
situation  of  affairs  at  Beejapoor,  and  the  necessity  for  immediate 
action. 

“We  must  dismiss  the  assembly  earlier  than  usual,”  he  said,  in 
reply  to  Maloosray’s  anxious  question  as  to  how  long  the  ceremonies 
Avould  be  continued,  “and  I  hasten  what  remains.  Do  not  heed 
me ;  I  have  to  take  my  part  now,  and  as  the  assembly  rises  I  will 
rejoin  you.” 

Thus  saying,  Moro  Trimmul  passed  into  the  dark  vestibule  of  the 
temple,  and  was  divesting  himself  of  his  upper  garments  and  turban, 
when,  from  a  pillar  behind,  the  girl  Gunga  came  towards  him. 

“  I  have  been  searching  for  thee,”  she  said;  “they  wanted  thee. 
Where  hast  thou  been  so  long  ?  ” 

“  No  matter  whei’e,”  he  said  gloomily.  “  Thou  couldst  have 
found  me  without,  if  needful.  What  hast  thou  done  ?  ” 

“Nothing,”  she  replied.  “I  cannot  get  speech  of  her,  and  the  rest 
will  not  join  me ;  they  are  afraid.” 

“  So  art  thou,  Gunga,”  he  replied ;  “  afraid,  afraid  of  a  girl  ?  Ab, 
coward  and  liar  !  ” 

“  Thou  art  afraid  thyself,  Moro  Trimmul,”  she  retorted.  “  Go ! 
take  her  away.  There  she  stands,  no  one  will  prevent  thee ;  there 
by  the  door — alone.” 

Moro  Trimmul  stepped  from  behind  the  pillar,  still  keeping  within 
the  gloom,  and  looked  forward.  Before  the  bUuw  of  the  shi-ine,  and 
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the  lamps  without  it,  stood  Tara,  in  the  act  of  bearing  garlands  of 
flowers  to  the  altar.  A  number  of  them  were  hanging  upon  her  left 
arm,  while,  with  her  right  hand  extended,  she  was  delivering  some 
to  the  priest. 

As  she  stood  at  the  door,  in  the  full  glare  of  the  lamps  within,  the 
light  fell  upon  her  rich  crimson  silk  drapery,  its  heavy  borders  and 
ends  of  flowered  gold,  and  the  massive  gold  zone  which  confined  it 
round  her  waist ;  while  the  attitude  she  had  involuntarily  assumed, 
as  she  turned  towards  the  shrine,  showed  the  graceful  outlines  of  her 
figure  to  peculiar  advantage.  She  had  wreathed  a  long  garland  of 
white  flowers  into  her  hair,  which  fell  about  her  neck  and  bosom ; 
and  another  was  twisted  round  her  brows,  so  as  to  form  a  coronet. 
It  was  a  fanciful  but  simple  and  beautiful  decoration,  which  suited 
the  character  of  her  small  graceful  head,  and  added  to  the  charm  of 
her  attire. 

Moro  Trimmul  watched  her  inlently  as  she  delivered  the  garlands 
to  the  old  priest ;  then,  as  if  a  service  had  been  done,  she  advanced 
to  the  centre  of  the  doorway,  and,  making  a  low  reverence,  stepped 
aside  and  stood  erect,  looking  into  the  vestibule  in  expectation,  as  it 
were,  of  further  devotees.  Moro  Trimmul  could  see  the  sweet  mouth 
parted  in  a  smile,  the  pearly  teeth  glistening  within  the  rosy  lips, 
and  the  soft  eyes  flashing  as  the  strong  side  light  fell  upon  them. 
Beyond  her  the*  deep  gloom  of  the  recesses  of  the  temple  could  not 
be  penetrated.  So  her  figure  stood  out  against  it  in  a  power  of 
effective  relief  which  was  almost  startlinff^. 

It  was  a  strange  contrast.  Within,  the  dreaded  image,  richly 
attired  and  covered  with  priceless  jewels,  the  tiara  on  its  head,  and 
the  weird  niby  eyes,  now  sparkling  brightly,  now  changing  and 
glowing  fitfully  amidst  the  clouds  of  incense  which  was  buniing 
before  it,  and  the  black,  stony,  changeless  features,  seeming  even  to 
vary  in  expression  with  the  passing  effects  of  light  and  shadow. 
Without,  Tara  in  her  rich  attire  and  glowing  beauty,  and  that  rapt 
expression  in  her  countenance,  which  the  excitement  of  the  scene  and 
the  service  of  the  “  Holy  Mother  ”  had  caused  it  to  assume. 

;Moro  Trimmul  sighed.  With  all  the  fierce  desire  which  burned 
within  him,  and  which  now  gave  him  no  rest  night  or  day,  there  was 
mingled,  curiously  perhaps,  a  loving  reverence  for  the  girl,  which, 
as  yet,  had  restrained  him  both  from  violence  and  insult.  It  might 
be  her  character  and  position  which  had  excited  it,  but  rather, 
perhaps,  her  own  innate  purity  and  modesty  of  mind,  and  the 
charming  simplicity  of  character,  which  he  saw  in  daily  exercise  in 
her  house,  that  controlled  the  fiery  passions  of  his  nature  and  hif 
avowed  unscrupulousne-ss. 

“  If  I  were  a  man,”  sneered  his  companion,  as  she  stood  with  him 
concealed  behind  the  large  pillar,  “  I  should  not  be  a  coward  when 
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buuLl  a  woman  as  that  was  huniin^  at  my  heai’t.  By  the  gods,  she 
is  no  woman,  bnt  an  incarnation  of  beauty.  Look  at  her  now  !  ” 

“Peace,  devil,”  cried  the  Brahmun  in  a  hoarse  whisper;  “hast 
thou  forgotten  the  gold,  and  thy  promise  by  the  Pap-nas  ?  ” 

“No,  I  have  not  forgotten,”  said  Gunga,  “I  have  part  of  it  here;” 
and  she  shook  her  foot,  on  which  the  gold  anklets  tinkled  slightly  ; 
“  and  I  want  to  change  this  silver  thing  round  my  waist  for  a  zoue 
like  hers  yonder.  Ah,  how  it  glows  among  the  rich  silk  !  But  thou 
art  a  coward.  More  Triramul,  else  I  had  earned  it  long  ago ;  and  I 
could  have  helped  thee.” 

“Go  and  speak  to  her,  Gunga,  and  I  will  believe  thee  braver  th.aii 
I  am,”  ho  replied  tauntingly.  “  If  she  cannot  be  spoken  with,  how 
wilt  thou  earn  the  zone  ?  ” 

The  girl  regarded  him  with  a  look  of  defiance,  and,  without  reply, 
stepped  forward  into  the  light,  advanced  towards  the  shrine,  making 
a  slight  reverence  to  the  image,  glided  forwards,  and  stood  opposite 
to  Tara. 

“Thou  hast  served  many  hours,  sister,”  she  said,  in  an  assumed 
voice  of  kindness,  “  and  must  bo  weary;  sit  down  within  for  a  while, 
land  I  will  do  what  is  needed ;  ’tis  my  office,”  she  continued,  laugh¬ 
ing,  “  as  well  as  thine.” 

Moro  Trimmul  marked  the  involuntary  shudder  of  aversion  which 
spread  over  Tai’a’s  countenance,  and  tho  action  of  withdrawing  the 
skirts  of  her  garment  between  her  ankles,  which  accompanied  it. 
Then  she  spoke. 

“  I  am  not  weary  of  the  Mother’s  service ;  when  I  am  I  will  come 
no  more,”  she  said  gently.  “  Go  away  ;  I  will  not  speak  with  thee 
or  thy  people,  and  that  thou  knowest  full  well ;  go.” 

“  And  why  should  I  go  ?  ”  cried  Gunga,  excitedly  ;  “am  I  not  a 
Moorlee  like  thyself,  and  have  I  not  served  the  Mother  longer  than 
thee  ?  To  be  sure,  I  am  neither  a  Brahmun  nor  a  widow  to  be  nice 
ns  thou  art ;  yet  I  bid  thee  go,  and  let  me  have  my  turn  :  thou  hast 
had  more  than  thy  share  of  money  already  to-day.” 

“It  is  all  in  the  shrine  before  the  Mother,”  said  Tara,  shrinking 
from  the  bold  glances  and  excited  manner  of  the  girl.  “  I  have 
taken  none  of  it ;  I  need  it  not.” 

“That  does  not  matter,”  said  Gunga;  “I  will  have  my  turn  now. 
Go  away;  thou  art  not  wanted.  Those  that  will  not  dance  before 
the  Mother  are  not  worthy  to  serve  her.  Go,  else  some  of  us  will 
push  thee  out.” 

“  Me  !  ”  cried  Tara,  din-wing  up  her  slight  figure  proudly,  her  eyes 
flashing,  and  her  features  quivering  with  indignation, — “  me  !  you 
dare  not ;  you  are  impure,  and  the  Mother  loathes  you :  touch  me, 
and  she  will  strike  you  dead  !  ” 

Gunga  shrunk  from  the  trial ;  and  others  of  her  sisterhood,  who 
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had  stood  apart  ready  to  advance,  slunk  again  into  the  gloom  behind 
the  pillars,  Gnnga  looked  round  as  if  for  countenance,  but  no  one 
seemed  disposed  to  join  her,  while  the  old  priest  at  the  altar,  who 
had  caught  the  sound  of  voices,  came  to  the  door,  and,  seeing:  Gunera, 
waved  her  ofF.  o  5  » 

“  Away  with  ye,  and  the  like  of  ye !  ”  he  cried.  “  Outside  do  as 
ye  please  ;  here  ye  are  an  offence.  Away!  let  her  stay;”  and  he 
pointed  to  Tara.  “  Do  not  molest  her.” 

“  There  is  some  spell  about  thee,  Tara,  which  shuts  my  mouth ; 
beware !  ”  muttered  Gunga,  retreating ;  “  it  may  not  always  be  so.” 

“  Bear  me  witness,”  said  Tara  to  the  old  priest,  “  she  is  threaten- 
ing  me.” 

”  Ab,  daughter,”  he  replied,  smiling,  “  fear  not  such  as  she ;  the 
Mother  is  good  to  thee ;  and  they  cannot  harm  thee  so  long  as  thou 
art  holy  and  pure.” 

“  I  did  not  tell  thee  to  quarrel  with  her,”  said  Moro  Trimmul 
angrily,  seizing  Gnnga’s  arm  as  she  approached,  and  dragging  her 
within  the  shadow  of  the  pillar.  “  Art  thou  mad,  or  has  any  one 
given  thee  drink,  Gunga  ?  ” 

I  spoke  to^  her  kindly,  which  is  more  than  thou  davest  to  do,” 
retorted  the  girl  sharply.  “  What  answer  did  I  get  ?  Pure  ?  Why 
should  she  be  pure  ?  I  tell  thee  there  is  a  spell  about  her  neck — I 
saw  it  glittering  among  the  flowers — which  put  me  back :  I  could 
not  speak.  Yes,  Moro  Trimmul,  if  it  be  only  to  put  that  spell  under 
my  foot,  and  crush  it  with  her  throat,  I  will  do  it ;  yes,  I  will  eaim 
the  gold  ;  let  her  see  to  herself.” 

“Good,”  he  replied;  “then  I  can  trust  thee.  Come  to  me  to¬ 
morrow,  and  fail  not.”  And  then,  naked  to  the  waist,  with  his  soft 
glossy  hair  falling  over  his  shoulders,  and  his  fine  figure  displayed  to 
the  best  advantage,  Moro  Trimmul  passed  out,  and  took  his  place 
among  the  reciters. 

Gunga’s  eyes  followed  him.  “  Drink  1  ”  she  muttered ;  “  drink  1 
he  said  that.  Well,  better  drink  than  this  madness,  which  is  worse.” 
And,  sitting  down,  leaning  against  a  pillar,  she  hid  her  face  in  her 
garment,  and  sobbed  bitterly. 

Just  then,  one  of  the  ordinary  processions  round  the  temple  formed 
opposite  the  shrine.  Priests,  bearing  offerings  of  flowers  and  lighted 
lamps,  holy  water  and  incense,  preceded  by  musicians,  and  chanting 
a  hymn,  passed  out  into  the  court.  Several  of  the  temple  girls 
were  dancing  before  it;  and  Tara,  led  on  by  an  excitement  she  could 
not  control,  had  seized  a  pair  of  cymbals,  and  began  to  clash  them 
in  the  cadence  of  the  hymn  as  the  procession  moved. 

Three  times  round  and  round  did  the  priests  pass,  and  at  the 
second  Gunga  joined  it,  dancing  wildly  and  tossing  her  arms  on 
high  as  she  circled  with  the  rest.  Tare,  however,  remained  among 
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the  priests,  singing  with  them ;  yet,  in  the  elastic  grace  of  her  step, 
as  well  as  in  the  expression  of  her  face,  it  was  evident  that  she 
shared  the  fervour  of  the  scene,  and  could  not  control  herself,  while 
her  clear  ringing  voice  mingled  sweetly  with  the  deeper-tuned  chant 
of  the  men. 

^laloosray  saw  Tara,  and  watched  the  eyes  of  Moro  Trimniu' 
>vandering  from  one  girl  to  the  other  with  an  intense  expression  oi 
passion.  “  Ah,  my  poor  friend  !  ”  he  said  to  himself,  “  that  is  the 
devil  sitting  at  thy  heart,  and  looking  out  of  thine  eyes !  Alas ! 
alas !  who  is  she — that  girl  ?”  he  asked  of  Jeswunt  Rao,  who  sat 
by  him. 

“  She  is  our  new  Moorlee,”  replied  the  man ;  “  is  she  not  beau¬ 
tiful  ? — But  listen  to  Moro  Trimmul.” 


CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

Never  had  the  Brahmun’s  art  been  so  effectively  exercised  by  him 
before.  In  the  recitation  of  passages  from  the  Ramayun  his  voice, 
high  and  sonorous,  pervading  every  portion  of  the  court,  dehvered 
the  appeals  to  war,  the  description  of  the  demigod’s  forces,  and 
portions  of  the  battles,  with  a  power  which  was  listened  to  with 
breathless  inte^^t ;  while  the  pleadings  of  Seeta,  the  beloved  wife, 
and  her  passionate  confessions  of  love,  were  accompanied  by  tender 
actions,  and  tones  as  low  and  sweet  as  a  woman’s.  Now  rolled  forth 
the  majestic  Sanscrit  verse  in  its  measured  numbers,  and  again  it 
was  changed  to  the  sweet  Mahratta  vernacular,  that  all  could  under¬ 
stand.  At  every  interval  the  applause  of  the  whole  assembly  arose 
in  hoarse  murmurs  and  loud  clapping  of  hands,  while  many  wept 
passionately. 

No  one  would  have  moved  till  morning,  but  there  was  yet  much 
to  do  ;  and,  as  Moro  Trimmul  sat  down,  Vyas  Shastree  ordered  the 
distribution  of  wreaths  of  flowei’s  to  the  chief  guests,  which  an¬ 
nounced  the  close  of  recitation  for  the  night.  Now,  therefore,  the 
main  body  of  the  people  got  up  and  began  to  separate,  and  in  a 
short  time  only  those  were  left  who  had  been  specially  requested  to 
stay.  Now,  tw,  the  cressets,  no  longer  fed  with  oil,  went  out  one 
by  one ;  and  the  deep  gloom  of  night  was  fast  spreading  over  the 
courts  and  buildings  around. 

“  Will  you  not  remain,  Shastree,”  said  Moro  Trimmul,  “  to  speak 
with  these  people  ?” 

“  No,”  he  said ;  “  no ;  there  is  no  one  to  go  home  with  the  women. 
I  thought  you  would  accompany  them.” 

“  It  will  be  late,”  ho  replied,  gloomily :  “  iio,  I  cannot  come  to¬ 
night.” 
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“  Your  declamation  was  noble,  Moro  Trimmul,”  said  the  Shastree ; 
“  I  had  never  heard  the  passages  so  spoken.  Who  taught  you  this 
style?” 

“  That  is  the  way  our  master  likes  them  said.  No  one  taught  me,” 
he  replied ;  “  and  if  you  could  hear  the  whole  in  one  of  his  assem¬ 
blies  in  the  deep  forest,  you  would  feel  that  you  were  a  Mahrattr..” 

“  So  I  am — so  I  am,”  returned  the  Shastree  quickly;  “do 
doubt  it  ?” 

“Not  your  faith,  Vyas  Shastree,”  replied  Moro  Trimmnl,  “only 
your  energy.  But  go  ;  I  will  come  early  to-morrow ;”  and,  turning 
away,  he  entered  the  vestibule  and  joined  Maloosray  and  others  who 
awaited  him.  Guards  of  men,  he  saw,  had  been  placed  at  each  of 
the  porches,  so  that  no  one  could  enter  but  those  privileged. 

A  solitary  lamp  flickered  on  the  altar  where  the  image  still-rested, 
and  cast  a  feeble  and  uncertain  light  into  that  portion  of  the  vesti¬ 
bule  which  was  immediately  before  it,  and  where  Maloosray,  Moro 
Trimmnl,  and  the  rest  now  seated  themselves.  Otherwise  the 
spacious  area  was  altogether  in  deep  gloom,  a  portion  only  of  its 
massive  stone  pillars  catching  rays  of  light,  and  seeming  like  giants 
standing  around  in  solemn  array. 

We  need  hardly,  perhaps,  follow  Maloosray  in  his^arrative,  which 
was  listened  to  with  breathless  interest  by  h^  bearers.  He  had 
never  as  yet  come  among  them,  but  his  name  and  feats  were  well 
known  through  many  a  rough  ballad  both  of  love  and  war.  There  he 
sat,  face  to  face  with  them ;  his  large  soft  eyes  flashing  with  excite¬ 
ment,  and  adding  force  to  the  few  but  burning  words  he  spoke. 
Tannajee  was  no  novice  in  the  art  of  reading  men’s  hearts  ;  and 
among  the  mountains  and  valleys  where  he  lived,  there  were  already 
thousands  of  the  best  youth  of  the  country  at  his  command. 

“  Now,”  he  said  finally,  “  ye  have  heard  all.  We  are  before  the 
Holy  Mother,  who  comes  to  our  Prince  in  his  dreams,  am^ells  him 
what  to  do ;  she  who  will  scatter  these  impure  cow-slayipg  Moslems 
like  sheep  before  the  wolf.  O  Holy  Mother !  ”  he  contfeued,  rising 
and  bowing  wnth  joined  hands  in  adoration  to  the  image,  “  here  are 
thy  children ;  bless  them,  make  them  bold  and  true ;  they  will  swear 
not  to  hang  back  when  ‘  the  fire  is  on  the  hills,*  and  when  they  can 
strike  for  thy  honour.  Hear  thou  the  oath,  and  accept  it.” 

As  he  paused  and  looked  round  there  was  at  first  a  low  murmur 
of  acquiescence.  Then  they  who  had  been  sitting  started  to  their 
feet,  and  as  many  as  could  reach  it  rushed  to  the  threshold  of  the 
sanctum  and  touched  it  reverently : — ^those  who  could  not,  stretched 
out  their  arms  towards  it  over  each  other’s  heads,  while  wild  cries 
of  “  Jey  Kalee  !”  “  Jey  Toolja  Mata !”  “  Borne,  Borne  !”  (We  swear, 
we  swear!)  mug  through  the  vestibule,  and  were  taken  up  *by  those 
without. 
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“  Now,  let  us  write  the  names,”  cried  Haloosray,  when  the  excite¬ 
ment  had  in  some  degree  subsided ;  “  sit  down  again,  friends,  and 
if  there  be  a  scribe  among  ye  lot  him  come  forward,” 

The  Putwari,  or  hereditary  clerk  of  the  temple,  was  there,  with 
his  writing  materials  tied  up  in  a  bundle,  and  he  sat  down  and  took 
them  out. 

“  Light  one  of  the  large  lamps,”  said  Moro  Trimmul  to  an  inferior 
priest,  “  and  set  it  in  the  midst ;  we  are  not  afraid  of  our  faces  be¬ 
fore  the  Mother.” 

As  the  wicks  were  lighted,  one  by  oue,  the  assembly  seemed  to 
dilate.  Light  after  light  flickered,  but  gi-ew  stronger.  “  A  true 
omen,”  cried  Maloosray,  with  feiwour;  “that  is  as  we  shall  be,  my 
friends.  Light  after  light  will  appear  to  ye  from  afar ;  each  may 
waver  for  a  while,  but  when  ‘  the  fire  is  on  the  hills  ’  ye  will  sec  all 
plainly.  Be  silent  now,  and  let  us  write.” 

It  was,  indeed,  a  strange  and  impressive  scene.  In  the  midst  sat 
Maloosray  and  Moro  Trimmul,  with  the  scribe ;  around,  the  heads 
of  local  families,  Nimbalkurs,  Bh6,slays,  Sindias,  Ghoreparays,  and 
a  host  of  others,  each  anxious  to  be  named  in  the  record,  and  lean¬ 
ing  forward  to  catch  the  eye  of  the  scribe  Beyond  them — some 
kneeling,  others  standing — was  a  crowd  of  eager  faces,  all  bearing 
the  same  expression  of  excitement — one  behind  another  on  every 
side — while  the  light  fell  upon  their  bronzed  features  and  glistening 
eyes,  till  those  in  the  background  were  scarcely  distinguishable. 

One  by  one — chiefs,  gentry,  yeomen — gave  in  their  names  and 
complements  of  men,  and  page  after  page  was  filled  by  the  record 
till  no  more  remained. 

“  It  is  done,  friends,”  said  Maloosray,  rising,  as  the  Putwari  had 
added  up  the  totals,  and  signed  his  name  as  the  scribe ;  “  there  arc 
more  than  fifteen  thousand  men  recorded.  Enough  for  the  time, 
and  more  hereafter.  By-and-by,  when  ‘the  fire  is  on  the  hills,’  ye 
will  be  welcome  ;  till  then,  separate  and  be  quiet,  else  Afzool  Khan 
will  come  upon  you,  and  we  can  give  you  no  help.  We  will  abide 
the  storm  and  let  it  pass  over  us,  and  so  must  you  all.” 

As  he  spoke  the  last  words,  those  who  had  been  sitting  rose,  and 
all  in  turn  saluting  Maloosray,  the  meeting  broke  up.  The  retainers 
of  the  respective  leaders  gathered  round  their  masters,  and  the 
several  parties  followed  each  other  out  of  the  temple  precincts. 

“  I  shall  depart  before  daylight,  Moro  Trimmul,”  said  Maloosray, 
as  they  proceeded  to  the  postern  which  led  to  the  bottom  of  the 
ravine,  below  which  their  ponies  and  attendants  awaited  their 
coming ;  “  wilt  thou  follow  ?” 

“  I  have  more  to  do  here,  Tannajee,”  he  replied ;  “  but  after  the 
Now  Ratree  I  will  come.  I  must  watch  Afzool  Khan  and  Pahar 
Sinffh.” 
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“  Take  care  they  do  not  watch  thee,”  returned  Maloosiay.  “  Yet 
I  fear  not  for  thy  enemies ;  of  them  thou  art  careful.  I  fear  for 
thee,  because  of  that  girl  who  played  the  cymbals.  She  is  the  devil 
that  I  see  sitting  at  thy  heart,  and  looking  out  of  thine  eyes.  I 
watched  thee  as  they  followed  her.  It  were  well  for  thee  to  come 
now,  even  now  ;  come  !” 

“  Impossible,”  returaed  the  Brahmun,  turning  away.  “  Go !  ” 

“  As  thou  wilt,  friend,”  returned  Maloosray.  “  Word.s  were 
always  useless  with  thee ;  but  be  wary.” 

Moro  Trimmul  watched  the  party  as  they  descended  the  steps  to 
the  tamarind  trees  below.  He  saw  them  mount  and  ride  off,  the 
torches  \\'ith  them  throwing  a  ruddy  glare  upon  the  crags  and 
brushwood  above  the  path, — and  his  heart  bade  him  follow ;  but  as 
one  of  the  temple  watchers  was  about  to  close  and  bar  the  door,  he 
turaed  aside.  All  in  the  building  was  dark  and  deserted  now.  The 
imago  had  been  taken  from  the  altar,  and  put  into  its  silken  bed  for 
the  night,  and  a  faint  lamp  occupied  its  place.  A  few  attendants 
flitted  hastily  here  and  there  across  the  dark  courts  and  still  darker 
vestibule,  anxious  to  get  away,  and  the  watchers  only  were  all  that 
would  soon  remain. 

“  Maharaj ! — Moro !  ”  said  a  female  voice  in  a  low  whisper,  as  he 
passed  between  the  pillars  of  the  temple,  “  stop !  ” 

Moro  Trimmul  knew  the  voice.  “  Why  art  thou  so  late  here, 
Gunga  ?  ”  he  said  hastily.  “  Begone !  ” 

“  I  feared  you  were  angry  wdth  me,”  said  the  girl,  putting  her 
hand  on  his  arm.  “  You  would  not  look  at  mo  as  I  danced,  only  at 
her.  I  could  not  go  till  I  had  spoken  with  you.  Ah,  you  are  not 
angry  wuth  me  ?  Lo  !  I  will  do  your  bidding,  though  my  heart  bi’eak 
and  I  die.  Sit  here,  beloved,  and  speak  to  me ;  come,”  and  she  tried 
to  di"aw  him  to  her  gently. 

“  Thou  art  one  of  the  devils  that  are  pulling  me  into  hell !  ”  cried 
the  Bnihmun  fiercely ;  and,  pushing  her  violently  from  him,  he 
imshed  wildly  across  the  court. 

Gunga  fell  back  heavily  against  the  pillar  nearest  to  her,  and  a? 
she  recovered  herself,  the  pain  of  the‘  fall  obliged  her  to  sit  down, 
involuntarily  leaning  against  it.  She  drew  her  hand  with  a  gesture 
of  weanness  across  her  face  and  brow,  then  looked  to  see  if  thcr 
were  blood  upon  it.  “  Hath  it  come  to  this  ?  ”  she  said  bitterly 
“  hath  it  come  to  this — and  for  her  ?  Ah,  me  for  her  !  ” 

The  girl  had  listened  unobserved,  in  a  dark  niche  near  the  shrine, 
to  w’hat  had  transpired  at  the  meeting,  and  her  first  thought  now 
was  revenge,  sure  and  deadly.  A  w^ord  from  her,  and  the  Maho- 
medan  officer  in  charge  of  the  towTi  ■would  seize  Moro  Trimmul, 
and  imprison  him  in  Nuldroog.  As  the  thought  occuned  to  her 
she  rose,  and,  hastily  traversing  the  court,  began  to  mount  the  stens 
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which  led  up  the  ravine  ;  hut  her  heart  failed,  and  ere  she  had 
ascended  a  few  of  them  she  wavered,  sat  down,  and  wept  bitterly. 

“  They  would  kill  him,”  she  said,  “  and  he  must  not  die.  No  ;  I 
was  wrong,  and  he  will  forgive  me  ;  and  to-morrow  I  will  go  to  him 
as  he  desired.”  Hers  was  a  callous  heart  :  bat  it  had  softened  to 
her  lover,  and  refused  to  do  him  harm. 

Time  or  country,  what  matter  ?  How  often  is  the  history  of 
woman’s  love  and  man’s  passion  like  this  !  how  often  does  such 
erring  love  frame  excuse  for  bitter  wrong,  endured  from  him  who, 
— of  all  the  world, —should  least  inflict  it ! 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

A  FEW  days  had  elapsed,  and  it  was  a  quiet  afternoon  in  the  Shas- 
tree’s  dwelling.  The  household  work  had  long  been  done  ;  the 
visit  to  the  temple  and  the  noonday  worship  were  over.  Yyas 
Shastree  had  remained  there  in  discussion  with  other  Brahmuns  ; 
Radha,  complaining  of  a  headache,  had  fallen  asleep ;  Tara  had 
read  all  that  her  father  had  appointed  her  to  study  during  the  day, 
and  was  waiting  his  return  to  have  certain  passages  explained  to 
her  before  she  proceeded  with  her  task. 

The  house  was  perfectly  still,  and  from  the  town  no  sound  reached 
them,  for  the  heat  without  was  great,  and  until  evening  there  would 
be  comparatively  few  persons  astir.  It  was  calm,  and  large  white 
clouds  were  sailing  slowly  over  an  intensely  blue  sky,  gathering  into 
masses  pile  upon  pile,  of  dazzling  brightness,  as  the  sun’s  rays  fell 
upon  them.  The  heat  and  peculiar  state  of  the  atmosphere  caused 
the  outlines  of  buildings  and  of  the  mountains  to  waver  ;  and 
wherever’  the  eye  rested  on  any  object,  the  air  between  seemed  to 
quiver  with  a  tremulous  motion. 

Hot  as  it  was,  Tam  had  not  been  deterred  from  her  self-imposed 
duty.  Throwing  a  heavy  folded  sheet  over  her  shoulders  and  bead, 
she  had  accompanied  her  father  to  the  noonday  service ;  nor,  since 
the  occasion  when  she  took  upon  herself  the  office  of  the  priesthood, 
and  devoted  herself  to  the  duties  of  the  shrine,  had  she  on  any 
pretence  missed  or  evaded  the  necessary  attendance. 

At  first,  perhaps,  it  was  a  severe  trial.  The  licence,  accorded  by 
general  custom  to  the  attendant  priestesses,  was  to  her  abhorrent ; 
and,  on  the  other  hand,  Tara’s  unapproachable  purity  had  given 
offence  to  them.  While  Gunga,  therefore,  and  two  or  three  others, 
proposed  the  prohibition  of  Tara’s  service,  the  rest,  fearing  the 
consequences,  and  having  a  real  respect  and  love  for  the  girl  whom 
they  had  watched  from  her  childhood,  rcfu.sed  to  interfere  with  her. 
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Tara  did  them  no  harm,  they  said,  and  her  father  could  punish  all, 
were  any  annoyance  given  to  his  daughter. 

It  is  probable  that  matters  might  have  continued  in  this  state  for 
some  time  longer,  but  for  the  scene  we  have  already  recorded,  and 
the  increasing  jealousy  of  Gunga,  expression  of  which  could  hardly 
be  repressed  by  her ;  and  on  the  day  we  now  wi'ite  of,  the  girl’s 
behaviour  had  been  studiously  offensive  to  Tara  until  rebuked  by 
the  attendant  Brahmuns,  when  she  retired  sulkily. 

;More  insulting  than  that,  however,  was  Moro  Trimmul’s  manner 
to  herself  ;  and  for  the  first  time  Tara  had  felt  what  she  long 
dreaded, — the  shame,  as  it  were,  of  her  vocation — the  unavoidable 
exposure  to  any  libertine  glance  which  might  fall  on  her  ;  but  she 
had  rallied  herself  at  the  shrine,  and,  secure  in  the  protection  of 
the  “  Mother  ”  she  adored,  had  persevered  in  her  duty  witliout 
interruption. 

There  was,  as  we  have  said,  perfect  stillness  in  the  house,  only 
broken  by  the  dull  monotonous  whirr  of  the  spinning-wheels,  as  her 
own  and  her  mother’s  flew  swiftly  round,  with  which  the  buzz  of 
flies  in  the  verandah  and  court  seemed  to  harmonize.  Her  mother 
appeared  -iiarticularly  intent  upon  spinning  some  remarkably  fine 
yam  ;  and  as  the  thread  had  broken  on  several  occasions,  when 
Tara  had  spoken  to  her,  and  she  had  complained  of  it,  both  had 
fallen  into  a  silence,  which  had  not  been  interrupted.  Gradually, 
then,  the  small  troubles  which  had  gathered  about  Tara  returned  to 
her  recollection  ;  and,  as  is  generally  the  case  on  such  occasions, 
began,  in  spite  of  herself,  to  increase  in  proportions. 

Tara’s  was  not,  however,  a  suspicious  nature,  and  she  had  soon 
struck  out  a  course  for  herself  in  regard  to  the  sisterhood.  “  It  is 
the  money  they  want,  not  me  :  “if  I  save  it  all,  and  give  it  to 
the  Putwari  to  divide  amongst  them  daily,  it  will  surely  be  enough,” 
she  thought ;  and  this  she  determined  to  do.  In  regard,  however, 
to  Moro  Trimmul,  it  was  very  different.  “Why  did  he  look  at  her 
as  he  had  done  that  day  ?  ” 

Then  her  thoughts  reverted  to  the  time  when  she  had  first  re¬ 
marked  him  in  the  temple,  a  solitary  stranger  worshipper,  to  'whom 
her  father  had  spoken  kindly.  Her  memory  follo\ved  clearly  his 
gradual  steps  to  intimacy  ;  but  there  was  nothing  she  could  charge 
him  with,  as  an  approach  to  familiarity  in  their  intercourse.  Through 
all  the  licence  of  the  marriage  time — through  all  her  visits  to  his 
aunt  and  sister — there  had  been  no  violation  of  propriety  ;  on  the 
contrary,  an  habitual  and  respectful  avoidance  of  her — or,  at  most, 
a  distant  and  courteous  salutation.  Why  should  it  have  altered? 

But  since  the  night  on  which  Gunga  had  spoken  to  her,  and 
Moro  Trimmul  had  made  his  famous  declamation  of  the  scene 
in  the  Ramayun,  there  had  been  a  change.  He  either  avoided  her 
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altogether,  or  his  eyes  dropped  furtively  as  she  passed,  or  met  hers, 
as  they  had  done  that  day,  in  a  glance  new  to  her,  and  inexpressibly 
offensive.  Tara  shuddered  as  she  remembered  it,  and  the  action 
broke  the  thread  she  was  spinning.  She  did  not  resume  her  work, 
and  her  hands  fell  listlessly  on  her  lap  as  her  foot  ceased  its  motion. 
For  a  time  her  eyes  wandered  vacantly  among  her  flowers,  about 
which  some  gay  butterflies  were  flitting  and  chasing  each  other 
in  the  bright  sunlight  ;  but  suddenly  a  large  di*agonfly,  w'hich  had 
been  hovering  over  them,  darted  at  one  and  carried  it  off ;  and  as 
she  started  forward,  gazing  intently  after  it,  a  bird  chased  the  insect, 
caught  it,  and  flew  away. 

Perhaps  the  sudden  cessation  of  the  whirr  of  TaiVs  wheel  had 
attracted  her  mother’s  attention  ;  for  after  a  while,  as  it  was  not 
resumed,  she  looked  up.  “  What  dost  thou  see  ?  ”  she  asked, 
anxiously  ;  for  ever  since  the  day  on  which  Tara  said  the  goddess 
appeared  to  her,  Anunda  had  been  anxious,  she  hardly  knew  why  . 
but  she  dreaded  a  return  of  that  strange  and  violent  excitement. 
“  What  dost  thou  see,  beloved  ?  ” 

Tara  did  not  apparently  hear  the  question,  or  did  not  notice  it. 
Her  hands,  which  had  been  involuntarily  extended,  fell  upon  her 
lap  listlessly  as  before  ;  but  she  turned  towards  her  mother.  “  How 
long  does  he  remain,  mother  ?”  she  asked  abruptly. 

“  He  !  who,  daughter  ?  ”  returned  Animda. 

“  Radha’s  brother,”  replied  the  girl,  as  a  shiver  seemed  to  pass 
through  her  ;  “  Radha  said  he  would  go  after  the  marriage,  yet  he 
delays.  Why,  mother — why  does  he  not  go  ?  ” 

“  Nay,  and  how  should  I  know  ?  ”  replied  Anunda.  “  What  is  he 
to  me  ?  All  I  wanted  was  Radha,  and  we  have  got  her ;  and  he 
may  go  or  come  as  he  pleases.  Thy  father  told  me  he  had  business 
here  with  the  Nimbalkur  and  others  till  the  Now  Ratree  was  over, 
and  he  assists  in  the  recitations.  More  I  know  not.  Why  dost 
thou  ask  ?  What  is  he  to  thee,  Tara  ?” 

“  Nothing,  mother ;  but  so  long  ? — will  he  stay  so  long  ?  ” 

“  Radha  told  me  yesterday  he  must  soon  rejoin  his  people  in  the 
v/est,  and  leave  her  ;  and  she  was  crying  about  it.  Does  that  con¬ 
tent  thee,  Tara  ?  ” 

“  1  would  he  were  gone,  mother,”  said  Tara,  rising  from  her  low 
stool,  kneeling,  and  throwing  her  arms  about  Anunda  as  she  sat  on 
a  similar  one,  while  she  hid  her  face  in  her  dress.  “  Cannot  he  go 
sooner  ? — cannot  Radha  send  him  away  ?  ” 

“  Why,  daughter  ?  why  ? — Ah !  he  hath  not  spoken  to  thee,  child  ; 
he  dare  not  !  Tell  me,”  she  continued,  in  a  more  agitated  tone,  as 
her  daughter  clung  almost  convulsively  to  her,  “  what  is  this  ? 
Why  dost  thou  fear  him  ?  Thou — thou  dost  not  ?  .  .  .  thou  canst 
not - ” 
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“  No,  no,  mother,”  cried  the  girl  quickly,  guessing  her  mother’s 
thoughts,  and  looking  up  innocently  ;  “  fear  not.  I  am  not  a 
Moorlee  to  love ;  .  .  .  fear  not !  But  ah,  mother,  I  dread  him  ! 
I  will  not  go  to  the  temple  while  he  is  there.  I  ...  I  dare  not — 
I  dare  not  go.'‘'May  the  Holy  Mother  forgive  me  for  neglect;  but 
when  he  departs,  I  will  serve  her  night  and  day.” 

“Thou  art  very  beautiful,  my  child,”  said  her  mother,  smoothing 
back  tho  glossy  hair  and  stroking  the  soft  cheek  which  lay  passively 
in  her  lap.  “  Ah,  thou  art  very  beautiful ;  and  I  fear  such  as  he ! 
Yes,  if  it  be  as  thou  sayest,  it  were  better,  indeed,  to  live  secluded 
for  a  while.  I  ^vill  tell  thy  father,  and  he  will  understand  it.” 

“Yes,  he  will  surely  understand,”  said  Tara  absently  ;  “but  ah, 
mother,  was  not  that  an  omen  ?  I  thought  it  was,  and  I  came  to 
thee.” 

“  What  omen,  Tara  ?  I  saw  nothing,  child.” 

“  A  thought  came  into  my  mind,  mother,”  she  said  sadly,  “  that  I 
was  the  butterfly  sporting  among  the  flow’ers,  and  he  the  fierce 
glistening  insect  that  darted  upon  it  and  bore  it  a  wav.  But  then, 
mother,  the  bird  came  and  took  both.  Why  was  that?” 

“  Thou  art  not  well,  Tara,”  replied  her  mother,  not  understan^ng 
her,  for  she  had  not  noticed  the  occurrence,  and,  seeing  her  shiver, 
thought  her’  feverish.  “  Thou  art  not  well ;  lie  in  my  arms  for  a 
while,  and  the  cold  will  pass  away.  O  Holy  Mother!”  she  cried 
aloud,  as  Tara,  sobbing  convulsively,  hid  her  face  in  her  bosom, 
“let  not  evil  come  to  this  child — thine  and  mine.  O,  be  good  to 
her,  as  thou  hast  taken  her  1  ” 

“  Would  that  it  were  so,”  said  tue  girl,  after  a  while,  and  still 
sobbing.  “  I  would  go,  mother,  if  she  would  take  me.  What  use 
am  I  in  life  ?  It  would  be  bitter  to  leave  the  house  and  all  of  ye, 
but  I  should  be  with  her.  Did  she  not  promise  this  when  she 
touched  my  hair  ?  Ah,  yes ;  and  she  will  not  forget  it.” 

“Hush,  child;  let  this  fancy  pass  from  thee.  Sleep,  now, here. 
I  will  sing  thee  the  old  song.  Nay,  thou  shalt  not  leave  me !  There 
is  room  at  thy  mother’s  heart,  and  strength  still  in  her  arms,  to  hold 
thee  safely.” 

As  Tara  laid  herself  softly  down  in  the  old  place,  and  her  mother, 
rocking  herself  to  and  fro,  sang  the  low  sweet  lullaby  of  childhood, 
— the  gii'l’s  sobbing  gradually  stopped,  and  a  gentle  sleep  fell  upon 
her.  Anunda  watched  the  change  anxiously.  At  first  her  brow 
was  contracted,  as  if  with  pain,  and  a  broken  sob  came  now  and 
again  with  her  breathing;  but  gradually  the  head  fell  back  on  her 
arm,  the  sweet  mouth  opened  slightly,  and  tears,  which  had  had  no 
vent  before,  welled  gently  from  under  tho  closed  eyelids  as  tho 
features  relaxed  into  a  smile. 

“  Yes,”  thouerht  Anunda.  as  she  bent  over  her  child,  while  her  own 
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tears  fell  hot  and  fast,  “the  Mother  is  with  her  now,  and  she  is 
again  happy.” 

“  Wliat  hath  happened  ?  ”  asked  Radha  soon  aftenvards,  as,  re¬ 
freshed  by  her  sleep,  she  rose,  and  came  gently  towards  the  low 
spinning-chair  on  which  Annnda  still  sat.  “  Is  she  ill  ?  ” 

“Hush!”  returned  Anunda,  in  a  whisper.  “If  we  can  lay  her 
down  I  will  tell  thee,  bnt  we  must  not  wake  her.  I  think  ....  I 
think  the  Mother  hath  been  with  her  again ;  but  I  will  tell  thee.” 

Radha  hastily  spread  out  a  soft  mattress  and  pillow  close  to  the 
stool,  and,  raising  Tara  together,  they  laid  her  down  upon  it,  as  they 
would  a  child.  Her  mother  patted  her  gently  as  she  lay,  and 
gradually  the  same  sweet  smile  as  at  first  again  stole  over  her  face. 

“  Look,  she  sees  the  Mother  !  ”  said  Anunda  reverently.  “  It  is 
always  so,  and  nothing  can  wake  her  till  the  time  is  past.  Ah,  thou 
ra’t  happy  now,  my  child,  be  it  ever  so  with  thee !  ” 

“What  did  she  say,  sister?”  asked  Radha,  as,  having  thrown  a 
light  sheet  over  the  sleeping  girl,  they  sat  down  to  watch  her  apart, 
lest  the  noise  of  the  wheels — for  Radha  had  taken  Tara’s  and  joined 
the  broken  thread — should  awaken  her.  “  What  did  the  goddess 
say  ?  ” 

Anunda  hesitated.  As  yet  no  difference  had  arisen  between  them, 
and  Radha  still  looked  up  to  her,  more  with  the  rcspecl  of  a  child 
for  its  mother  than  as  a  sister-wife  would  comport  heeself  to  her 
equal.  Should  she  tell  Radha  all  ?  It  had  occurred  to  her  that  he 
b.ad  imposed  upon  her  some  task  v>'hich  she  hesitated  to  perform — 
that  Radha  bad  some  impatience  of  her  brother’s  presence.  It  might 
be  a  demand  for  money — it  might  bo  in  relation  to  the  political 
objects  of  his  mission,  of  which  Anunda  had  a  deep  dread,  lest  her 
husband  should  become  an  active  party,  and  so  be  embroiled  with 
the  Mahomedan  officers  of  the  country.  She  considered  for  a  moment : 
but  Anunda’s  was  no  timid  nature.  She  was  not  afraid  of  Radha ; 
and  with  Tara’s  happiness  at  stake,  she  could  risk  no  ceremony  with 
the  sister  of  him  who  had  evidently  caused  more 'than  a  passing 
cloud. 

“Radha,”  she  said  gently,  “thou  art  more  than  a  sister-wife  to 
me.  Nay,  as  a  daughter  I  liave  trusted  to  thee  the  happiness  which 
lay  nearest  my  heart  and  hers ;  and  I  believe  thee  faithful  to  it, 
and  that  this  home  and  all  in  it  is  growing  precious  to  thee.” 

“  To  me  ?  Ah,  yes,  O  sister  and  mother,  tco !  .Radha  is  new  to 
you  all,”  she  reifficd,  “  but  will  be  true  now,  very  tnie,  and  will  not 
fail.!  O  mother,  if  you  could  know  what  it  is  to  me  to  have  a 
loving  home  I  ” 

“  Then  Tara  must  not  be  injured — no  evil  must  come  to  her,” 
said  Annnda,  interupting  her. 

“  To  Tara,  mother  ?  \Ve  are  sisters,  who  will  do  her  evil 
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“  I  fear  tliy  Ijrother,  Radha — not  thee.  Hath  he  said  anght  to 
thee  r  ”  returned  Anunda. 

“  My  brother !  O,  heed  him  not,  ho  will  soon  go,”  returned  Radha, 
her  features  expressing  distress  and  agitation,  and  she  already 
feared  the  worst. 

“  All,  then,  it  is  as  I  expected — as  she  dreaded.  Radha,  this  must 
not  be.  Hast  thou  any  power  over  him?  ” 

“  None,”  said  the  girl,  bursting  into  tears,  for  what  she  had  most 
apprehended  appeared  to  have  reached  her  at  last — “  none.  He  has 
been  wilful  always — to  me,  to  our  father  when  he  lived,  and  to  all. 
"Where  he  goes — who  are  his  companions — what  he  does — no  one  knows 
except  our  Prince  whom  he  serves,  and  Tannajee — who  came  so  sud¬ 
denly  that  night — whom  I  showed  to  you.  No,  mother,  I  have  no 
powk*  and  no  influence.  "What  does  he  care  about  me  ?  ” 

“  He  must  care,”  said  the  matron  stoutly,  “  or  lie  must  care  for 
me  ;  and  yet,  for  thy  sake,  I  would  not  provoke  him.  But,  O  Radha ! 
when  thou  hast  had  a  child  lying  at  thy  heart — drinking  its  life  from 
thy  breast — climbing  about  thee — thou  wilt  undei'standwdiat  awoman 
can  dare  for  it — what  I  could  dare  for  Tara !  "Wilt  thou  speak  to 
him,  or  shall  I ?” 

Radha  feared  her  brother.  She  did  not  know  the  extent  to  winch 
his  unscrupulous  and  profligate  mind  might  carry  him,  but  she  had 
not  forgotten  his  threats.  "Though  she  felt  assured  that,  wdth  the 
protection  her  husband  could  aftord  her,  she  was  now  beyond  all 
ordinary  harm  at  his  hands,  she  feared  the  consequences  both  to  her¬ 
self  and  Tara  with  which  he  had  before  threatened  her,  and  she 
di’cadcd  his  violence.  Could  he  have  been  mad  enough  to  speak  to 
Tam  ?  Could  he  have  sent  any  insulting  message  to  her  ?  Somc- 
ihing  must  h.ave  occnired,  and  she  felt  too  sick  at  heart  to  ask. 

“  Thou  art  silent,  P.,adha,”  continued  Anunda  ;  “  why  ?  ” 

“  I  love  Tara  ;  1  love  him  too,”  she  said  earnestly,  the  tears  starting 
to  her  eyes.  “Yes,  I  will  speak  to  him,  even  though  he  should 
strike  me.  ^Mother,  I  can  bear  it  from  him.  Can  you  send  me  to 
p — now,  now ! — or  send  for  him  ?  If  I  am  to  go,  let  it  be  at 
once,  for  this  is  a  matter  in  which  I  cannot  hesitate.  O  dear  mother !  ” 
she  continued,  rising  and  advancing,  “  I  am  a  child  yet  to  thee. 
Let  me  put  my  head  on  thy  breast  for  once,  and  bless  me  there  as 
thou  wouldst  Tara :  blc.ss  me  ere  I  go  to  him.  No,  not  so,  not  so  ; 
but  as  Tara  lay  on  thy  breast,  so  would  I  too,  for  once.” 

“  Conic,  Radha  !  ”  cried  Anunda.  “  O  child !  O  sister- wife !  come ; 
henceforth  between  thee  and  me  there  is  no  veil.  I  had  longed  to 
draw  it  away,  but  thou  h.ast  d/me  it  now,  and  I  am  happy.  Yes, 
henceforth  yc  are  to  me  as  one,”  she  continued,  smoothing  the  soft 
cheek  as  it  lay  at  her  heart — “  nciv  and  old,  but  alike.” 

“  Enough  ;  now  I  em  content,”  cried  the  girl,  rising  and  clapping 
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her  hands,  “  and  there  shall  be  no  fear  for  Tara.  Send  some  one 
with  me  and  let  me  go ;  he  should  not  come  here.” 

“No,  Radha,”  said  Anunda,  calling  a  trusty  woman-servant  to 
accompany  her,  “  not  here.  Go  to  him,  and  return  soon.” 


CHAPTER  L. 

“  Is  my  brother  within  ?  has  he  returned  from  the  temple  ?  ”  asked 
Radha  of  a  man  sitting  in  the  porch  of  the  house  in  which  Moro 
Trimmul  resided,  and,  though  in  another  street,  was  only  a  few 
steps  distant.  “  Is  he  come,  Chimna  ?  ” 

“  Yes,  lady,  he  is  come,”  returned  the  man,  who  was  an  old  re¬ 
tainer  of  the  family,  and  had  known  her  from  infancy ;  “  but  if  you 
take  my  advice,  you  will  not  go  to  him  now  :  he  has  eaten  nothing, 
and  is  in  one  of  his  rough  angry  moods.  I  did  but  speak  to  him  as 
he  entered,  and  got  as  many  curses  as  will  serve  me  for  a  month. 
Why  not  come  another  time  ?  ” 

“  Nay,  Chimna,  but  it  is  an  urgent  matter,  and  I  must  now  have 
speech  of  him,”  she  replied.  “  Go,  say  I  am  come,  and  that  he  must 
admit  me.  Begone  at  once,”  she  continued,  seeing  him  hesitate, 
“else  it  will  be  Averse  for  you.” 

“  I  had  rather  yon  went  yourself,”  returned  the  man,  “  what  if  he 
should  beat  me  ?  But  no  matter,  I  will  go  ;  perhaps  I  may  not  do 
you  much  more  service,  for  he  speaks  of  departing.” 

“  Ah,  indeed !  When  ?  ”  exclaimed  Radha.  “  He  is  not  ill  r  ” 

“  Soon,  perhaps,”  replied  the  man,  putting  his  finger  to  the  side 
of  his  nose,  as  a  caution  to  secrecy,  while  he  stepped  across  the 
court  to  the  verandah,  “  \'ery  soon,  I  think.  No,  he  is  not  ill,  only 
vexed  with  something.” 

Radha’s  heart  beat  fast  in  her  bosom.  0,  if  it  were  but  true ; 
and  that  her  brother,  alarmed  or  repentant,  no  matter  Avhich,  Avere 
about  to  depart,  it  would  solve  all  difficulties  at  once.  That  very 
day — to-morrow  !  It  seemed  hard  to  wish  him  gone ;  yet  there 
Avould  be  peace  to  Tara  and  to  her  mother,  which  was  endangered 
by  his  presence.  Surely  he  would  see  her.  Yes ;  Chimna  Avas  noAv 
descending  the  steps  of  the  house,  and  beckoned  to  her  Avith  a 
smiling  face.  She  crossed  the  court  at  once,  followed  by  the  scrA-ant. 

“  He  is  in  the  upper  room,”  he  said,  “  and  bid  thee  come  alone : 
perhaps  he  is  not  Avell,  for  he  is  lying  doAvn,  and  seems  AA-eary.  No 
Avonder  he  Avas  in  ill-humour  Avith  me,  after  that  long  disputation 
Avith  the  Nassuk  Brahmun  to-day  in  the  temple, — some  relation  of 
the  Shastree’s,  I  believe,  lady.” 

“  Enough,  Chimna ;  take  care  of  my  servant  till  I  ixHum,”  said 
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Radha.  “Yon  can  sit  here;  if  I  want  yon  I  will  call;”  and  so 
saying  she  passed  through  a  door  into  the  inner  conrt,  and  np  the 
steps  which  led  to  the  apartments  above,  which  were  steep  and 
narrow.  The  door  was  closed  at  the  top  of  them,  and  she  knocked 
before  she  opened  it.  Her  brother  unfastened  it  inside.  ^  “  Enter,” 
he  said  quickly ;  “  it  is  well  thou  art  come,  I  was  thinking  how  I 
could  see  thee,  Radha.”  Sit  down  there,”  and  he  hastily  an-anged 
a  few  pillows  and  a  tinvelling  mattress  for  her,  “  and  speak  to  me ;  ” 
and  at  the  same  time  threw  himself  heavily  upon  a  low  bed  which 
was  close  to  the  seat  he  had  contrived. 

“  O,  I  am  weary,  Radha,”  he  continued,  “  very  weary.  I  have  no 
sleep,  no  rest ;  I  cannot  eat,  and  there  is  a  burning  thirst  ever  with 
me.  I  shall  die  if  this  lasts  long.” 

“Brother,  you  are  ill,”  she  replied;  “this  place  does  not  agree 
with  yon  ?  Why  not  go  away  for  a  time  and  change  the  air  ? 
Chimna  says  you  have  eaten  nothing  ;  .why  is  this  ?  With  all  there 
is  to  do  for  the  master,  this  is  no  time  to  be  ill.  Is  there  nothing 
better  for  him  than  lingering  here  ?  Surely  Tannajee  brought  news 
of  him  ?  ” 

“Ay,  sister,  and  there  is  more,”  and  he  pointed  to  a  heap  of 
letters  on  the  floor ;  “  enough  to  make  one  tremble  for  the  result  of 
years  of  toil  and  strife  ■with  the  men  of  Islam.  Listen :  Maloosray 
brought  word  of  their  preparations  at  Beejapoor,  and  they  write 
that  to-day  or  to-morrow  Afzool  Ellian  and  his  son  Eazil,  with  all 
the  forces  at  Nuldroog  and  Sholapoor,  and  many  others,  will  begin 
a  march  upon  Wye  and  Purtabgurh.  What  can  we  do  ?  ” 

“  Is  this  Moro  Trimmul,  my  brother,  who  is  speaking  ?  ”  said  the 
girl,  with  some  scorn  in  her  tone,  and  drawing  herself  up.  “  I 
thought  he,  like  Tannajee  and  the  master,  could  see  no  hindrance 
to  the  cause  of  the  Holy  Mother  but  death.  He  used  to  say  so  in 
— in — the  old  times,”  she  added  tenderly. 

“The  old  times?”  he  echoed.  “Yes,  the  old  times,  when  thou 
hadst  a  royal  lover,  girl ;  not  a  drivelling  book-worm !  ” 

“  Hush,  Moro,”  returned  Radha  sharply ;  “  no  more  of  that. 
Thou  hast  buried  it  in  the  marriage,  and  he  is  kind  to  me.  Why 
remember  it  ?  ” 

“  Is  it  to  be  forgotten  ?  Dost  thou  forget  it,  Radha  ? — then, 
when  we  brought  thee  back  from  him  ?  ” 

“He  never  loved  me,”  she  returned;  “he  could  not  love  a  mad 
child ;  he  told  me  so  when  he  gently  put  me  aw’ay.” 

“  Not  for  the  mad  child,  but  for  the  beautiful  girl,  would  he  care  ; 
he  does  care,  Radha.  0  sister,  why  was  this  hateful  marriage  done, 
so  far  away  from  us  ?  ” 

“Nay,  brother,  thou  knowest  best;  but  I  am  content — ^he  is  veiy 
kind  to  me;  and  they  all  love  Radha  now,  even  Anunda.” 
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“  Radha,”  said  lier  brother,  raising  himself  on  his  arms  and 
looking  at  her  intently,  and  till  his  eyes  seemed  to  flash  with  a  light 
glowing  beneath  them.  “  Radlia,  do  not  lie.  If  thou  art  my  sistci*, 
thy  heart  is  far  away  among  the  bine  mountains  and  their  deep 
forests,  and  with  our  Prince.  If  it  be  not  so,  the  witchcraft  of  that 
house  hath  compassed  thee  with  a  spell,  as  it  has  me.” 

“Witchcraft,  brother?  they  do  no  witchcraft,” she  replied  simply. 

“By  the  Mother,  they  do,”  he  cried;  “feel  my  hands,  feel  piy 
head,  they  are  burning,  and  Tara  has  set  me  on  fire.” 

“Moro,  thou  art  ill;  this  is  fever,”  returned  his  sister  anxiously. 
“  I  was  like  this  yesterday,  and  Anunda  gave  me  some  medicine, 
and  I  slept,  and  it  passed  away.  Let  me  fetch  some,  or  send  the 
woman  for  it.” 

“No,  no,  Radha,”  he  said  hoarsely,  “this  is  no  fever;  this  is  a 
spell  on  me,  and  I  cannot  break  it.  This  is  the  spell  Tara  wears 
round  her  neck,  Gunga  told  me  of  it.  It  would  not  let  her  speak ; 
it  draws  me  to  her,  and  then  puts  me  away  till  I  burn.  O  sister,  I 
burn  all  over,  and  at  night  when  there  is  no  one  with  me — 0,  it  is 
terrible,  terrible ;  and  she  comes  and  mocks  me,  and  holds  out  water 
and  flowers,  and  then  snatches  them  away.  I  tell  thee  she  is  a 
witch,  a  devil,  and  she  has  set  me  on  fire.  Bring  her  to  me  and  I 
will  tell  her  so.” 

“Brother,  dear  brother,”  said  the  girl,  “you  are  ill,  and  there  is 
no  one  to  tend  you.  I  will  stay ;  why  did  you  not  send  for  me  ? 
■  why  not  tell  me  of  this  sooner  ?  Now,  I  will  not  leave  you,  you 
nrust  not  be  alone.” 

“  Radha,  I  am  not  ill,”  he  reph'ed ;  “  I  need  no  tending.  Was  I 
ill  yesterday,  when  I  overcame  the  Brahmuns  from  Punderpoor  in 
the  discussion  at  night,  and  when  I  could  have  said  the  Ramayun 
by  heart  ?  Was  I  ill  to-day  when  I  strove  with  the  Nassuk 
Brahmuns  in  logic  ?  No,  girl,  I  am  not  ill  in  body,  only  at  heart. 
And  when  she  comes  to  the  temple,  and  goes  round  the  shrine 
crowned  with  flowers,  clashing  the  cymbals  and  singing  hymns 
Avith  the  priests,  then  I  see  the  charm  on  her  bosom,  and  it  sparkles; 
and  1  hear  her  ringing  voice,  and  I  groAv  mad,  Radha — mad  .  .  .  . 
and  this  fever  comes  on  me,  and  I  burn  as  they  do  in  hell — as  I  do 
now.  Look !  ”  he  cried  in  a  shrill  cry  of  pain,  “  look,  she  is  there, 
mocking  me  now,  and  pushing  me  in . 0  Tara  !  ”  he  con¬ 

tinued  in  a  plaintive  voice,  after  a  pause,  stretching  out  his  hands 
and  shutting  his  eyes,  as  he  turned  away,  “  do  not  kill  me,  do  not 
burn  me ;  I  kiss  your  feet,  I  worship  you,  beloved !  do  not  harm 
me !  ” 

“  What  can  I  do  ?  what  can  I  do  ?  ”  cried  Radlia,  wringing  her 
hands.  “  Ho  will  die.  Ho,  Chimua !  ” 

“  Silence,  Radha;  for  jour  life  call  no  one.  1  Avill  strike  you  if 
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you  do,”  he  said,  raising  his  arm.  “  Look,  she  is  gone !  she  was 
there — there,  even  now.  I  turned  away,  for  her  eyes  burned  mo ; 
there  was  no  love  in  them — none.  She  came  and  mocked  me,  and 
you  are  v'ltuess  of  it.  Why  did  she  come  in  the  air  ?  She  is  a 
S2iirit — a  witch — and  it  is  always  thus.  There — look ” 

Radha  looked  tremblingly  where  he  pointed.  It  was  im])ossibIe 
not  to  be  infected  with  the  terror  and  misery  of  his  face  and  voice. 
The  room  had  -open  arches  of  wood  on  one  side,  across  which  heavy 
curtains  were  drawn;  but  they  were  partially  open,  and,  looking 
through  them,  all  she  saw  was  the  terraces  of  the  houses  of  the 
town  gradually  descending  into  the  great  ravine  :  the  crags  and 
precipices  of  its  further  side :  with  the  trees,  and  gilded  spires  and 
pinnacles  of  the  temple  between.  Beyond  these,  the  rugged  moun- 

tain  and  the  idaiu  below,  hazy  with  quivering  light,  and  meltintr 
into  the  sky.  o  o  ,  b 

“  You^see  nothing,  sister  ?  ”  he  said.  “  No,  she  is  gone  now.” 

“No,  iSIoro,  there  is  nothing  there  but  the  town  and  the  temple. 
0  Holy  Mother  !  ”  continued  Radha,  stretching  out  her  hands  to  it, 

“  save  him  ;  save  my  brother !  I  vow  to  thee - ”  ’ 

^fake  no  vo\\s  lor  me,  Radua,  he  said  to  her,  sharjdy  catching 
her  arm;  “  she  is  my  enemy;  I  know  it.  She  loves  Tara  better 
than  me ;  she  will  not  give  her  to  me.  I  asked  her  foi*  Tara  lon*^ 
ago;  see  ^>hat  has  come  of  it.  I  have  done  all  the  secret  rites  that 
her  worship  enjoins,  but  she  is  not  content ;  she  mocks  me,  and 
when  I  look  at  her  eyes  they  glitter  Avith  malice.  To-day  she 
seemed  to  glower  at  me  from  among  the  smoke,  and  Tara  was  there 
offering  floAvers.  They  both  mocked  me.  Yes,  they  arc  dev'ils;  but 
I  fear  them  no  more,  Radha.  May  her  house  be  desolate,  and  her 
shrine  desecrated.” 

Ilu-sh,  brother !  cried  the  girl,  putting  her  hand  before  his 
niouth,  to  stojj  Avhat  she  believed  to  be  horrible  and  deadly  blas¬ 
phemy.  “  Hush !  what  if  she  heard  you  ?  0  lifothcr,  gentle 

Motlver,  forgive  him  this  madness.  •  I  vow  to  thee _ ” 

You. Avill  make  me  curse  you,  Radha,”  he  said,  again  graspin'** 
her  aim  violentlj-.  Did  I  not  tell  you  I  Avould  have  no  voavs  to 
her,  ILy  and  murderess  as  she  is  ?  Yes,  I  see  it  now.  You,  too,  arc 
one  with  them,  and  are  come  to  mock  me;  and  yet,  Radha,”  he  con¬ 
tinued,  looking  at  her  tenderly,  “  was  this  good  of  you  after  all  1 
nave  done  for  you  ?  O,  faithless  !  ” 

^loro,  returned  Radha,  weeping  sorely,  and  sobbing  so  that 
she  could  hardly  speak,  “  I  am  not  faithless.  I  am  true  to  you 
even  to  death,  my  brother.”  ’ 

**  gi-avely  ;  but  again  fixing  his  eyes  upon  her,  .so 

tliat  she  could  hardly  boar  his  intense  gaze.  “True?  Ah  yes  if 
all  are  false,  Radha  should  be  true — true  to  him  and  to  me.*  Now 
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listen,”  he  continued,  slowly  and  impressively,  “if  thou  art  true,  tell 
Tara  I  am  in  fear  of  her  charm;  bid  her  look  kindly  on  me — bid  her 
put  it  away  from  her  breast.  I  will  kiss  her  feet ;  I  will  daily 
measure  with  my  body  every  step  she  takes  round  the  shrine,  so 
that  she  give  me  one  kind  look, — so  that  I  see  that  love  in  her  eyes 
which  is  burning  in  me  day  and  night — day  and  night. 

“  But  that  is  not  all,”  he  resumed,  after  a  pause.  “  Am  I  mad  ? 
Dost  thou  think  me  so  for  this  raving  ?  By  the  gods,  no  !  Only 
for  her.  Let  her  look  to  herself.  And  I  say  to  thee  calmly,  sister, 
thou  must  say  all  this  to-night,  else  beware  !  Listen,  I  have  but 
one  desire  in  life,  that  is  Tara — one  object  only  to  live  for,  that  is 
Tara.  I  plead  nothing,  I  say  nothing,  only  that  I  am  not  mad. 

“  Now,  listen  again.  You  have  much  to  live  for — the  pleasures 
of  life,  the  enjoyments  of  w’ealth — honour  as  the  wife  of  Yyas 
Shastree, — children  to  come,  and  your  husband’s  love,  with  your 
children’s ;  but  remember,  Radha,  they  are  all  in  my  hand.  A  word 
from  me  to  him,  and  you  are  sunk  lower  than  the  Moorlees.  All 
this  joy  will  pass  from  you.  He  "will  cast  you  out,  and  I  will  not 
shelter  you.  You  shall  be  worse  than  the  vilest,  and  men  shall 

mock  you.  By - ”  and  he  swore  a  horrible  curse,  “I  will  do  this 

and  more,  Radha,  if  you  refuse.  Answer  me,  girl,”  and  he  shook 
her  violently  and  painfully  in  his  passion. 

“  Moro  !  ”  cried  his  sister,  gasping  for  breath,  “  listen.  I  said  once 
before  you  might  kill  me  if  it  pleased  you,  and  I  bared  my  breast  to 
you.  Now  again,  if  you  dare  to  look  at  it^vathout  shame,  it  is 
before  you.  But,  listen  to  my  words,  I  w'ill  do  no  treachery ;  no, 
brother,  no  treachery.  I  am  of  the  same  blood  and  the  same  spirit 
as  yourself,  and  you  well  know  I  could  be  true  and  fearless  once, 
and  so  may  God  and  the  Mother  help  me,  I  rvill  be  fearless  now  in  a 
better  cause.  Yes,  strike,”  she  continued,  as,  without  speaking,  he 
hastily  raised  himself,  seized  a  naked  dagger  that  was  concealed 
under  his  pillow,  and  brandished  it  with  one  hand,  while  he  pressed  her 
down  with  his  knee,  and  held  her  forcibly  against  the  wall  with  the 
other.  “  Strike  !  your  blow  will  be  more  merciful  than  your  wnrds,” 
and  she  shut  her  eyes,  expecting  the  stroke,  yet  not  flinching  fi’om  it. 

“  Stay — hold  !  ”  cried  a  shrill  Avoman’s  voice,  as  a  hasty  rustling  of 
silken  garments  was  heard  for  an  instant  between  the  door  and  the 
bed,  and  Moro  Trimmul’s  hand  Avas  seized  in  a  poAverful  grasp ; 
“  wouldst  thou  do  murder  ?  Shame  on  thee,  and  she  thy  sister !  ” 

“  She  is  a  devil,  too,  and  mocked  me,”  exclaimed  the  man  moodily, 
but  dashing  the  knife  to  the  ground.  “  Who  let  thee  in,  Gunga  ? 
Go,  I  Avant  thee  not — aAA^ay  !  tempt  me  no  more,  else  I  will  strike  !  ” 

“  Fear  him  not,  lady,”  cried  the  girl,  picking  up  the  dagger  hastily ; 
“he  dare  not  strike  you  now,  else,” — and  her  eyes  flashed — “else, 
Moro  Trimmul,  thou  shnlt  do  no  more  evil :  none  to  me,  none  to  her. 
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Beware  !  I  have  no  fear,  and  no  scruple ;  let  her  go  safely,  and  I  will 
stay  with  thee,” 

‘‘Go,  Radha,”  he  said.  “  Go,  sister - ” 

I  will  not  go,  Moro  Trimmul,”  cried  his  sister  excitedly.  “  I  was 
not  afraid  of  you  when  that  dagger’s  point  was  at  my  heart.  Bor 
myself  I  am  not  afraid  of  your  threats,  or  your  w'ords.  What  you 
can  do  to  me,  what  you  can  say  of  me,  I  know  not.  Whatever  it  be, 
and  this  girl  is  witness,  I  fear  it  not.  What  men  would  say  of  the 
Pundit  w'ho  wronged  his  sister— you  know ;  and  how  they  would 
revile  and  spit  at  you.  Say  it,  sir,  and  I  follow  you  through  Dekhan, 
through  Hind,  till  I  die  by  your  hand.  If  you  make  me  shameless 
you  shall  be  shameless  with  me  ;  but  this  remember,  I  warn  them  all 
in  the  house  of  you,  I  w’arn  Tara  of  you, — and  no  harm  shall  come 
to  her,  for  your  honour  is  dearer  to  me,  than  mine  to  you.” 

“If  thou  hast  any  influence  over  him,”  she  continued  to  Gunga; 
“lead  him  aright.  Thou  mayst  have  saved  him  a  great  crime°to- 
day,  for  there  was  blood  in  his  eyes  w^hen  he  kneeled  over  me  wdth 
the  knife ;  but  better  I  should  have  died  than  harm  should  have  come 
^  them  through  me.  Lead  him  away  from  those  evil  thoughts,  and 
Radha  will  be  grateful  to  thee  all  her  life,  and  may  often  help  thee.” 

I  love  you,  lady,  and  honour  you,”  said  the  girl,  reverently 
touching  Radha  s  feet ;  but  in  this  matter  I  have  no  power,  much 
as  I  desire  to  help  you  and  him ;  nor,  indeed,  in  any  other  now,— yet 
I  will  do  what  I  can.  He  loved  me  once,”  said  the  girl,  burstino- 
into  tears,  “before  he  knew  Tara ;  but  that  is  gone,  for  she  has  his  love 
and  cares  not  for  it.  Now  he  only  curses  me  and  beats  me,  yet  I  will 
not,  I  cannot  leave  him,  lady.  Forgive  the  poor  Moorlee;  but  it  is 
better  for  me  to  bear  his  wrath  than  for  him  to  be  left  alone.  Last 
mght  he  wms  fearfully  excited,  and  threatened  my  life,  but  I  escaped. 
He  grows  worse  towards  evening ;  but  fear  not,  I  will  not  leave  him.” 

I  will  come  and  Avatch  with  thee/’  said  Radha,  in  a  whisper,  for 
her  brother  had  again  thrown  himself  on  the  bed,  and  covered  him¬ 
self  with  a  sheet,  and  she  feared  to  excite  him ;  “  let  me  come  ^  ” 

‘‘It  may  not  be,  lady,”  replied  the  girl.  “If  he  kill  me,*  what 
matter  f  who  would  miss  the  Moorlee,  or  grieve  for  her  ?  But  you 
his  sister,  must  not  meet  this  peril ;  the  Holy  Mother  has  already 
saved  you  from  one  terrible  danger,  and  fate  is  never  to  be  dared 
twice.  Only  believe  that  one  as  devoted  as  yourself  wmtehes  him 
and  one  to  whom  life  is  of  no  account.  Go,  do  not  speak  to  him  now’ 

Tins  madness  will  pass  away,  and  I  will  come  and  tell  you  of  him.” 

• 

“  Is  she  gone,  Gunga  ?  ”  said  Moro  Trimmul  to  the  girl,  who,  after 
Radha’s  departure,  had  sat  down  by  the  bed  and  was  fanning  him. 

‘  1  hear  no  one  speaking  to  you.” 

“  Yes,  T  sent  her  away.  I  feared  for  her,”  she  replied. 
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“  It  \7&s  well  done,  Guiiga,  else — else  I  might  have  killed  hei’ - 

Av,  girl,”  he  resumed,  after  a  pause,  “I  had  killed  her  but  for  Tara. 
Yv"hy  did  she  come  and  not  stay  ?  why  did  she  take  the  knife  from 
me  ?  ” 

“  Thou  art  always  raving  of  that  giii  like  a  fool.  More  Trimmul,” 
said  Gunga  impatiently.  “It  was  I  that  saved  thy  sister,  else  there 
was  blood  in  thine  eyes,  and  a  devil  at  thy  heard ;  what  if  thou  hadst 
struck  her  ?  ” 

“  She  and  Tara  are  one,”  he  said  gloomily ;  “  yes,  they  are  one,  and 
thou,  too,  wilt  go  to  them.  Go,  Gunga,  they  will  give  thee  money.” 

“  May  dirt  fall  on  their  money,  and  thine  too,”  she  replied  sulkily. 
“  I  want  none  of  it.” 

“  Thou  aid  insolent,  girl.” 

“I  am  a  fool,  Moi’o  Trimmul,  to  bear  with  thee,”  she  retorted, 
without  moving.  The  girl’s  quick  perception  showed  her  that  any 
toleration  of  his  bad  humour  would  only  increase  it,  and  of  life  she 
was  utterly  reckless.  What  tie  held  her  to  the  man  who  now 
seemed  almost  to  loathe  her,  she  knew  not :  a  fascination,  perhaps, 
which  she  could  not  resist. 

He  was  long  silent,  again  drew  the  sheet  over  him,  and  lay  quietly ; 
at  length  he  removed  it  and  sat  up. 

“  Thou  art  not  gone,  Gunga  ?  ”  he  said  ;  “  why  art  thou  hero  ?  ” 

“  I  Icnow  not,”  she  returned,  “  except  that  I  am  a  fool.” 

“  Go,'’  he  continued,  “  they  will  be  wanting  thee  in  the  temple.” 

“  I  am  not  going,”  she  replied ;  “  another  will  take  my  work.  I 
will  not  leave  thee  now.” 

“Gunga,”  he  resumed,  after  a  moody  silence,  “is  there  peace  be¬ 
tween  us  ?  ” 

“  Such  peace  as  thou  wait  have,”  she  replied. 

“  And  if  I  love  thee  again  ?  ” 

“  Pah  !  ”  she  cried ;  “  love  ! — it  is  a  thing  to  spit  upon  now.  Ca!i 
love  go  from  one  to  another,  and  retura  as  it  went  ?  Can  a  garland 
of  Champa  flowers  be  worn  all  night,  and  keep  their  fre.shness  and 
fragrance  till  the  morning  ?  Do  not  men  fling  them  away  as  refuse  r  ” 

“  Then,  why  come  to  me,  girl  ?  why  follow  me  ?  ” 

“Thy  heart  tells  thee  already,”  she  said,  fixing  her  eyes  full  on 
him,  “  we  have  one  thing  only  in  common  now.  That  girl — I  told 
thee  so  at  the  Papnas  that  day,  and  I  tell  thee  so  again — when  I 
trample  that  charm  of  hers  under  my  feet,  and  her  throat  with  it,  I 
shall  be  content,  and  thou  art  safe.  Yes,  Moro  Trimmul,  but  for 
hope  of  revenge  on  her,  I  would  have  killed  thee  when  thy  love  went 
to  her.  Put  thou  art  a  coward ;  I  know  it;  thou  wilt  do  nothing.” 

“  Thou  wilt  not  say  so  if  I  carry  her  off  and  put  her  to  shame.” 

“  Ah  !  ”  cried  the  girl,  rising  and  standing  over  him,  “  is  it  so  ?  1 

toil  thee,  iloro  Trimmul,  I  will  follow  her  and  fawn  oa  her  like  a 
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clog — I  •will  abase  myself  before  her — I  will  lick  tho  dust  from  Lor 
feet,  if  that  will  help  tbee  to  do  this.” 

“  Listen  to  what  I  say,”  he  continued,  raising  himself  on  his  arm. 
“  I  am  calm  now — quite  calm — I  bum  no  longer.  1  was.- mad  when 
she — when  Radha — came.  I  thought  I  had  a  chance  through  her; 
but  she  defied  me,  and  there  is  none.” 

“  Women  know  women  best*”  said  the  girl.  “  I  told  thee  so  long 
ago,  but  I  was  not  believed.” 

“  I  believe  thee  now,”  he  replied ;  “  and  we  have  only  ourselves  to 
rely  upon.  Ah,  surely  this  is  a  strange  calmness  winch  has  come 
over  me.  It  is  not  before  death,  Gunga  ?  ” 

“  No,  fear  not,”  returned  Gunga.  “  Love  is  passing  into  revenge ; 
I  know  what  it  is.  Yes,  thou  wilt  act  now,  Moro.  Take  her  hence 
but  for  a  day,  and  she  is  thine  for  ever,  and  will  become  a  Moorlee 
like  me — like  the  rest  of  us.  Enough,  Moro  Trimmul.  No  other 
haiun  shalt  thou  do  to  her  than  this  ?  Hast  thou  the  spirit — the 
courage  ?  ” 

“I  will  do  it,”  he  said  gloomily.  “That  is  what  I  had  determined 
on  myself.  When  can  it  be  done  ?  ” 

“  On  the  last  night  of  the  ceremonies,”  she  said ;  “  I  can  get  the 
key  of  the  postern,  and  keep  it  open  unobserved  ;  and  as  Maloosray 
and  others  went  that  night,  so  canst  thou  take  Tara ;  and  I  have 
friends  among  the  Ramoosees,  who  ■will  help  ns.  I  am  their  piaestess, 
and  they  dare  not  refuse  me.  Take  us  both ;  I  must  see  her  humili¬ 
ation.  O  Shakti  powers  !  ”  she  cried,  stretching  out  her  arms,  “  aid 
me  in  this.  Ye  are  more  powerful  than  the  Mother,  and  ye  hate  her. 
Art  thou  determined,  Moro  Trimmul  ?  ” 

“  I  will  not  change,”  he  said  ;  “  the  illusion  is  past.” 

“  Swear  on  my  throat  and  feet,  and  I  ■w'ill  believe  thee.” 

“  I  swear,”  he  replied,  touching  her  neck. 

“Now  I  will  leave  thee, Moro,”  said  the  girl.  “I  have  no  fear  for 
thee ;  tliere  will  be  no  more  delii*ium  with  new  thoughts.” 

“  I  w  ill  follow  thee  to  the  temple,”  he  replied  ;  “  go  on  before.  I 
dare  not  stay  here  alone ;  she  would  come  to  me - ” 


CHAPTER  LI. 

Some  days  have  passed  at  Beejapoor  since  we  were  last  there,  not 
idly,  certainly.  A  large  army  had  to  be  prepared  for  the  field,  and 
for  a  long,  difficult,  and  perhaps  hazardous  seiwice.  The  treasury 
vr&s  opened,  and  the  aiTcars  of  all  troops  disbursed;  for  the  men  had 
to  provide  as  "well  for  their  own  wants  as  for  those  of  their  families 
during  their  absence.  The  condition  of  the  artilleiy  'svas  looked  to 
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with  particular  care,  and  preparations  made  for  rongh  roads  and 
rougher  service  than  other  parts  of  the  Dekhan  afforded.  Sivaji’s 
mountains  were  high  and  steep,  the  jungle  and  forest  next  to  im¬ 
penetrable,  yet  Afzool  Khan  had  taken  up  the  “  birra,”  the  gage  of 
service,  and  had  determined  to  bring  the  rebel  bound  to  the  throne 
of  his  young  King,  there  to  receive  death  or  pardon,  as  might  be 
most  fitting. 

But  the  old  Khan  was  no  boaster.  He  had  seen  something  of  that 
country  when,  as  a  younger  man,  he  had  governed  those  provinces  ; 
and  in  his  tours  through  them  had  shared  the  hospitality  of  Shahji, 
the  father  of  Sivaji,  and  had  been  guided  by  Sivaji  himself  through 
many  a  rough  hunting  expedition  ;  he  therefore  remembered  enough 
to  adopt  precautions  in  all  respects,  and,  so  far  as  lay  in  his  power, 
they  were  made. 

That  was  not  a  country  for  the  opemtions  of  cavalry,  and  it  was 
therefore  more  to  the  infantry  and  artillery  that  he  trusted  :  and  it 
would  not  be  wise  to  weaken  the  royal  forces  in  and  about  the  capital 
too  much,  lest  the  Moghuls  should  take  advantage  of  it,  and  make 
incursions  across  the  frontier,  nay,  even  attack  the  capital  itself. 

His  own  Paigah,  and  troops  that  had  been  in  quarters  for  the  rainy 
season  at  his  own  town  of  Afzoolpoor: — some  of  the  Wuzeer’s 
Abyssinian  levies,  which  were  at  Nuldroog, — some  bodies  of  the  old 
Dekhany  horse  under  Alla-ool-Moolk,  the  Dagtorays  and  Bylmees, 
were  particularly  selected ;  and,  with  some  of  the  best  infantry,  the 
army  was  complete. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  spirit  and  devotion  of  the  troops.  In 
the  beautiful  Jumma  Mosque,  where  more  than  five  thousand  men 
assembled  daily  for  prayer,  the  preaching  of  the  Peer,  and  the  other 
ecclesiastics  of  that  noble  edifice — which  yet  remains  as  perfect  as  it 
was  at  the  period  of  this  history — eloquently  set  forth  the  merits  of 
the  Jehad,  or  religious  war,  in  the  eyes  of  God  and  the  Prophet;  and 
the  certainty  of  paradise  and  its  houris,  to  all  who,  falling  by  sickness 
or  in  battle,  would  surely  enjoy  them.  Nor  was  it  in  the  Jumma 
Mosque  only  that  this  fervour  existed.  In  the  royal  Palace  precincts, 
the  city  mosques — at  the  tombs  of  the  ancestora  of  the  Kings — the 
beauteous  Ibrahim  Roza,  and  noble  mausoleum  of  Sultan  Mahmood, 
nothing  was  left  undone  by  the  preachers  to  make  the  war  popular, 
and  to  blacken  the  character  and  motives  of  the  rebels.  Frequently, 
indeed,  to  such  a  pitch  of  excitement  were  men  wrought,  that  it  was 
difficult  to  restrain  them  from  attacking  Hindus  indiscriminately  in 
the  streets,  and,  in  the  expressive  language  of  the  Peer,  from  “making 
a  pyramid  of  a  lakh  of  heads  before  the  palace  gates.”  But  it  was 
no  part  of  the  royal  policy  to  allow  such  religious  fury  vent  at  the 
capital  or  by  the  way  :  suffice  it  that,  at  the  end  of  a  long  and  toil¬ 
some  journey,  which  would  be  made  light  through  religious  fervour, 
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there  would  be  free  licence  to  slay,  and  the  raid  of  Afzool  Khan 
would  become  memorable  in  the  history  of  the  kingdom. 

As  the  camps  of  the  different  leaders,  too,  formed  without  the  walls, 
on  that  great  plain  which  encompassed  the  city,  bards  and  minstrels, 
in  companies  or  singly,  balled-singers,  and,  above  all,  troops  of  danc¬ 
ing  women — thronged  to  them ;  and  day  and  night,  audiences  were 
formed,  sometimes  in  the  tents,  sometimes  in  the  open  air,  where  the 
feats  of  Sivaji  and  Maloosray  were  sung  in  the  native  Mahratta  or 
Canarcse,  with  verses  added  for  the  occasion,  urging  the  faithful  to 
destroy  them. 

We  may  be  sure  that,  if  the  old  Khan  and  Fazil  were  active  in  the 
field,  Lurlee  and  Zyna  were  no  less  so  in  the  house.  To  Lurlee  war 
was  familiar.  She  had  been  long  weary  of  a  monotonous  life  in  the 
city,  varied  only  by  an  occasional  day’s  excursion  to  the  royal  palaces 
at  Toorweh,  the  Ibrahim  Roza,  or  to  the  Khan’s  own  garden,  which 
was  without  the  walls  ;  and  she  remembered  vividly  the  time  when, 
for  months  together,  the  Khan’s  tent,  or  a  temporary  lodging  in  a 
village,  were  her  only  home,  moving  hastily  or  leisurely,  as  the  service 
required,  from  place  to  place,  in  her  palankeen  or  on  horseback,  as 
might  be. 

Ah  !  she  was  young  and  active  then,  and  Avith  the  sharing  of  a 
rough  bivouac  or  hurried  march, — scanty  food,  often  cooked  by  hei’- 
sclf,  a  horse-cloth  to  lie  upon,  and  a  shelter  contrived  with  four 
spears  and  a  sheet  thrown  over  them — and  hard  fighting  to  boot, — 
were  her  pleasantest  memories  of  the  Khan’s  love  and  her  own  happi¬ 
ness.  If  she  were  not  so  young,  the  old  spirit  was  at  last  roused  ; 
and,  day  by  day,  as  the  preparations  went  on,  the  good  lady  told  Zyna 
of  the  old  wild  times,  and  excited  her  desire  to  share  in  the  new 
expedition. 

To  Zyna’s  gi’eat  joy  her  father  had  directed  that  the  whole  family 
was  to  move.  Lurlee  was  indispensable  to  the  Khan  in  the  field, 
where,  indeed,  her  truest  value  was  apparent;  and  Fazil  could  not  be 
denied  the  command  he  had  earned  by  his  sagacity  and  valour.  Who, 
then,  could  protect  Zyna,  even  did  he  desire  to  leave  her  ?  True,  the 
1‘oyal  Begum  had  offered  a  home,  and  with  it  her  love  to  the  maiden; 
she  should  be  her  little  secretary,  and  write  the  King’s  private  letters 
to  her  father  while  he  was  absent.  But  it  could  not  be :  that  loving 
heart  would  have  pined  Avithout  those  whose  daily  converse  had  been 
its  life  for  years,  and  the  invitation  AA'as  affectionately  but  respectfully 
declined. 

We  may,  perhaps,  also  hint  another  reason,  not  more  poAverful, 
certainly,  than  the  love  of  those  nearest  and  dearest  to  her,  but 
Avorking  Avith  it,  nevertheless,  in  no  mean  degree.  KoAvas  Khan  had 
not  suffered  by  his  father’s  treachery.  It  was  not  only  that  Afzool 
Khan  and  Fazil  answered  for  him  AA’ith  their  lives  and  honour ;  but 
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it  bad  boconic  clear  to  the  Kiug,  and  to  those  who  liad  e-^atiincd  the 
late  ^V’uzce^’s  correspondence,  that  the  son  had  been  kept  ignorant 
of  his  father’s  plans;  so,  when  the  period  of  monrning  was  past, 
Kowas  Kban  had  been  taken  to  the  royal  conrt  by  the  Kban  and  his 
sort,  and  invested  -with  robes  of  honour.  Of  the  King’s  participation 
in  the  secret  of  his  father’s  murder  Kowas  Kban  had  no  kncsvledgc, 
and  could  have  none.  It  was  believed  to  have  beep  committed  in 
revenge  by  some  discharged  soldiers,  and  it  were  better  that  he  died 
as  he  had  done,  than  that  his  treacherous  intention  should  have 
succeeded,  or  that  the  ignominy  of  a  public  execuiion  should  have 
followed  its  detection. 

While,  therefore,  the  young  man  was  still  residing  at  the  Khan’s 
house  with  his  mother,  and  other  younger  members  of  the  family,  ho 
renewed  his  proposals  for  Zyna,  which  were  heartily  seconded  by  her, 
and  other  female  relatives.  It  was,  ho-wever,  no  time  for  such  affairs ; 
and  with  a  tacit  consent  that,  when  the  campaign  -was  over,  there 
should  be  no  moi'e  delay  iii  the  marriage,  Kowas  Khan  contented 
himself  with  being  told  by  Lurlee  Klianum — when  the  w^orthy  dame 
had  retired  behind  a  screen — that,  after  a  strict  investigation,  she 
had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  his  temperament  was  f.re  and  Zyna’s 
air,  and  that,  in  consequence,  their  union  promised  to  bo  felicitous  in 
tlie  highest  degree ;  and  that  her  friend  the  Moolla  agreed  with  her. 

Did  our  space  admit  of  it,  we  would  tell  how  friends  on  both  sides 
met  for  the  betrothal ;  and  how, — there  being  no  time  for  more 
lengthened  ceremonies, — they  stood  up  and  interchanged  packets  of 
betel-leaf  covered  with  gold  and  silver  foil.  How  both  sides  swore 
that  those  they  renresented  should  never  swerve  from  the  contract ; 
how  the  first,  and  hnndrod  and  tenth  chapters  of  the  Koran,  were 
said  devoutly  by  the  Moolia  and  the  assembly ;  and  what  good  things 
were  provided  at  night  by  Lurlee  IHianum  and  her  tnisty  cook 
Kurreema,  for  those  who  camo  to  the  quiet  ceremony.  Many  were 
the  complaints  of  Lurlee’s  female  L-iends,  and  perhaps  Zpia’s  also, 
that  there  was  not  greater  rejoicing ;  but  Afzool  Kban  made  it  known 
that,  when  tlie  marriage  did  take  there  should  be  no  stint; 

and  so  the  neighbours  were  satisfied  for  the  present,  and  consoled 
themselves  wiili  ho])c  for  the  future. 

Bidwimt’s  woinuls  had  proved  of  loss  consequence  than  was  sup- 
po.sed  .at  first,  and  loss  of  Idood  had  caused  the  weakness  under 
Avhich  he  suffered  on  the  night  of  the  scene  in  the  temple.  He  v:a3 
now  able  to  move  about,  .and  even  to  ride,  and  in  the  ensuing  cam¬ 
paign,  in  a  country  .which  ho  knew  thoroughly,  his  local  expcincncc 
would  be  of  great  use.  He  was  not,  however,  sanguine  as  to  the 
result.  As  he  expressed  it,  bunting  Sivaji  and  Maloosray  would  bo 
like  chasing  the  wind ;  it  would  be  heard  and  felt,  but  never  seen. 
Nevertheless  they  might  b.e  brought  to  terms,  and  hereafter  become 

worthv  servants  of  the  royal  house. 

* 
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Eveiytlujig,  therefore,  being  prepared,  and  the  royal  astrologei*s 
having  fixed  a  fortnnate  day  and  honr  for  the  commencement  of  the 
march,  the  whole  of  the  troops  were  drawn  ont  in  battle-array  on  the 
plain  north  of  the  fort,  and  the  yonng  King  bade  the  leaders  God¬ 
speed.  Descending  from  his  elephant,  he  embraced  the  old  Khan, 
his  son,  and  other  noblemen  and  gentlemen  of  note  ;  and  as  the  royal 
Naguras,  or  kettle-drums,  which  had  been  directed  to  accompany 
the  force,  struck  up  a  march,  and  were  answered  by  those  of  every 
body  of  horse,  infantry,  and  artilleiy  on  the  field, — the  troops  at 
once  proceeded  to  their  several  destinations,  a  few  miles  distant, 
shouting  the  war-cries  of  their  several  leaders. 

It  was  necessary,  however,  for  the  Khan  himself,  with  his  son 
and  Kowas  Khan,  to  visit  Muldroog,  where  a  great  portion  of  the 
army  lay,  and  whence  some  of  it  was  to  accompany  him ;  for  though 
the  troops  at  Beejapoor,  which  had  been  under  the  late  W  uzeer,  had 
sliown  no  signs  of  disaffection,  those  at  the  fort  were  suspected, 
and  their  loyalty  must  be  put  to  the  proof  ere  the  army  could  pro¬ 
ceed.  Lurlee  Khanum  and  Zyna,  therefore,  were  despatched  under 
guidance  and  escort  of  Bulwunt  Rao  and  others,  to  Sholapoor,  to 
await  the  Khan’s  arrival ;  and  with  a  party  of  horse  lightly  equipped, 
his  son  Fazil,  the  Peer — who  had  declared  his  intention  of  witnessing 
in  person  the  discomfiture  of  the  infidels,  and  seeing  to  the  religious 
exercises  of  the  army  during  its  march — and  Kowas  Khan,  ji^izool 
Khan  proceeded  by  the  direct  road  of  liis  own  town  of  Afzoolpoor  to 
the  royal  fort. 

We  need  not  follow  their  journey,  for  the  country  affords  nothing 
interesting  or  remarkaldo  for  description.  After  passing  the  town 
of  Almella,  they  crossed  the  Bheema,  now  falling  rapidly,  and  already 
fordable  in  some  places  for  horsemen :  and  Afzoolpoor,  lying  near 
the  further  bank,  was  safely  reached  on  the  third  day. 

Here  the  Khan  found  employment  for  two  days  more :  for  ho  was 
in  no  huny  to  leave  his  own  town,  and  the  various  matters  to  which 
he  found  he  had  to  attend.  His  own  last  resting-place,  a  lofty,  hand¬ 
some,  square  building,  with  a  massive  dome,  and  the  mosque  adjoin¬ 
ing  it,  were  all  but  completed,  and  their  consecration  was  necessaiy. 
This  was  performed  by  the  Peer,  the  Moollas  of  village  mosques 
around,  the  Kazee  of  Nuldroog,  and  the  representative  of  the  saint 
Boorhan  Sahib,  who  lived  at  the  pretty  village  of  Boorhanpoor,  some 
miles  to  the  north,  where  the  saint’s  tomb  had  been  erected.  “  It 
was  well,”  said  the  old  Khan,  “  to  have  the  place  ready  ;  who  could 
tell  whether  it  might  not  be  required  soon  ?  ”  Who  could  tell  indeed? 
and  so  the  ceremonies  were  completed. 

Nor  v.’ould  the  hospitable  representative  of  the  Boorhanpoor  saint 
allow  the  Khan’s  party  to  pass  his  village  without  entciitainmeut. 
Parties  of  leaders  of  the  troops  at  Nuldroog,  now  only  a  few  miles 
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distant,  came  to  the  festivities,  and,  in  the  meeting  with  them,  all 
apprehensions  were  removed  from  the  Khan  s  mind.  Swearing  on 
the  holy  book  before  the  saint’s  shrine,  they  declared  their  fealty  to 
the  King,  and  their  attachment  to  their  young  master,  m  terms 
which  could  not  be  mistaken. 


CHAPTER  LII. 

Thk  Khan  was  to  march  early  next  morning  for  the  fort,  but  his 
departure  was  delayed  purposely  to  allow  of  the  troops  to  send  out 
parties  to  perform  the  ceremony  of  “Istikbal,”  or  meeting;  and,  after 
again  partaking  of  the  good  Durwaysh’s  hospitality,  the  party  rode 
on  without  interruption. 

The  road  from  Boorhanpoor  to  Nuldroog  leads  up  the  pretty  and 
fertile  valley  of  the  Boree  river,  which  is  skirted  by  low  grassy  hills 
for  several  miles.  Then  leaving  the  river,  as  the  hills  grow  bolder,  it 
rises  gradually  through  passes  among  them,  and,  aftei  several  steep 
and  stony  ascents,  gains  a  level  plateau,  from  whence  the  fort  and 
town  are  distinctly  seen  below. 

Soon  after  leaving  tbeir  post,  the  party  began  to  meet  others  from 
the  fort,  dressed  in  their  gayest  and  best  costumes ;  and  these, 
having  made  their  salutes  to  the  Khan,  rode  forward  to  the  front,  so 
that  gradually  the  men  in  advance  swelled  to  a  considerable  number, 
and  had  all  the  appearance  of  an  independent  body  of  cavalry.  Out 
of  this,  whex’ever  the  ground  afforded  room,  and  was  free  from  ruts 
and  stones,  men  dashed  at  speed,  wheeling  and  circling  their  horses, 
so  that  their  movements  appeared  like  those  of  a  real  skirmish. 

When  they  reached  the  level  plain  on  the  summit  of  the  plateau 
above  the  town,  the  Khan  was  met  by  the  Killadar,  or  governor  of 
the  fort,  tbe  principal  officers  of  the  troops,  the  civil  authorities,  and 
others ;  some  on  horseback,  others  on  gaily-caparisoned  elephants 
with  clashing  bells.  Both  parties  dismounting,  and  the  leaders 
having  embraced  each  other, — the  officers  presenting  the  hilts  of 
tbeir  swords  as  Nuzzurs,  or  offerings  to  the  Khan, — the  procession 
— for  it  had  now  become  one — moved  on  slowly  in  gorgeous  array, 
amidst  the  firing  of  matchlocks  and  camel  swivels  and  welcome  guns 
from  the  fort ;  and  the  appearance  of  the  Khan  and  his  gallant  son, 
as  they  rode  together  through  the  main  street  and  bazar,  dressed  in 
rich  cioth-of-gold,  was  a  subject  of  general  remark  and  approbation 
by  all  classes.  The  prospect  of  a  campaign,  always  pleasant  to  the 
soldiers,  especially  under  so  renowned  a  leader  as  Afzool  Khan, 
increased  the  general  satisfaction  of  all  concerned. 

As  they  passed  its  first  gate,  the  booming  of  cannon  from  the 
ramparts  announced  their  arrival  within  the  fort,  and  was  answered 
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by  guns  from  the  encampment  on  the  heights  to  the  west.  Passing 
the  ditch  by  a  causeway,  they  entered  the  fansse-braye  by  a  narrow 
passage,  and  thence  ascending  slightly  to  the  main  entrance,  with  its 
massive  flanking  bastions  of  black  basalt,  the  interior  was  reached — 
at  that  time  a  busy  jdace,  crowded  with  houses  and  shops  in  some 
parts,  but  in  others  laid  out  in  open  gardens,  and  spaces  where  the 
troops  could  assemble. 

A  curious  and  picturesque  spot  in  many  respects  is  this  fort.  Built 
upon  a  tongue  of  basalt,  which  is  precipitous  on  three  sides,  and  of 
considerable  height,  it  is  joined  to  the  level  portion  of  the  plateau  to 
the  west,  on  which  the  town  stands,  by  a  neck  considerably  narrower 
than  the  enciente ;  and  on  this  side  a  double  wall  with  bastions,  and 
a  deep  dry  ditch,  form  the  defences.  Round  the  edge  of  the  preci¬ 
pices  of  the  hill  itself,  is  a  single  wall  of  great  strength,  with  largo 
bastions  at  intervals ;  and  the  river  Boree,  lying  deep  in  the  valley 
below,  washes  the  base  of  the  hill  on  two  sides,  north  and  east. 

To  the  north,  to  secure  a  constant  supply  of  water  to  the  fort,  a 
stupendous  dam  of  masonry  has  been  thrown  across  the  river  upwards 
of  seventy  feet  high,  and  of  proportional  thickness,  by  which  the 
Avater  is  held  up  in  the  valley,  so  as  to  form  a  pretty  lake  of  the  same 
depth  at  the  dam,  which  extends  above  the  town.  On  the  other  side 
of  this  dam  is  another  fort  on  a  smaller  knoll,  which  serves  as  a  teie- 
dn-poni  to  the  dam,  and  completes  the  fortification. 

To  the  old  Khan  the  place  was  familiar.  He  had  often  taken 
turns  of  duty  there  to  watch  the  fi'ontier,  but  to  Fazil  and  his  friend 
it  was  new ;  and  when  ceremonies  of  reception  and  the  introduction 
of  Kowas  Khan  to  the  officers  of  his  father’s  levies,  now  his  own,  Avero 
finished,  the  friends  accepted  the  offer  of  the  Killadar  to  examine  the 
mai'vels  of  the  place. 

The  AA'onderful  dam,  through  the  upper  sluices  of  Avhich  the  stream 
AA'as  precipitated  into  a  deep  pool  at  its  foot,  in  tAvo  pretty  cataracts ; 
the  suite  of  apartments  in  the  body  of  the  dam  itself,  over  Avhich  the 
liver  rolled  in  flood,  and  fell  in  a  sheet  before  its  Avindows ;  and  the 
noble  Cavalier  at  the  east  end,  from  the  top  of  aa  hich  c.vL^jibivc  vicAvs 
of  the  country  on  all  sides  Avere  obtained,  Averc  duly  admired.  It 
AA-as  evening  Avhen  the  friends  reached  the  summit  of  the  CaA'alier, 
and  they  sate  there  Avatching  the  glorious  sunset,  over  toAvn  and  fort 
and  lake,  in  Avhich  the  piles  of  gold  and  crimson  clouds  broken  Avith 
dark  purple,  Avith  the  sombre  masses  of  fort  Avails  and  bastions,  and 
precipices  on  Avhieh  they  stood,  Averc  reflected  in  its  deep  Avaters. 

It  Avas  not  so  easy  to  prepare  the  troojis  required  there  as  at  the 
capital ;  but  the  Khan  Avas  anxious  that  nothing  should  be  Avanling 
in  their  equipment,  and  a  fcAv  days  aaus  required  to  complete  pre¬ 
parations  for  the  field.  This  delay  enabled  the  chief  officers  of  the 
country  to  arrive  and  pay  their  respects,  and,  among  others,  Pahar 
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Singh,  no  longer  disgnised,  but  in  his  proper  character  us  one  of  the 
wardens  of  the  frontier  marches,  attended  and  did  service  with  a 
body  of  picked  men,  both  horse  and  foot,  which  rivalled,  if  they  did 
not  surpass,  the  royal  troops  in  completeness  and  splendour  of  ap¬ 
pearance. 

Very  different  were  the  chief  and  his  nephew  now,  in  comparison 
with  the  time  when  we  last  saw  them;  and  in  the  noble  figure, 
dressed  in  light  chain  armour  and  cloth-of-gold,  riding  a  superb  jp'cy 
horse,  aud  giving  commands  to  his  men,  no  one  could  have  recognized 
the  old  ragged  Fakeer  and  his  cry  of  “  Ulla  dilaya  to  leonga,”  which 
still  often  rang  in  the  ears  of  those  who  had  heard  it. 

The  building,  which  went  by  the  name  of  the  King’s  Palace,  and 
which  Avas  kei)t  for  the  use  of  royal  officers  of  rank,  or  even  for 
royalty  itself,  should  the  King  have  occasion  to  visit  the  foii,  had 
been  assigned  to  Afzool  Khan  and  his  retinue  ;  and,  after  the  trans¬ 
action  of  daily  business  in  one  of  the  public  halls  of  the  fort,  he 
retired,  after  evening  prayer,  to  his  apartments,  finding  relaxation  in 
a  game  of  chess  with  the  priest,  who  Avas  a  stout  opponent,  or  hear¬ 
ing  or  dictating  his  public  correspondence. 

It  Avas  the  fom'th  evening  after  his  arrival,  after  an  unusually  busy 
day ;  the  priest  was  occupied  with  a  sermon  in  the  mosque,  and  the 
Khan  had  retired  into  one  of  the  rooms  of  the  house,  which,  being 
built  into  part  of  the  fort  wall,  possessed  a  projecting  oriel  v/indow, 
commanding  a  view  of  the  Avhole  of  the  east  side  of  the  fort,  with  its 
Avails  and  rugged  cliffs.  By  day  these  precipices  did  not  appear 
extraordinarily  remarkable ;  but  when  shrouded  in  the  gloom  of 
evening  and  night,  with  the  river  brawling  beneath  them  in  its  rocky 
bed,  their  height  and  effect  Avero  indefinitely  increased,  aud  the 
murmur  of  the  river  below  became  delightfully  soothing 

One  corner  of  this  oriel,  furnished  with  cushions,  had  become  the 
favourite  resoi-t  of  the  Khan.  Here  he  had  been  sitting  alone  and 
undisturbed,  and  occupied  with  despatches  and  other  papers  the  Avhole 
of  the  evening;  and  he  was  about  to  retire  to  rest  when  an  attendant 
cnterc"'^  nliniptly. 

‘*1  said  I  AA^as  not  to  be  disturbed,  Allec,”  he  cried;  “what  dost 
thou  AA'ant  ?  ” 

“]\Iy  lord,  there  is  a  man  Avithout,  who  says  ho  has  urgent  basio.c.ss, 
:  jid  ho  must  have  speech  of  you  alone.  I  said  it  was  impossible : 
but  he  declared  you  Avould  be  angry  with  me  if  you  knew  he  Avere 
denied,  and  that  1  Avas  to  say  to  you,  ‘Ulla  dilaya  tolconga,’  and  you 
AA'Ould  understand.” 

“Admit  him,  instantly,”  said  the  Khan,  to  his  servant’s  astonisli- 
meut.  “  Ha,  Pahar  Singh  again !  what  new  work  has  ho  noAV  got 
here  for  us  ?  ” 


Mufllcd  closely  in  a  sheet,  Avith  his  sword  under  his  arm,  the  clurr 
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approached  the  Khau,  and  bent  lowly  before  him.  “  Send  that  man 
away,  and  hear  what  I  have  to  say.”  he  said  ;  “  it  is  important,” 

Alice  looked  at  the  chief  suspiciously,  as  though  ho  were  tru.sting 
his  master  to  a  dangerous  character;  but,  at  a  I’eitex’ation  of  the 
ordci’,  he  returned  to  depart. 

“Take  this  weapon  with  you,  friend,”  said  the  ehief,  laughing, 
“  thou  art  afraid  of  it,  perhaps  ;  not  so  thy  lord, — nor  of  me.  Keep 
it  for  mo,  hov.^ever,  till  1  come  out.” 

Alice  took  the  sword.  “  I  did  not  like  the  look  of  him,”  he  said 
to  another  without,  who  belonged  to  the  fort.  “  Who  i.s  he  ?  ” 

“  Dost  thou  not  know  Pahar  Singh  ?  ”  returned  the  man  ;  “that 
is  his  famous  sword  Devi,  which  has  drank  many  a  man’s  blood; 
come,  let  us  look  at  it.  There  will  be  something  to  do,  surely,  as  ho 
is  Avith  the  Khan.” 

“I  have  but  a  few  words  to  say,  Afzool  Khaii,”  said  Pahar  Singh, 
as  the  servant  retmed;  “and  I  can  do  a  good  service,  if  it  please  you, 
my  lord,  to  join  in  it  or  aid  it.” 

“If  it  be  a  service  to  the  King’^cause,  why  not?  ”  .said  the  Khan; 
“  but  none  of  thy  blood  feuds,  Pahar  Singh  ;  thou  canst  not  use  the 
royal  troops  for  thine  ov.m  piirpose.s.” 

“  Xor  do  I  need  them,  my  lord,”  I'cturncd  the  chief,  somewhat 
stiffly.  “I  have  enough  men  of  my  own  to  answer  for  those  matters: 
nay,  indeed,  for  this  also,  if  I  have  yoiir  permission;  and  only  that 
my  rascals  arc  somewhat  too  free  of  hand  to  be  trusted  in  a  town  at 
niohl,  1  had  done  it  mvsclf  ere  this.” 

“  Thanks,  friend,  for  thy  caution,”  said  the  Khan,  smiling;  “  wo 
shall  know  each  other  better  by-and-lij.  But  what  is  this  scheme?” 

“When  I  left  you,  Khan  Sahib,  the  night  of  Jehandar  Beg’s 
(•xccutioii,”  replied  the  chief,  “  I  had  knowledge  tliat  Tannajcc  Ma- 
leo-sray  'vas  in  the  city,  and  I  k'lcw  where  he  Avas.  *.Iy  people  Avatched 


every  bazar  and  street  during  the  day,  and  avc  h.ad  a  strong  party  near 
tt.c  Gornk  Imlcc  trees,  thinking  lie  might  like  to  come  and  sec  an  old 
friend  for  the  last  time ;  but  ho  kept  close,  like  a  bear  in  Lis  den,  till 
night,  and  then  stole  away.  IMy  boy  and  some  of  rny  people  Avanted 
to  catcli  him  in  his  den ;  hut  1  kncAV  Tauiriiec  could  not  bo  taken 
ali\'o  bymortpd,  and  I  Avauted  to  sec  bim  .sit  like  dchandar  Beg  under 
the  trce.s,  and  die  like  a  man ;  .so  T  toolc  a  body  of  my  hor.so  and  rod<- 
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iiig  liiiji,  as  1)0  bad  iAventy-tive  co.ss  .str.rt  of  ns.  But  1  was  a  fool, 
my  lor J  ;  and  for  once  Tannajcc  outwitted  me.  Ho  Avent  on  ne.vi 
day  to  Tooljapoor ;  how,  J.  know  not.  lie  was  seen  tlicrc  iu  the  teinpit, 
and  I'C  b  it  again  that  night,  no  one  knows  whilher.” 

.  .  •  •  m  ^  l»  •l.l  ■»»!  I* 
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“  Ah,  my  lord,  your  high-fed  beasts  would  not,  but  ours  can ;  and 
Tannajee  and  his  friend  Netta  Palkur  have  the  best  mares  in  the 
Dekhan.  No  matter  ;  he  escaped  us.” 

“  He  was — he  is — the  very  bone  and  sinew  of  this  rebellion,”  said 
the  Khan. 

“  True,  as  Sivaji  Rajah  is  the  spirit;  but  he  left  some  of  the  bones 
behind  him  at  Tooljapoor,”  returned  the  chief,  with  a  grim  smile ; 
“and  I  can  pick  them  up  for  you, -my  lord,  if  you  will  either  help  me 
or  let  me  do  it  alone  as  best  I  can ;  only  remember,  if  the  town  is 
plundered,  you  know  the  cause,  and  I  am  not  responsible  for  the 
olame.” 

“That  you  had  better  avoid,  friend,”  said  the  Khan,  “you  ai’e  badly 
spoken  of  already.  But  the  bones,  good  fellow,  the  bones  !  who  or 
what  are  they  ?  ” 

“Ah!  I  had  forgotten  them,”  continued  Pahar  Singh.  “Well, 
there  is  More  Trimmul,  Maloosray’s  agent  and  shadow ;  as  wily,  and 
more  mischievous.  He  is  still  at  Tooljapoor,  pretending  to  give 
recitations, — and  they  are  very  good,  my  lord,  in  their  way,  — and  to 
serve  at  the  temple  ;  but  I  am  not  sure  that  one  of  the  Moorlees  is 
not  at  the  bottom  of  it,  and  when  a  man  gets  into  women’s  hands,  ho 
is  easily  caught.  Then  there  are  all  those  who  will  assemble  there. 
Have  you  remarked,  my  lord,  that  hardly  one  of  the  heads  of  the  old 
Mahratta  families  have  come  to  present  their  Nuzzurs  to  you  ?  ” 

“  I  have  remarked  it,”  returned  the  Khan,  “  but  supposed  they 
were  afraid  of  some  demand  for  forage,  or  horses,  or  money,  and 
therefore  kept  clear  of  me.” 

“  Not  at  all,”  returned  the  chief,  “  they  have  all  sworn  to  aid 
Sivaji,  and  Maloosray  took  an  account  of  their  quotas  of  horse  and 
foot  with  him  to  the  Rajah.” 

“  Then  they  met  Maloosray  ?  ” 

“  They  did,  my  lord,  the  night  he  came  to  the  temple,  and  here  are 
their  names.  There  are  other  people,  you  see,  who  have  ears  and 
eyes  besides  Maloosray ;  and  only  that  your  Naib  at  Tooljapoor  is  an 
owl,  he  had  seen  this  conspiracy  long  ago,  while  I  was  too  busy  to 
watch  it.  Better,  perhaps,  he  did  not ;  we  can  do  our  work  more 
securely.  And  now,.do  you  wish  to  seize  this  gang  of  rebels  or  not  ? 
I  advise  you  to  do  so,  because  they  are  strong,  and,  should  there  be 
any  difficulties  in  the  W est,  are  capable  of  making  a  serious  diversion, 
especially  if  Maloosray,  or  even  this  Brahmun, — who  is  more  of  a 
soldier  than  a  priest, — get  among  them.  These  Nimbalkurs  and 
Ghoreparays,  my  lord,  quiet  as  they  look,  are  heavily  supported  by 
the  people  ;  and  if  the  Ramoosees  rise  with  them,  the  country  will  be 
in  a  flame.  ” 

“And  how  dost  thou  know  all  this,  Pahar  Singh?”  asked  the 
Khan.  “  I  must  have  some  warranty  that  it  is  true.” 


A  MAHRATTA  TALE. 


309 


“  Some  months  ago,  my  lord,”  he  replied,  “  this  very  !Moro  Trim- 
mul  and  others  canvassed  me  as  to  joining  Sivaji’s  band,  and  offered 
me  whatever  terms  I  pleased  to  ask.  I  refused,  for  1  was  content  as 
I  was.” 

“  That  means,”  remarked  the  Khan  dryly,  “  that  thou  wouldst 
have  joined  them  if  there  had  been  anything  to  be  got  by  it.” 

“  My  lord  is  still  incredulous,”  returned  the  chief,  “  and  perhaps  I 
deserve  doubt  till  I  have  given  him  further  proof.  But  I  feel  the 
King’s  hand  on  my  head  still,  and  his  pardon  is  more  to  me  than 
promises,  of  Mahratta,  or  Moghul  either.” 

'•  Good !  ”  said  the  Khan ;  “  it  is  well  said,  and  I  believe  thee.  But 
about  these  rebels ;  are  they  still  there  ?  and  how  many  may  tliere  be 
of  them?” 

“  They  are  there,  my  lord,”  replied  the  chief.  “  1  was  in  the 
temple  last  night  disguised  as  a  Byragee,  with  my  nephew  and  four 
others :  we  heard  the  recitations  from  the  liamayun,  which,  to 
Hindus,  are  very  much  what  the  Peer  Sahib  is  saying  now  in  the 
mosque  yonder,  and  said  yesterday  at  the  Eedgah  on  the  plain,  when 
the  whole  force  shouted  ‘  Been,  deen  !  ’  and  it  sounded  like  thunder. 
Jey  Rao  Kimbalkur  was  there,  and  some  of  the  Kallays - ” 

“  IIow'  many  ?  ”  said  the  Khan,  impatiently  interrupting  him  ; 
“  what  care  I  for  their  teeth-breaking  names  ?  ” 

“Five  hundred  perhaps,  including  followers.” 

“  And  is  this  temple  a  strong  place  ?  Do  we  require  guns  ?  ” 

“  Strong  enough  to  defend  if  they  knew  you  were  coming,” 
returned  Pahar  Singh,  “  but  for  the  most  part  they  will  be  unarmed, 
and  looking  at  the  show.  We  need  only  cavalry  to  surround  the 
town,  and  no  one  can  escape  us.  No  guns,  my  lord ;  they  could  not 
be  taken  up  the  mountain  at  night,  and  ours  must  be  a  surprise,  else 
the  temple  will  be  dark  as  midnight.” 

“  Ya  Alla !  ya  Kabiz !”  (destroyer  of  enemies),  muttered  the  Khan 
to  himself,  “  a  rare  trap  for  these  Kaffirs — let  them  die  !  Good,”  he 
continued  ;  “it  shall  be  done  ;  but  when  ?  I  should  march  to-moiTow 
for  Sholapoor.” 

“  Do  so,  my  lord,  and  halt  at  Tandoolwaree ;  ’tis  half  way.  I  will 
join  you  there  with  some  of  my  people  the  day  after  to-morrow,  and 
lead  you  by  a  pass  in  the  hills  which  I  know  of  at  night,  so  that  we 
can  surround  the  place  unobserved.  Take  some  of  your  own  men 
and  Ibrahim  Khan’s  Abyssinians ;  they  know  no  fear,  and  are  more 
certain  than  the  braggart,  plundering  Dekhanies,  who  are  afraid  of 
the  Mother  who  sits  in  the  glen,  though  they  are  Mussulmans.” 

“What  Mother,  friend?” 

“  Only  she  in  the  temple  ;  we  Hindus  call  her  the  ‘  Mother  and 
she,  my  lord,  must  not  be  touched.” 

“  No,  no ;  nor  her  people,  I  will  see  to  that,”  sjtid  the  Khan. 
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“  And  the  affair  mnst  be  kept  secret,  Khan,”  lie  continued. 

“  It  is  known  to  thee  and  me,  Pahar  Singh,  and  to  no  one  else ; 
not  even  my  son  shall  know  of  it  till  we  march.” 

“  Now  let  me  depart,”  said  the  chief,  “  and  the  night  after  next  T 
will  come.” 

“  God  willing,”  replied  the  Khan,  dismissing  his  strange  visitor 
with  a  courteous  salutation. 


CHAPTER  LIII. 

On  her  I’etuvn  homo,  Tara  being  still  asleep,  Raclha  could  not  conceal 
from  Ann.nda  the  agitation  which  the  scene  with  her  brother  had 
caused  her.  As  she  reached  the  inner  apartm*cnts,  she  threw  herself 
tinou  Anunda’s  neck,  and  th'e  terror  she  felt  at  what  she  considered  a 
nan’ow  escape  from  death,  found  relief  in  a  flood  of  tears.  Tlio  par¬ 
ticulars  of  that  scene  she  dared  not  fully  relate :  but  Anunda  gathei’cd 
enough  fi'om  her  to  believe  that  Moro  Trinimul  had  threatened,  if  not 
struck  his  sister,  and  that  Tara’s  suspicions  were  but  too  deeply 
founded. 

If  Anunda  had  not  felt  assured  of  Tara’s  purity  and  devotion  to 
the  worship  of  the  goddes.s,  in  its  spiritual  sense  only,  she  would 
have  prevented,  at  all  hazards  perhaps,  her  assumption  of  service  as 
a  devotee.  It  was,  she  knew,  one  of  the  trials  to  which  the  girl 
would  be  .subject  so  long  as  her  beauty  remained,  that  her  public 
avocation  would  expose  her  to  the  gaze  of  all  classes  of  people — the 
most  persistent  and  dangerous  libertines,  perhaps,  being  priests  of  her 
own  sect.  But  the  act  of  Tara’s  profession  of  service  was  so  sudden, 
so  nnlooked  for,  and  had  been  carried  out  so  immediately,  tliat  there 
was  no  time  to  consider  the  consequences. 

Now,  too,  it  was  impossible  to  recede.  Once  she  had  vowed  hensclf 
to  the  dread  goddess  she  dared  not  retract,  nor  could  any  attempt 
be  made,  as  they  believed,  to  Avithdiaw  her  without  danger.  IVIany 
instances  of  such  partial  service  and  relinquishment  of  it,  capricious 
or  meditated,  had  come  to  her  knowledge,  which  hadbecnfollovredby 
sudden  death,  or,  what  was  worse,  loss  of  reason  and  raving  madness. 

Well,  therefoi'e,  might  the  sister-wives  tremble  at  the  consequences 
of  ti*ansgi*ession,  even  by  temporaiy  withdrawal  of  Tara’s  service. 
It  w'as  the  first  thing  that  Rad  ha  counselled ;  but,  under  the  instances 
of  punishment  w’hich  she  enumemted,  Aiiunda  declared  it  to  l:>e 
impossible.  She  could  not — dare  not — expose  Tara  to  such  risk, 
nor  herself  be  the  means  of  it;  and,  indeed,  .she  was  assured  that 
Tara  would  never  agree.  Gradually,  how’cvcr,  Anunda ’s  naturally 
cheerful  and  .sangnino  spirit  took  courage. 
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“We  cannot  prevent  men’s  eyes  wandering  to  that  sweet  face,”  she 
said  Radha,  as  she  gently  w^aved  a  fan  over  Tara,  Avho  still  slop! 
heavily,  “  no  more  than  I  can  prevent  them  looking  at  me  if  they  like, 
or  thee,  Radha ;  but  we  can  protect  her  from  insult  and  shame,  a,nd 
she  is  too  pure  to  be  approached  or  spoken  to.  No  ;  he  may  look  as 
he  pleases,  but  he  dare  not  speak  to  her  :  for  thy  sake,  for  the  sake 
of  his  own  honour  and  station  as  a  priest,  he  dare  not ;  and  his  looks 
she  shall  not  fear — I  will  prevent  them.” 

Novel theless,  replied  Radha,  “let  her  not  visit  the  temple  for 
^veral  days  to  come,  or,  if  she  goes,  we  will  both  accompany  her. 
This  will  give  her  fresh  assurance,  and  in  a  few  days  he  will  b^' 
gone.” 

Radha,  hoivever,  know  her  brother  Avell — better  than  Animda. 
She  kncAv  that,  Avith  any  scheme  against  Tara  in  vieAA'’,  no  matter 
Avhat  it  might  be,  she  was  incapable  of  AA'atching  him  so  completely 
as  to  defeat  his  intentions ;  but  she  could  at  least  be  wary,  and  o-ain 
imformation  of  them,  and  a  small  purse  o'f  money  Avith  AA’liich  Anunda 
supplied  her,  given  to  Chimna,  gained  her  constant  information 
of  her  brother’s  movements,  such  as  she  could  not  otherwise  ha^'c 
obtained. 

More  Trimmul,  however,  to  all  appearance  ceased  to  pnrsue  Tara 
h  or  several  days  she  did  not  visit  the  temple.  She  herself  feared 
collisjon  with  him,  and  kept  away.  But  gradually,  a  sense  of  neglect 
of  her  daily  duty,  the  loss  of  the  satisfaction  Avhich  had  resulted  from 
it,  and  the  dread  of  offending  the  terrible  Being  in  whose  esactino- 
service  she  believed,— wrought  on  her  mind  so  as  to  render  inaction 
intolerable. 

And  no  wonder  now.  Her  own  small  household  tasks,  Avhich  had 
previously  occupied  her  leisure  hours,  had  been  resigned  to  Radha  ; 
the  temple  service  required  her  presence  for  the  greater  part  of  the 
morning  and  afternoon;  and  her  studies,  and  some  needful  rest 
absorbed  the  remainder  of  the  day.  Now  that  she  remained  idle  nt 
home,  therefore,  the  time  hung  heavy  on  her  hands,  and  she  sighed 
for  the  occupation  and  excitement  Avhich  had  become  habitual  to  her* 
while  the  yearning  to  serve  “  the  Mother ’’—never  to  be  absent  from 
her— grew  stronger  and  stronger  day  by  day,  Avith  a  fascination  she 
could  not  resist.  Day  by  day  those  w’^eird,  gloAving,  eerie  eyes 
seemed  to  follow  her  about,  seek  her  in  her  sleep,  and  by  turns 
threaten  or  entreat  her.  ^ 

Mother,  she  said  at  last,  and  after  a  few  days  had  passed  in 
restless  idleness  at  home,  “  I  feel  that  my  life  here  is  not  what  it  was 
The  Mother’s  eyes  follow  me,  and  she  sits  at  my  heart  day  and  rught 
Why  dost  thou  not  come  to  me,  Tara  ?  she  says ;  fear  not,  but  come  • 
no  one  dare  harm  thee,  and  I  would  have  thee  near  me.  This  she 
whispers  daily  when  my  time  of  service  comes,  and  I  am  here  and 


312 


TAUA 


not  with  her.  O  mother,  1  fear  no  longer ;  she  gives  me  strength, 
and  I  will  go.  What  can  he  do  to  me  ?  The  dread  of  him  is  gone 

from  me.”  u  j 

“We  will  go  with  thee,  daughter,”  replied  Anunda,  and  remain 

with  thee  daily.  Before  us,  he  dare  neither  look  nor  speak;  and 
perhaps,  too,  thy  suspicions  were  misplaced.” 

“  Perhaps,”  she  replied ;  “  and  why  should  he  do  me  wrong  i 
should  be  sorry  if  I  had  thought  ill  of  him  without  a  cause. 

So  they  went..  The  first  day  :Moro  Trimmul  was  not  there.  On 
the  occond  they*  met  him,  and  received  his  distant  and  courteous 
salutation.  He  did  not  even  come  to  speak  to  his  sister,  and  turned 
away  directly.  Gunga  was  present  on  both  occasions ;  and  on  the 
first  day  Tara  was  surprised,  and  perhaps  somew'hat  gratified, 
manner  in  which  she  and  some  of  her  sisterhood  met  her  ;  oftered 
her  garlands  of  flowers,  even  put  them  into  her  hands,  and  tied  them 
like  bracelets  round  her  arms,  and  into  her  hair. 

“  You  have  been  ill,  sister,”  said  Gunga,  deferentially  and  respect¬ 
fully  “and  we  have  done  your  wmrk,  and  offered  flowers  for  your 
recovery  to  the  Mother.  Ah,”  she  continued,  “  because  we  are  poor, 
and  not  as  you  are,  Tara,  do  not  look  coldly  upon  us  ;  have  we  not 
one  common  Mother,  and  are  we  not  sisters  in  her  ?  So  think  of  us, 
and  we  will  be  your  slaves  and  fellow-servants ;  for  she  has  loved 
you  more  than  us,  and  sent  you  pure  among  us.  We  know,  too,  you 
arG  already  changed  to  ns,  for  we  have  received  the  daily  oneiings 
as  you  have  kindly  directed.” 

Poor  Tara,  there  was  no  guile  in  her  loving  heart  which  bred  or 
fostered  suspicion.  What  could  she  think  but  that  those  callous 
minds  had  relented  towards  her  ?  and  perhaps  the  very  offerings, 
which  she  had  thoughtlessly  made  over  to  the  attendant  priests,  had 
been  the  original  cause  of  all  their  apparent  enmity.  Day  after  day 
the  Moorlees’  respect  seemed  to  increase ;  and  while  her  work  was 
rendered  lighter,  her  repugnance  to  acknowledge  them  as  co-servitors 
seemed  to  lessen.  With  all  indeed,  except  Gunga,  the  respect  was 
sincere,  and  the  deference  unfeigned;  but  with  her,  intercourse 
seemed  only  to  fan  the  flame  of  revenge  burning  at  her  heart  :  and 
while  she  repressed  it  with  difficulty  in  public,  in  private  she  yielded 
to  it  with  all  the  unbridled  rancour  and  jealousy  of  her  nature. 

Against  Tara,  therefore,  these  evil  notions  were  now,  for  different 
reasons,  in  perpetual  and  active  combination.  It  was  no  part  of 
I^Ioro  Trimmul’s  plan  to  excite  further  suspicion.  Brooding  over 
hxncied  neglects  and  slights,  as  well  as  revenge  for  hopelessness  of 
passion,  had,  as  Gunga  rightly  guessed,  mastered  the  softer  feeling 
of  admiration  and  love  for  the  gentle  object  of  them ;  and  the  desho 
of  his  life  no^v  was,  to  crush  relentlessly  and  deface  the  purity  which 
he  could  not  appreciate.  His  sister,  he  beheved.  had  kept  his  counsel. 
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for  she  had  made  no  further  remonstrance ;  and  the  first  occasion  on 
which  Tara  came  with  her  father  only,  and  trusted  herself  to  the 
companionship  of  the  priestesses,  was  hailed  by  Gunga  and  the 
Brahmun  as  conducive  to  their  success. 

We  can  believe  that  the  worthy  Shastree  himself  was  utterly 
unconscious  of  any  element  of  disturbance  in  his  quiet  household. 
He  was  perfectly  satisfied  with  liis  new  wife,  and  was  even  growing 
to  love  her  dearly.  He  was  not  demonstrative — very  learned  and 
studious  men  rarely  are  so,  perhaps;  but  Kadha  studied  his  dis¬ 
position  and  his  wants,  and,  without  ’  interfering  with  Anunda’s 
prerogatives,  was  supplying  them  unobtrusively  and  lovingly ;  and 
he  felt  what  he  could  not  fail  to  appreciate — the  action  of  another 
tender  hand  about  his  daily  life. 

With  Moro  Trimmul  he  continued  on  the  best  of  terms — nay,  his 
love  and  admiration  of  the  man  was  much  increased.  These  recitations 
in  uhe  temple,  the  disputations  on  logic  and  law,  the  evident  know¬ 
ledge  which  Moro  possessed  of  the  more  secret  rites  and  mysteries  of 
the  Shasters  and  Tantras,  increased  the  Shastree’s  respect.  If  Moro 
Trimmul  would  not  come  to  the  house  as  often  as  he  wished,  he  was 
at  least  no  stranger  in  the  temple,  and  in  the  ceremonies  now  pro¬ 
ceeding,  he  was  of  the  greatest  possible  use.  He  now  frequently 
spoke  of  his  approaching  departure,  which  only  depended  upon  letters 
he  should  receive  from  his  Prince ;  and  it  was  an  event  which,  on 
every  account  of  private  and  public  intercourse,  Vyas  Shastree  was 
disposed  to  regret  exceedingly. 


CHAPTER  LIV. 

The  night  of  the  Amawas,  or  that  which  immediately  precedes  the 
new  moon,  is  necessarily  the  darkest  of  every  month,  and  for  several 
days  previous  to  it  the  sky  had  been  overcast,  as  it  frequently  is  at 
the  season  we  wi’ite  of,  though  without  rain.  The  ceremonies  in  the 
temple  would  be  protracted  till,  according  to  the  astronomical  cal¬ 
culations,  the  old  moon  had  passed  away  and  the  new  one  bef^un, 
which  was  some  time  after  midnight.  The  concourse  in  the  town 
was  perhaps  greater  than  usual.  Several  of  the  Mahratta  chiefs 
were  still  there,  each  with  a  complement  of  followers  ;  and  others 
who  lived  within  a  day’s  journey,  were  arriving  one  by  one,  to  attend 
the  last  series  of  recitations  which  would  be  given  until  the  next 
full  moon  It  was  understood,  also,  that  this  was  the  last  night  on 
which  Moro  Tiammul  would  officiate ;  and  his  picturesque  style  of 
declamation  was  more  attractive  than  the  measured  and  monotonous 
manner  of  the  elder  Pundits, 
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By  the  afternoon,  therefore,  the  main  bazar  of  Tooljapoor  had 
become  a  very  lively  scene.  The  number  of  people  already  in  the 
town  was  increased  hourly  by  the  arrival  of  visitors  from  the  populous 
villages  round  about,  and  even  from  Darasew,  Thair,  Baimlee,  and 
othei'S  within  a  day’s  ride ;  and  as  evening  drew  in,  the  passes  lead¬ 
ing  to  the  town  from  below,  and  the  I'oads,  too,  from  the  level  country 
above,  still  showed  parties, — some  on  horses,  some  on  ponies,  on  foot, 
or  on  oxen, — pressing  forward  to  be  in  time  for  the  opening  cere¬ 
monies,  which  would  commence  as  the  lamps  were  bghted. 

Sweetmeat-sellers — parched  rice — and  chenna  friers,  were  driving 
a  brisk  trade  in  the  bazars,  and  their  booths  were  crowded  with 
elastomers  receiving  their  several  quantities  hot  and  hot,  as  they 
could  be  prepared.  The  night  would  be  far  advanced  ere  the  whole 
of  the  ceremonies  were  concluded,  and,  once  seated,  no  one  could 
move.  Many  a  careful  dame,  therefore,  had  tied  up  a  bundle  of 
sweet  cakes  before  slie  left  home  and  carried  them  on  her  arm ; — others, 
with  less  foresight  perhaps,  were  making  provision  for  the  night  at 
the  stalls  we  have  mentioned  : — while  flower-sellers  were  threading 
garlands  of  jessamine  and  m6tea  blossoms,  and,  indeed,  of  many 
wild  flowers,  from  fields  and  hedges,  in  lack  of  other  materials. 
Sellers  of  Pan  leaves,  tobacco  and  betel-nut — incense-sticks  and 
pastiles — and  oil  for  the  lights  of  the  shrine — were  all  as  busy  as  a 
throng  of  eager  purchasers  could  make  them. 

Among  this  crowd,  the  Shastree,  with  Anunda,  Radha,  and  Tgra, 
were  making  their  way  to  the  temple  before  the  assembly  should 
render  the  courts  impassable.  With  the  Shastree,  who  was  walking 
before  the  women,  was  More  Trimmul,  who  had  dined  at  his  house, 
and  who  was  now  on  his  way  with  him  to  the  recitation.  Chimna, 
two  days  before,  had  reported  to  Radha  that  her  brother  was  about 
to  leave.  He  had,  the  man  said,  purchased  a  palankeen  and  hired 
a  set  of  bearers  for  it,  and  others  had  been  sent  on  the  road  to 
Sattara,  so  as  to  fonn  relays  for  a  night’s  journey :  and,  except  him¬ 
self,  and  one  or  two  who  were  to  be  mounted,  the  other  servants  were 
to  follow.  Indeed,  intimation  of  his  intended  departure  had  been 
made  that  day  privately  to  the  Shastree  and  to  his  sister  by  Moro 
himself. 

He  was  afraid  of  staying,  he  said.  Afzool  Khan  had  arrived  at 
Nuldroog;  the  force  there  was  about  to  march  to  Sholapoor,  and 
thence  westward.  If  he  preceded  it,  he  could  travel  unnoticed,  other¬ 
wise  it  would  be  impossible  to  move  at  all  in  its  rear,  or  to  pass  it 
without  making  a  considerable  and  inconvenient  detour.  As  danger 
threatened  the  Maharaja,  he  must  be  present  to  share  it ;  and  he  would 
return  as  soon  as  the  storm,  which  was  about  to  burst,  had  blown  over. 

It  was  no  more  than  all  had  expected  and  some  had  hoped  for. 
So  long  as  her  brother’s  presence  was  a  scarce  of  no  actoal  uneasiness 
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to  Radha,  she  was  thankful  to  seo  him,  althongh  she  feared  a  re¬ 
newal  of  his  threats  to  her  as  regarded  Tara;  but  since  her  last  inter¬ 
view  with  him,  she  had  been  possessed  with  a  dread  which  beset  her 
night  and  day,  either  that  he  would  do  something  desperate,  as 
regarded  Tara,  or  that,  in  revenge  for  her  not  having  assisted  his 
licentious  purpose,  he  would  put  his  threat,  as  regarded  herself, — 
whatever  it  might  be, — in  execution. 

His  proposed  departure  was,  therefore,  a  positive  relief,  and,  in 
making  the  communication  to  her,  iloro  Trimmnl  had  carefully 
acted  his  part.  He  deplored  the  recent  scene  and  his  own  violence. 
“  Tara’s  love,”  he  said,  “  was  hopeless  as  it  was  criminal ;  and  he 
thanked  his  si.ster  for  having  saved  his  honour  in  regard  to  that  mis¬ 
placed  affection.  Guds  who  married  could  not  alvrays  keep  their 
relatives  with  them  :  better  indeed  it  were  so,  and  in  her  case  par¬ 
ticularly  ;  for  no  doubt  he  had  enemies,  and  were  he  denounced  to 
Af/.ool  Khan,  he  should  have  some  difficulty  in  escaping,” 

Could  any  one  have  doubted  all  this,  or  suspected  that  any  sinister 
motive  lay  below  it  ?  Impossible  !  It  w'as  the  literal  truth  in  most 
respects,  and  open  to  no  breath  of  suspicion. 

To  Anunda,  and  especially  to  Tara,  the  event  was  one  of  positive 
rejoicing.  The  good  matron  had,  as  wo  have  seen,  no  objection  to 
iloro  Trimmnl  until  Tara’s  Suspicion  had  been  aroused ;  and,  secure 
in  the  effect  of  her  own  precautions,  she  had  become  latterly  in¬ 
different  whether  ho  remained  or  not.  But  with  Tara  it  was  otliei’- 
wise ;  his  presence  was  the  only  check  on  her  enjoyment  of  daily  life. 
Were  he  gone  for  good,  her  services,  her  household  love,  would  be 
freed  from  the  incubus  which  had  deadened  her  existence  wdiile  he 
remained,  and  she  would  be  saved  from  any  apprehension,  for  the 
future.  On  all  these  considerations,  therefore,  the  female  nxombci'S 
of  the  Shastree’s  family  descended  to  the  temple  that  night,  with 
joyful  and  thankful  hearts. 

We  know,  however,  partly  what  Moro  Trimmnl  had  determined 
upon,  and  how  ho  had  proposed  to  execute  it.  So  far  as  she  w'as 
concerned,  the  girl  Gunga  ha,d  never  faltered  in  her  plan.  The  only 
stipulation  she  made  with  Moro  Trimmnl  v.'as,  that  she  should 
accompany  him, — an  ai’rangement  to  which  he  was  very  unwilling  to 
consent.  On  this  point,  however,  he  found  her  utterly  unrelenting. 
When  she  saw  his  desire  to  be  rid  of  her,  she  declared  that  she  would 
not  only  retire  from  the  affair  altogether,  but  would  denounce  him  to 
the  Shastree  and  to  every  Brahmun  in  Tooljapoor.  She  defied  his 
threats ;  and  he  knew,  by  previous  experience,  that  no  words  could 
turn  her  from  any  purpose  which  she  had  in  view,  and  without  her 
co-operation  the  execution  of  the  .plan  was  quite  impossible.  What 
she  proposed  to  do  he  knew  not,  she  would  not  tell  him  j  but  he  had 
provided  a  .stout  hoi’se  for  her  which,  with  his  servants  and  the  litter, 
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were  to  wait  in  the  ravine  below  the  temple.  He  did  not  fear  pursuit. 
The  Shastree  kept  no  horse.  He  could  not  obtain  the  services  of  any 
horsemen  from  the  authorities  at  night.  Who  would  care  for  the 
ravings  of  a  Brahmun,  whose  daughter,  a  priestess  of  the  temple,  had 
eloped,  as  it  would  be  considered,  with  her  lover  ?  True,  Anunda 
might  revenge  herself  on  Radha, — but  to  that,  the  Shastree,  for  his 
own  honour,  would  hardly  consent. 

So  they  descended  the  steps  into  the  lower  court  of  the  temple 
together ;  and  while  Tara,  her  mother,  and  the  Shastree  entered  the 
vestibule  to  make  their  salutation  to  the  goddess,  Moro  Trimmul 
excused  himself  on  pretence  of  bringing  his  books,  and  went  round 
to  the  back  of  the  shrine,  where,  near  the  wishing-stone,*  he  found 
Gunga  and  several  of  the  priestesses  sitting  idly  on  the  basement, 
basking,  as  it  were,  in  the  evening  sun  then  setting.  We  have  said  it 
had  been  a  gloomy  day,  even  now  the  heavens  were  overcast :  but 
towards  the  honzon  the  clouds  were  open,  and  a  bright  gleam  of  red 
light  had  broken  through  them  and  fell  upon  the  temple  and  sides 
of  the  glen  in  striking  brilliancy  ;  while  the  I'ich  dresses  of  the  girls, 
and  their  heavy  gold  and  silver  ornaments,  glistened  and  sparkled  in 
the  glowing  colour. 

Gunga  had  apparently  been  giving  some  description  of  her  new 
gold  anklets ;  for,  as  Moro  Trimmul  turned  the  corner,  she  had  slid 
down  from  her  seat,  and  was  moving  her  feet  as  to  produce  a  faint 
clashing  sound. 

“  One  need  not  even  put  on  the  bells  with  these,”  she  cried  to  her 
friends,  “  listen  how  well  they  will  soimd  to  the  music,  and  I  shall 
dance  to-night  as  the  processions  move  round.” 

As  she  spoke,  the  girl  swayed  round  several  times,  half  circling 
one  way,  then  another,  tossing  her  arms  in  the  air  in  time  with  the 
steps  in  which  she  was  moving  her  feet.  There  was  something  in 
the  lithe  grace  of  her  figure  which  struck  ^Moro  Trimmul  as  a  new 
charm,  and  he  stopped  to  watch  it  for  a  few  moments  ere  he  was 
noticed.  Perhaps  the  thought  she  was  not  observed,  perhaps  the 
certainty  that  she  should  that  night  triumph  over  her  rival,  had  ex¬ 
cited  Gunga  more  than  usual ;  for  she  had  thrown  into  her  movements 
a  spirit  and  beauty, — a  majesty  of  motion, — as  it  might  be  called, 
which  was  inexpressibly  attractive. 

“  If  thou  dance  like  that  to-night,”  cried  one  of  the  girls,  “  thou 
wilt  win  back  that  lover  of  thine,  Gunga.  If  he  were  mine  I  should 
not  quarrel  with  him.  Ah  !  ”  she  screamed,  “  there  he  is :  what  if 
he  has  heard  me  !  ”  and,  sliding  hastily  from  their  seats,  she,  with 
the  rest  of  her  companions,  fled  round  the  corner  of  the  building. 

*  A  large  stone  placed  on  the  rear  basement  of  the  temple.  Votaries  are 
directed  to  place  a  hand  on  each  side  of  it,  and  make  a  wish.  If  it  turns  to  the 
right,  the  wish  will  be  granted ;  if  to  the  left,  othe’^wise. 
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Gunga  did  not  move,  but  covered  her  face  with  the  end  of  her 
garment. 

“  If  I  had  known - ”  she  said. 

“Thou  wouldstnot  have  danced  so  well,”  he  retunied,  interrupting 
her.  “By  Krishna!  girl,  not  even  the  Gopis  of  Muttra  danced  more 
lovingly  before  him  than  thou  didst  then  in  those  few  turns.  Dance 
like  that  to-night,  and  I  shall  not  be  able  to  resist  thee.” 

“  It  would  be  a  pity  to  turn  thee  from  Tara  now,”  she  said,  with 
scorn,  “  so  I  shall  not  dance  at  all.  Art  thou  ready  ?  ” 

“  Yes  ;  I  have  taken  leave  of  them,  and  prepared  everything,”  he 
replied.  “  Chimna  will  bring  the  horses  and  litter  into  the  ravine, 
and  wait  near  the  steps  for  us.  Thou  hast -the  key  ?  ” 

“Look,”  she  cried,  crossing  to  the  door,  which  was  only  a  few 
steps  distant,  and  partly  opening  it,  “  it  is  already  open,  and  the  key 
is  here  in  my  bodice.  We  can  lock  it  outside,  and  throw  the  key 
into  the  bushes.  When  I  beckon  to  thee,  come,  for  I  will  entice  her 
here ;  but  if  thy  heart  then  fail  thee,  Moro  Pundit,  beware - ” 

He  had  need  in  truth  to  do  so ;  but  there  was  no  occasion  for 
threats,  they  did  but  provoke  him.  “Enough,”  he  said,  “we  must 
not  be  seen  together  here.  I  will  not  fail  thee.” 


CHAPTER  LV. 

Just  then,  a  company  of  well-equipped  horsemen,  in  numlDer  about 
two  hundred,  rode  into  Afzool  Khan’s  camp  at  Tandoolwaree ;  and 
the  same  gleam  of  sun,  which  had  broken  through  the  clouds  and 
shone  on  the  temple  at  Tooljapoor,  and  upon  Gunga  as  she  danced, 
caught  the  tips  of  their  long  spears, — and  sparkled  upon  matchlock 
barrels,  the  bright  bosses  of  their  shields,  and  the  steel  morion  of  tho 
leader. 

There  was  no  regularity  of  dress  or  equipment  among  the  horse¬ 
men,  but  the  fine  condition  and  spirit  of  their  horses,  and  the  manner 
in  which  they  moved,  proved  them  to  be  accustomed  to  act  together, 
as  the  look  of  the  men  gave  assurance  of  their  being  well  fried  in 
war.  In  their  front  was  a  man  on  a  piebald  horse,  over  which  were 
slung  two  large  kettledrums,  which  were  occasionally  beaten  with  a 
sonorous  sound  by  the  person  Avho  sat  behind  them :  and  two  men, 
both  round-shouldered,  one  of  whom  carried  a  small  green  standard, 
Avith  a  white  figure  of  Hunooman,  the  monkey  god,  seAAm  upon  it, 
rode  beside  him,  one  on  each  side.  Pahar  Singh  was  true  to  his  word ; 
and,  entering  the  camp  at  a  time  when  his  arrival  would  create  no 
particular  observation,  proceeded  to  some  vacant  CTOund  in  a  field  on 
the  west  side  of  it,  where,  drawing  up  his  men,  he  bid  them  dismount. 
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and,^  without  unsaddling  their  horses,  tether  them  and  await  his 
coining. 

“  WJiat  is  the  uncle  about  to-night  ?  ”  said  our  old  friend.  Luk.sh- 
niun,  to  the  kcttle-drumnier,  as  the  halt  was  made,  “  and  why  do  wc 
stop  here  ?  He  told  us  we  were  to  go  on  to  Sholapoor,  to  prepare 
forage  for  the  Khan’s  army.” 

The  man  laughed.  “Ah,  brother!  ”  he  said,  “dost  thou  not  yet 
undex’stand  tlia  uncle’s  ways  ?  Now,  to  my  perception,  as  he  has  come 
to  the  west  of  the  camp,  we  shall  have  to  go  east.  Home,  perhaps, 
who  kuov/s  ? — the  devil, — if  this  be  one  of  his  errands, — as  it  most 
likely  is.  Certain  we  have  something  to  do  out  of  the  common  way, 
else  ho  would  not  have  stayed  apart  all  day  nor  picked  the  men  and 
the  marcs;  nor  woiud  he  have  brouglit  you  and  Rama  and  the  young 
master.  Well,  Ave  shall  soon  see,  for  he  has  gone  off  to  the  Khan’s 
tents,  where  a  Durbar  appears  to  be  going  on.” 

“Yes,  he  nuiy  be  waiting  for  ordci’S,”  returned  the  hunchback. 

“  iray  the  i\rothor  give  him  luck  of  them ; — bettor  luck  than  we  had 
in  tha-t  wild  ricic  after  ]\Ialoosray,  Avhen  neither  mud,  nor  stones,  nor 
rivers,  stopped  us ;  and  when  we  drew  breath  at  the  Hortee  pass, 
yon  could  have  heard  the  mai’os  breathing'  and  snoHing  a  coss  off ! 
That  Avas  not  the  Avay  to  catch  idaloosray !  Yes,  he  had  done  too 
much  that  day  ;  and  the  blood  had  got  up'^into  his  eyes  and  head,” 
hc'continued,  after  a  pause,  and  Avaggiug  his  head  Avisely,  “but  he  is 
cool  now  ;  Avhat  aauII  he  do  ?” 

“  Something,”  said  his  companion  ;  “  Avliat  do  avc  care  ?  Now. 
help  me  to  get  iliese  kctllcs  off  the  mare’s  back,  Lukshmun,  else  1 
shall  bo  Avhipned  if  he  comes  and  finds  them  on.  Ho,  Rama,  come 
and  help,  brother.  AVhab  ails  thee  ?  art  drunk  ?  ” 

“  iday  thy  tongue  ret,”  replied  that  ymrthy,  dismounting  from  hi.s 
mare  ;  “  A'»’ho  told  thee  I  Avas  drunk  ?  ” 

“'Well,  then,  art  thou  sober?  if  that  please  thco  better,”  returned 
I'lc  man,  laughing.  “  Lnt  Avhat  ails  thee  ?  thou  hast  not  spoken  a 
word  since  avo  .set  out.” 

“No  matter,  my  eyes  arc  blinded  A\'ith  blood,”  returned  Ranr 
sulkily;  “  \rhr.t  avo  are  to  do  to-night  Avill  be  CA  il.  I  saAv  an  omen 
1  d'd  not  like  before  avc  sot  out,  Jiiid  rhrcc  hares  liaA'o  crossed  us  since. 
Is  that  good.''  1  toil  t ;ico  I  cannot  .see  iii  that  direction,”  and  h. 
pointed  to  the  Avest,  “lor the  blood  that  is  in  ray  oyo.s.” 

riic  sun  is  hrigiit  enough,  Rama,”  said  Lukshmun,  laughina'. 

’•  and  the  lir.uor  was  sir-mg,  brother.  Tliou  wilt  see  better  bv-and-  ’ 
by,  Avhen  tlio  ui'  iil  falls.” 

Cciice,  i!!-bowi,  cried  Rama,  aiuiiiig  a  blovA'  at  him  Avi*]i  his  spciO  - 
shaft :  “only  thou  aid  my  biothcr  1  had  put  it  into  thee.” 

“  ill  or  Avell  burn,  wo  eaiuo  of  the  Sitine  luuilier,”  returted  Lulmh- 
miiii ;  as  for  uit.  A\'ith  tins  liunch  oa  my  be.  .k,  b  e  the  gods,  thuii 
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sayest  true.  But  go  to  sleep,  my  friend,  and  get  the  blood  out  of 
thine  eyes  ;  I  like  it  not.  He  is  generally  right  when  he  says  this,” 
continued  Lukshmun  to  the  kettle-drummer.  “Yes,  we  shall  have 
work  to  do,  and  some  of  us  may  have  to  sup  with  the  gods  to-night. 
I  pray  it  may  iiot  be  Rama,  for  his  wife  is  a  devil ;  and  as  for  his 
children — cubs  of  a  wolf  are  easier  to  manage.” 

Leaving  these^  worthies  to  discuss  the  probabilities  of  the  night, 
which  was  also  the  theme  of  conversation  among  the  men,  we  may 
follow  Pahar  Singh  and  his  nephew  to  the  Durbar  tent ;  where, 
seated  at  its  entrance,  were  Afzool  Khan,  his  son,  the  Peer,  and 
other  officers  of  the  force,  enjoying,  as  it  were,  the  cool  breeze  of 
evening ;  while  reports  were  heard  and  read,  papers  signed,  and 
orders  given.  Carpets  had  been  spread  for  some  :  others  sat  on  tho 
bare  ground,  or  on  their  saddle-cloths,  removed  for  the  purpose.  All 
seemed  meny,  and  the  Khan’s  face  was  beaming  with  pleasure.  He 
was,  in  truth,  enjoying  his  old  life,  and  his  spirits  had  I’isen  with  it, 
with  the  hope,  not  only  that  Pahar  Singh  would  not  fail  him,  but  in 
the  capture  of  the  chief  malcontents  of  those  provinces,  that  he 
should  strike  a  deep  blow  at  the  root  of  the  Avidespread  Mahratta 
confederacy. 

Pahar  Singh 'and  his  nephew  dismounted,  and,  advancing,  offered 
the  hilts  of  their  swords  to  the  Khan  and  those  near  him  in  succes¬ 
sion,  and  while  receiving  and  replying  to  their  welcome,  took  their 
seats  among  the  rest.  “  Our  time  will  come,  Gopal,”  said  the  chief  ; 
“wait  patiently,  they  will  send  for  us  after  the  evening  prayer.” 

He  was  right.  As  the  sun  set,  the  assembly  broke  up.  Perform¬ 
ing  their  ablutions,  as  a  priest  sang  the  Azan,  or  invitation  to  prayer, 
they  again  collected,  marshalled  by  the  Peer,  who  took  his  seat  in 
front,  looking  towards  Mecca.  All  present,  joined  by  hundreds  of 
others  from  the  camp,  knelt  on  the  ground  in  ranks,  and  obeying  his 
movements,  rose — bowed  themselves — or  kneeled,  in  unison — as  the 
various  changes  of  the  Moslem  liturgy  required.  When  tho  service 
was  over,  all,  Avishing  each  other  peace,  Avith  the  blessing  of  God  and 
the  Prophet,  separated  for  the  niglit. 

“Come  into  my  tent,”  said  the. Khan  to  Pahar  Singh,  “  thou  art 
Avclcome.  What  of  the  Avork  ?  ” 

“I  am  ready,”  he  said  ;  “I  haA'e  tw'o  hundred  of  my  best  people 
AA'ith  mo.” 

“And  I  am  not  behind  thee;  my  people  are  ready  also,  and  wait 
thy  pleasure,”  replied  the  Khan. 

“  Who  is  this,  father  ?  ”  cried  Fazil,  Avho  now  entered,  having 
remained  to  speak  Avith  some  friends.  Fazil  had  not  recognized  the 
Fakeer  of  the  King’s  Durbar,  nor  the  Jogi  of  the  temple  ;  but  there 
was  a  vague  impression  on  hia  mind  that  ho  had  seen  the  faco  under 
other  circumstances 
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“  Paliar  Singli,  son  ;  dost  thou  not  know  him  ?  ”  he  replied. 

“  A  brave  youth,  the  worthy  son  of  a  brave  sire,  may  not  object  to 
receive  the  offering  of  an  old  soldier,”  said  the  chief,  putting  out  his 
sword-hilt  to  Fazil,  who  touched  it  courteously  ;  “and  he  shall  have 
his  share  of  the  work  if  he  may,  Khan  Sahib.” 

“  What  wox’k  ?  what  is  this  ?  ”  -whispered  Fazil  to  his  father,  and 
taking  him  a  step  aside.  “  Do  not  trust  him — he  is  one  of  them — 
all  men  say  so.  He  is  not  true.” 

“  He  is  as  true  as  I  am,”  replied  the  Khan.  “  I  have  already 
proved  him,  and  thou  wilt  know  all  by-and-by.  Ho  has  received  the 
King’s  pardon,  and  confirmation  of  all  his  possessions.  Do  not 
doubt  him,  for  he  can  render  important  ser-vice.” 

“  Enough,  father,”  said  Fazil  aloud  ;  and,  turning  to  Pahar  Singh, 
“  Where  you  go  I  v/ill  follow ;  but  who  will  lead  us  ?  ” 

“  I  will  lead  one  party,  and  my  son  here  another.  Come  thou  with 
me,  Khan,  and  send  thy  son  with  mine,”  replied  the  chief  promptly. 

“  Where  are  we  to  go  ?  ”  asked  Fazil. 

“  We  cannot  say  till  we  are  on  the  road,”  said  the  chief,  smiling. 
“  ‘  Thieves,’  they  say,  ‘  have  longer  ears  than  asses.’  I  have  one  of 
my  trumpeters  here ;  and  when  it  is  time  to  move,  a  shrill  blast  will 
be  blown  :  till  then,  eat  and  make  your  preparations,  as  I  will  mine 
and  saluting  them,  Pahar  Singh  and  his  son  walked  to  their  horses, 
and,  mounting  them,  rode  away. 

“And  do  we  go  with  them  alone,  father  ?  ”  asked  Fazil,  following 
the  chief  -with  his  eyes,  and  in  a  tone  of  apprehension. 

“No,”  said  the  Khan,  “the  order  I  gave  for  the  Paigah  and  the 
Abyssinian  horse  to  march  to-night  to  Sholapoor  is  for  this  ser-vice, 
and  we  shall  lead  them.” 

“  Excellent,”  cried  Fazil  joyfully;  “then  I  fear  nothing  ;  but  who 
is  this  Pahar  Singh  ?  Surely  I  have  seen  him  before.” 

“  Certainly,  in  the  Durbar  at  Nuldroog,  when  the  deed  of  confir¬ 
mation  was  given  to  him.” 

“  I  was  not  there,  father :  I  heard  of  it.” 

.  “Ah,  true!  Well,  then,  dost  thou  remember  the  Kullunder 
Fakeer  of  the  King’s  Durbar  ?  ” 

“  Protection  of  God  I  ”  cried  Fazil ;  “ay,  and  the  Jogi  of  the  temple. 
Strange,  I  thought  I  had  seen  those  eagle  eyes  somewhere.  I  had 
not  forgotten  them.  Now,  father,  I  will  go  with  him ;  but  tell  him  not 
that  I  was  at  the  temple.  He  might  resent  the  death  of  his  follower, 
and  recede  from  us.” 

“An  excellent  caution,  son;  no,  he  shall  never  know  it.” 

“  What  are  the  Abyssinians  getting  ready  for  ?  ”  asked  the  Peer, 
who  came  up  at  that  moment.  “  Some  secret  service  at  Slxolajxoor,  as 
Ibrahim  Khan  tells  me  ?  There  is  no  mutiny,  no  disaffection,  Khan  ?” 

“  It  is  a  secret  service,  my  friend,”  replied  Afzool  Khan,  smiling. 
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“  and  Fazil  and  I  are  going  with  them ;  but  there  is  no  mutiny,  or 
cause  for  any,  and  we  do  not  go  to  Sholapoor.” 

“  Where,  then  ?  ”  cried  the  Peer.  “  Let  me  come ;  nay,  I  will  take 
no  denial :  whither  thou  goest  I  will  follow.” 

“It  were -better  not,  Huzrut,”  replied  the  Khan;  “it  will  be  a 
rough  ride,  and  perhaps  some  rough  work  at  the  end  of  it ;  rieverthe- 
le.ss,  as  thou  wilt.  Come,  sirs,  we  had  need  to  eat  first.  Come,  Bis- 
mlUal” 


CHAPTER  LVI. 

“  A  DARK  night,  my  lord,”  cried  Pahar  Singh,  as  the  Khan  and  his 
son,  accompanied  by  the  Peer,  rode  up  to  a  large  fire  which,  kindled 
by  dry  thorns  from  the  hedges,  sent  up  a  ruddy  blaze  high  in  the  air 
as  some  loose  fodder  was  thi’own  on  it,  displaying  the  tall  form  of  the 
chief,  as  he  stood  there  with  his  nephew  and  seyeral  others,  “  and  ye 
are  welcome  ;  and  here  are  the  rest,  too,”  he  continued,  as  the  fore¬ 
most  men  of  the  body  of  cavalry  crowded  up,  the  strong  light 
revealing  the  dark  faces  of  the  Abyssinians  and  the  noble  horses  on 
which  they  were  mounted.  “  Bismilla  !  as  ye  say,  let  us  mount  and 
depart.” 

“  I  have  not  kept  you  longer  than  I  could  help,”  said  the  Khan, 
“and  the  men  are  divided  into  bodies,  as  you  directed,  under  their 
own  leaders.  With  me  are  some  of  my  people,  and  the  noble  Ibra¬ 
him  Khan  himself  with  his ;  and  I  will  remain  with  you  as  you  pi'o- 
posed.  The  rest  of  my  men  go  with  my  son.” 

“  When  we  get  near  the  place,  Khan,”  said  Pahar  Singh,  “  I  will 
give  directions.  And  now,  beat  the  drum,  Lukshmun,  and  do  yon 
and  Rama  look  after  the  guides — you  know  the  road ;  go  on,  and 
beat  the  di'um  occasionally  to  let  us  know  where  you  are.” 

“  I  would  it  were  daylight,  father,”  said  Fazil ;  “it  will  be  no  easy 
matter  guiding  all  thaee  men  in  the  dark.” 

“  Fear  not,  my  lord,”  cried  Pahar  Singh,  “  we  shall  see  better 
when  we  are  away  from  those  fires,  which  only  blind  us.  The  roads 
are  dry,  and  your  Beejapoor  hoi'ses  don’t  fear  stones.  In  three 
hours  or  more  we  shall  be  near  the  place,  then  a  rest,  and  some 
an-angements  ;  and  after  that  you  can  give  your  own  orders,  and  we, 
your  servants,  can  execute  them.  Come,  sirs,  we  can  strike  into  the 
load  at  the  end  of  the  field  by  the  trees.” 

“  Shall  we  have  no  torch  on  this  unsainted  errand  ?  ”  said  the  Peer, 
rather  peevishly. 

“Huzrut,”  said  Pahar  Singh,  “this  is  hardly* work  for  a  man  ol 
God,  and  the  roads  are  rough.  No ;  Ave  must  manage  with  what 
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light  the  sky  gives  tis,  for  we  have  to  deal  with  wary  people,  and 
’twere  a  pity  to  take  the  Khan  so  long  a  night  ride  and  show  him.  no 
sporti  If  you  are  afraid  the  road  will  be  too  rough,  do  not  come : 
but  ride  with  the  force  to-morrow.” 

Afraid  !  cried  the  Peer  contemptuously.  “  I,  a  servant  of  God, 
afraid !  Astagh-fur-oolla !  If  there  is  any  work  to  do,  thou  shalt 
see  Avhether  a  priest  cannot  strike  as  hard  a  blow  as  a  layman.  The 
Khan  can  bear  me  witness  that  wherever  he  goes  I  am  ever  beside 
him.” 

Pardon  me,”  cried  the  chief,  laughing,  “I  will  doubt  no  longer. 
I  only  fear  that,  in  catching  thieves,  there  may  be  less  need  for  our 
swords  than  for  contrivance  to  outwit  them.” 

And  may  not  we  know  how,  father,”  cried  Fazil,  riding  to  his 
father’s  side,  as  they  reached  the  end  of  the  field,  “what  this  con¬ 
trivance  is,  and  where  we  go  ?  ” 

“  To  Tooljapoor,  my  lord,”  replied  Pahar  Singh  in  a  low  voice,  not 
so  as  to  be  heard  by  the  Peer :  “a  nest  of  traitors  is  assembled  there, 
and  we  need  to  take  them  out  of  it.  Keep  together,  now,  I  pray  ye, 
gentlemen :  I  must  ride  before  all  for  a  short  distance,  and  will  reioin 
ye  by-and-by.” 

Tooljapoor!  exclaimed  the  Peer,  when  Pahar  Singh  had  disap¬ 
peared,  a  nest  of  idols  and  thieves,  indeed.  The  haunt  of  a  devil 
in  the  shape  of  an  old  woman,  whom  they  all  worship.  I  know  her, 
with  her  red  eyes ;  and  when  I  have  seen  the  idolatrous  Kaffirs  bow 
down  before  her  by  thousands,  I  have  longed  for  the  sword  of  our 
lord  the  Prophet  to  be  among  them.  ‘  Inshalla  I  ’  when - ” 

Peace,  Huzrut,”  said  the  Khan,  in  a  soothing  tone,  interrupting 
nim.  I  hav6  promised  that  tho  temple  and  the  idol  come  to  no 

harm,  on  condition  of  taking  none  who  are  there,  and - ” 

“  Well,  well,  Khan,”  returned  the  Peer  impatiently.  “  I  am  not  a 
Roostum,  to  slay  all  the  unbelievers  myself,  or  to  overturn  that  abode 
of  devils !  Do  as  thou  wilt,  friend ;  do  as  thou  wilt.  I  will  not 
strike  till  thou  dost — till  I  hear  thy  war-cry ;  after  that — ‘  Futteh-i- 
Nubbee  ’  (Victory  to  the  Prophet)  say  I !  ”  * 

Ameen  I  said  the  Khan  dryly,  “  but  I  trust  there  will  be  no 
need  of  it.  Come,  Fazil,  let  us  turn  into  the  road  and  keep  it,  before 
the  mam  body  comes  up.  Listen,”  continued  the  Khan,  as  they  rode 
on  by  an  open  pathway  among  the  fields  of  tall  corn.  “  His  plan  is 
for  the  town  to  be  surrounded  above,  and  a  ravine  below  to  be 
blocked  up.  He  would  give  thee  the  latter  work,  son,  as  the  people 
will  try  to  escape  thence.” 

Prophet,  an  excellent  plan,”  said  the  priest,— “no  better 
co^d  be  devised.  A  few  horsemen  across  the  mouth  of  the  glen 
will  catch  all  that  come  out  of  the  temple  like  fish  in  a  net.  I  kno  vv 

tho  place  well.  Ko  one  could  get  up  the  sides  of  that  glen  at  night, 
^no,  not  one.”  o  e  i 
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I  would  rather  go  with  thee,  father,”  said  the  youug  man ;  “  my 
place  IS  with  thee ;  surely  any  one  could  manage  below,  and  if  there 
be  danger - ” 

“  There  be  no  danger,  son,”  he  returned  :  “these  people  will 
be  caught  m  their  own  trap,  worshipping  their  horrible  idol,  and 
will  be  unarmed.  I  shall  keep  outside  the  gates,  and  watch  for  the 
fugitives.  Pahar  Singh  knows  the  men  he  wants,  and  will  take  his 
own  people  and  some  of  the  Abyssinians  inside.  If  needs  be  we 
can  meet  m  the  temple,  but  there  must  be  no  question  in  regard  to 
this  arrangement,  which  even  the  Peer  ratifies.” 

“Surely,  my  lord,”  said  the  priest,  “it  is  the  fittest  in  all  respects; 
and  Pahar  Smgh,  considering  that  he  is  an  infidel  and  robber,  seems 
a  man  of  some  propriety  of  manner,  and  is  doing  our  lord  the  Kino- 
good  seiwice.”  ° 


“Dost  thou  remember  the  cry,  ‘Ulla  diUya  to  l^oncra!’  and  the 
tall  Kullunder  who  brought  the  Wuzeer’s  papers  to  the  Durbar  ?  ” 
asked  the  Khan  ;  “that  was  Pahar  Singh.” 

,  ‘‘  !  ”  exclaimed  the  priest.  “  Yes,  I  remember. 

Puna-i-Khoda !  (protection  of  God)  was  that  he  ?  Then  the  night 
before  there  was  the  same  cry  in  the  fort  as  I  left  the  King ;  could 
^at  have  been  he  also  ?  I  thought  it  might  have  been  some  drunken 
Knllunder,  as  they  said  it  was.” 

“  The  night  before  Khan  Mahomed  was  killed  ?  ”  cried  the  Khan 
and  Fazil  in  a  breath. 

“  Yes ;  why  do  you  ask  ?  ”  returned  the  priest ;  “  it  was  near 
morning. 


It  was  curious  enough,”  said  the  Khan  carelessly,  “  but  those 
Kullunders  are  very  early ;  they  like  to  be  on  foot  when  the  women 
arc  gnnding  at  their  mills,  to  get  a  handful  of  flour.” 

Yes,  it  was  about  that  time,”  said  the  priest  unsuspiciously,  and 
the  conversation  dropped. 

It  was  almost  impossible  to  reunite  again ;  for  the  road  which 
was  pretty  broad  and  free  from  stones  at  first,  shrank  to  a  narrow 
path,  through  cornfields  on  each  hand,  and  it  was  difficult  for  more 
than  two  to  ride  abreast  with  comfort ;  and  sometimes,  indeed,  that 
even  could  not  bo  managed.  They  passed  several  villages  at  iiTc^ralar 
intervals,  and  proceeded  without  check  or  halt.  Pahar  Sino-h,  for  the 
most  part,  rode  in  front  of  his  own  troop ;  but  returned  occasionally 
to  the  Khan  and  his  sou,  who,  being  between  the  advanced  guard 
and  the  main  body,  ivere  unimpeded  by  the  crowding  which  else¬ 
where  unavoidably  existed. 

Whether  it  was  that  their  eyes  had  become  more  accustomed  to 
the  darkness,  or  that  the  gloom  of  the  first  part  of  the  ni<rht  had 
relaxed  in  some  respect,  it  hardly  signified  ;  for,  without  bSrayino- 
tner  presence  at  any  distance,  there  was  light  enough  to  distinguish 
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the  path ;  and  to  follow,  without  much  inconvenience,  the  men  who 
preceded  them.  These  were,  as  we  know,  ignorant  of  their  destina¬ 
tion  :  and  most  believed  it  might  be  Puraindah,  or  somewhere  on  the 
western  frontier,  where  disturbance  had  occurred. 

Those  in  advance,  however,  halted  at  length ;  and  the  rushing 
sound  of  the  trampling  of  the  heavy  body  of  horse,  which  had  con¬ 
tinued  through  the  night  like  a  dull  hoarse  roar  behind,  gradually 
grew  fainter  as  the  mass  of  men  collected  and  stood  still.  The  Khan 
and  his  son,  with  the  Peer,  w’ere  speculating  as  to  whether  that  was 
to  be  the  place  of  divergence,  when  Pahar  Singh  and  his  nephew 
rode  u^,  and  at  once  put  an  end  to  the  doubt. 

“We  separate  here,”  he  said;  “and  this,  Meah  Sahib,  is  my  son 
who  will  lead  you  ;  you  will  find  him  true  and  intelligent.  Do  not 
go  to  Sindphul,”  he  added  to  Gopal  Singh  ;  “  Lukshmun  knows  the 
high-road  to  Rutunjun  by  Uljapoor,  and  that  will  take  you  close 
under  the  pass  between  Sindphul  and  the  town.  Keep  in  the  hollow 
near  the  river,  and  when  you  hear  our  shouts  above,  turn  into  the 
ravine,  and  get  up  as  far  as  you  can.  We  will  give  you  time  before 
we  oui-selves  move  into  the  temple.” 

A  few  words  of  farewell,  as  father  and  son  dismounting,  embi'aced 
each  other ;  a  commending  of  each  other  to  God  and  the  Prophet'; 
and  Fazil  and  his  father  separated. 

The  ground  on  which  they  had  halted  was  level,  and  covered  with 
thick  corn-fields,  which  extended,  almost  unbroken  on  their  left  hand, 
to  the  south ;  but  on  their  right,  small  watercourses  and  ravines 
rendered  any  passage  between  the  road  westward  and  the  hills  im¬ 
possible.  Where  they  stood,  the  hills  were  low,  and  a  passage  or 
gap  in  them  to  the  right  was  pointed  out  by  Pahar  Singh  as  the 
direction  of  the  main  body  :  in  front,  they  appeared  to  grow  higher, 
and  a  bluff  termination  of  one  bay,  which  stood  out  a  dark  gloomy 
mass  against  the  sky,  was  pointed  out  by  Pahar  Singh  to  the  Khan 
as  near  the  town,  and  a  light  which  seemed  at  times  to  glow  in  the 
air  about  its  brow,  us  the  illumination  of  the  town  and  the  temple. 

Ibrahim  Khan,  and  several  other  officers  of  minor  rank,  had  now 
joined  the  group,  and  in  a  few  words  Pahar  Singh  explained  how 
they  were  to  act.  One  body  would  turn  to  the  right  close  to  the 
town,  and  giiard  the  roads  towards  Little  Tooljapoor  and  Boree ; 
another  party  would  spread  to  the  left,  on  the  plain  whieli  led  to  the 
top  of  the  pass  ;  the  third,  which  would  be  commanded  by  Pahar 
Singh  and  Ibrahim  Kban,  would  enter  the  town  and  seize  the  temple 
gate,  where  there  could  be  no  egress  for  any  one  except  through  it, 
or  the  postern  below.  Up  the  precipices  of  the  glen,  and  over  the 
high  walls  of  the  temple,  escape  was  impossible. 

“Come, sirs,”  said  Pahar  Singh,  after  a  delay  which,  to  the  Khan, 
appearod  intolerably  long ;  “  they  are  now  near  enough  :  follow  me;” 
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and,  turning  his  horse  up  the  pass,  the  men,  taking  the  direction 
from  ^hose  in  advance,  moved  after  them  as  fast  as  the  stony  nature 
of  the  ascent  would  allow. 

*••••••••  • 

It  had  been  a  rare  night  of  enjoyment  to  the  crowds  assembled  in 
the  temple,  and  attracted  by  the  unusual  amount  of  entertainment,  the 
town  itself  was  nearly  deserted  by  its  Hindu  inhabitants,  who — men, 
women,  and  children  of  all  ranks,  classes,  and  ages — had  betaken 
themselves  to  the  lower  court,  which  w'as  as  fall  as  it  could  well  be 
packed :  the  people  sitting  in  rows,  as  we  have  described  on  a 
previous  occasion,  on  the  ground,  or  perched  upon  terraces,  the 
roofs  of  houses,  and  upon  that  of  the  vestibule. 

As  the  night  wore  on,  and  the  assembly  seemed  in  no  humour  to 
separate,  Anunda,  foreseeing  the  confusion  which  would  arise  when 
the  ceremonies  should  conclude  with  the  last  procession,  had  pro¬ 
posed  to  Tara,  as  she  joined  them  for  a  Avhile  in  their  accrstomed 
seat  on  the  roof  of  the  vestibule,  to  retire  before  the  crush  began ; 
but  Tara  herself  was  in  the  highest  spirits :  she  had  no  fear  of  Moro 
Trimmul;  he  had  not  so  much  as  saluted  her  or  seemed  to  notice 
her.  Gunga  and  the  other  priestesses  had  exhibited  a  flattering 
deference,  assisted  her  to  bring  garlands,  and  danced  before  her,  as 
the  processions  passed  round  the  shrine,  singling  her  out  as  their 
object  of  respect — almost  of  adoration. 

Few  who  had  noticed  Tara  that  night — and  w'ho  did  not  ? — ever 
forgot  the  triumphant  looks  and  gestrres  of  the  seemingly  inspired 
girl  as  she  moved  lightly  and  gracefully  before  the  priests  ;  or  the 
sweet,  thrilling  voice,  which  seemed  to  rise  high  above  the  rest  in 
the  solemn  hymns  and  chants  of  the  ceremony.  She  felt  secure  in 
the  protection  of  her  father,  and  even  of  the  other  girls,  who  had 
besought  her  to  stay  till  all  was  concluded;  and  the  last  service, 
more  solemn  and  more  meiNtorious  than  the  preceding,  would  be  at 
the  sacred  hour  of  the  moon’s  chancre. 

O 

“  Do  thou  and  Radha  go,”  she  said  ;  “it  will  be  well.  I  cannot 
leave  anything  unfinished,  else  the  Mother  will  be  angry,  and  I  shall 
regret  it.  I  will  stay  near  the  shrine,  and  return  with  my  father.” 

Anunda  did  not  object,  and  she  and  Radha,  congratulating  them¬ 
selves  upon  having  left  early  enough  to  escape  inconvenience,  gained 
the  gate  of  the  temple  unobserved,  and  made  their  way  through  the 
deserted  streets  without  interruption.  There  was  no  one  in  the  house ; 
all  the  women-serv'ants  were  absent  at  the  ceremony.  The  watch¬ 
man  who  guarded  the  outer  door  of  the  house — one  of  the  here¬ 
ditary  Ramoosees  of  the  town — sat  with  two  of  his  men  in  the  porch, 
and,  when  the  women  came  in,  asked  leave  to  go  and  see  the  last 
procession,  which  was  readily  granted  ;  so  they  were  left  alone  :  but 
without  apprehension. 
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From  the  terraced  roof  they  looked  out  for  some  time,  for  the 
brilliant  illumination  lighted  up  the  temple  spires,  and  from  the  large 
oil-cressets  a  heavy  smoke  arose,  which,  floating  above  the  temple 
and  its  glen,  caught  the  glare  below,  and  ascended  high  into  the  air ; 
and  so  still  was  the  town,  that  the  measured  cadence  of  the  recitation 
could  be  heard,  though  not  the  words ;  while  occasionally  a  burst  of 
music  or  solemn  hymn  suddenly  broke  the  silence,  which  was  other¬ 
wise  oppressive, 

Radha  heard  her  brother’s  voice  when  his  turn  came,  and  listening 
to  it,  wept  silently.  When  should  she  see  him  again  ? — would  absence 
cure  the  madness  that  noAv  possessed  him  ? 

“  Weep  not,  child,”  said  Anunda,  throwing  her  arm  around  her, 
and  guessing  her  thoughts ;  “  it  is  well  he  goes.  When  he  depai*ts, 
thou  wilt  trust  us  the  more,  and  be  dearcr’unto  us.” 


CHAPTER  LVII. 

Meanwhile  the  rites  proceeded,  and  the  recitations,  IMoro  Trimniul 
was  declaiming,  with  unusually  excited  gestures  and  eloquence,  the 
impassioned  passages  which  had  been  assigned  to  him,  often  inter¬ 
rupted  by  the  cries  of  “  Jey  Kalee !  Jey  Toolja  !  ”  and  the  clapping  of 
hands  wnich  proceeded  from  the  people  whenever  a  favourite  senti¬ 
ment  or  allusion  to  the  glorious  days  of  Hindu  power  occurred  in  the 
text.  Before  concluding  his  part,  which  was  the  last  of  the  night’s 
performance,  he  had  withdrawn  to  the  back  of  the  temple,  and 
beckoned  to  Gunga,  and  a  brief  colloquy  passed  between  them. 

There  was  no  faltering  in  the  purposes  of  cither.  Gunga  had 
noticed  the  departure  of  Anunda  and  Radha  with  exultation  which 
she  could  hardly  coirceal.  She  had  gon^  to  Tara  after  she  resumed 
her  position  at  the  shrine,  touched  her  feet,  and  thanked  her  for 
remaining.  Other  priestesses,  too,  had  ^crowded  round  her,  and, 
excited  as  they  were,  all  united  in  determining  that  the  last  procession 
should  be  unusually  remarkable. 

“  See,”  said  Gunga,  as  she  came  to  him,  “all  is  ready.  There  is 
no  one  by  the  door  inside ;  but  try  it,  and  ascertain  who  are  outside. 
Be  thou  ready  only,  and  trust  to  me  for  the  rest.  Nay,  I  will  come 
with  thee — look  !  ” 

The  place  was  dark,  for  there  was  no  illumination  behind  the 
temple,  and  by  its  mass  a  broad  shadow  was  thrown  on  the  recess  in 
which  the  door  v/as  situated.  The  girl  stepped  into  it,  followed  by 
the  Brahman,  and  opened  the  door  slightly.  A  number  of  dark 
forms  were  sitting  without  on  a  small  terrace,  from  whence  descended 
a  flight  of  steps  into  the  ravine.  One  rose.  “  Wagya!  ”  she  said  in 
alow  voice. 
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“  I  am  here,  ladj,”  he  replied  ;  “  is  it  time  ?  ” 

“Not  yet.  When  the  next  procession  passes  round  the  comer 
yonder,  come  out  to  look  at  it ;  you  will  not  be  noticed.  Have  you 
the  blanket  ?  ”  * 

“It  is  here,”  he  said,  holding  one  up;  “and  they  are  all  ready 
yonder^”  and  he  pointed  to  the  trees,  where  there  was  a  dull  glow  as 
of  the  embers  of  a  small  fire — “  palankeen,  horses  and  all.” 

“  Be  careful  of  her  as  you  carry  her  out,”  she  continued.  “If  she 
is  hurt - ” 

The  man  laughed.  “There  is  no  fear,”  he  said;  “she  will  be 
caiTied  daintily  like  a  child,  and  cannot  straggle  in  this.” 

“  Good,”  she  replied;  “now  be  careful,  and  watch.” 

“j^t  thou  satisfied  ?  ”  she  continued  to  Moro  Trimmul,  who  had 
remained  behind  the  door. 

“Yes;  thou  art  true,  Gunga.  I  am  true  also,  and  here  is  the  zone; 
put  it  on,  and  let  it  shame  hers,”  he  replied,  taking  the  ornament 
Irom  underneath  his  waistcloth  where  he  had  concealed  it. 

“  Ah !  ”  she  cried,  taking  it  and  clasping  it  round  her  waist,  “thou 
art: - ” 

^  “What  is  that  ?  ”  he  cried,  interrupting  her  and  catching  her  arm; 

‘  there  is  some  disturbance  without.  What  can  it  be  ?  Listen  !  ” 

“  I  will  look,”  she  said ;  “stay  thou  here.” 

She  tmmed  the  corner  of  the  temple,  but  could  proceed  no  farther. 
Every  one  had  risen:  and  there  was  a  wild,  struggling,  heaving  mass 
Oi  people  before  her,  from  among  which  piercing  shrieks  of  women 
and  cMdren,  mingled  with  hoarse  cries  of  men,  were  rising  fast  in  a 
dreadful  clamour:  while  several  shots,  discharged  in  quick  succession 

u  mi  ^t)Ove,  seemed  to  add  to  the  general  terror  and  confusion, 
i!  fke  gate!  ”  cried  a  man  near  her;  and  a  cry 

of  the  Toorks,  the  Toorks  I  ”  followed  in  agonizing  tones  from  the 
vomen. 


Gunga  did  not  hesitate.  She,  perhaps,  of  all  that  crowd,  was  the 
most  collected.  Darting  to  Moro  Trimmul  she  said  hastily,  “Do  not 
move— I  will  bring  her ;”  and  so  passed  round  to  the  back  of  the 
temple.^  As  slie  did  so,  she  met  Tara  and  several  other  girls  some 

screaming,  others  sUent  from  terror,  but  evidently  makino-  for  the 
postern.  ./  o 

“My  father!  O  Gunga,  my  father!”  cried  Tara  piteously,  “come 
with  me,  we  will  find  him.  Come;  I  have  none  but  thee,  Gunt^a 
who  dare  seek  him  ;  come  with  me  !  ”  »  o  » 

“  Yes,”  she  said  “round  this  way;  I  saw  him  a  moment  ago 
Come,  we  will  get  down  the  steps  ;  I  know  the  way  up  the  mountain 

T?™  L  'vith  a  shriek;  and  seeing  that 

lara  hesitated,  and  that  people  were  crowding  through  the  vestibule 
into  the  dark  portion  of  the  court,  and  hiding  themselves  amor-  the 
e-.nstcTs,— she  caught  Im  -  av;n  m.l  dj^pged  her  forward. 
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Moro  Trimmul  saw  the  action,  and,  unnoticed  in  the  confusion, 
seized  Tara  from  "behind  and  bore  her  to  the  postern.  The  girl’s 
shrieks  seemed  to  ring  high  above  all  others  in  that  horrible  tumult, 
but  they  were  quickly  stifled  in  the  blanket  thrown  over  her,  while 
she  was  borne  rapidly  down  the  steps  by  those  stationed  there,  to 
whom  Moro  Trimmul  resigned  her. 

“  Thou  canst  not  return,  Moro,”  said  Gunga,  who  had  closed  and 
locked  the  door  unobserved  and  flung  away  the  key;  “let  us  fly  for 
our  lives.  Hark  !  they  are  fighting  within,  and  may  follow  us.” 

“  O  for  my  sword  to  strike  in  once  for  those  poor  friends  !  ”  cried 
Moro  Trimmul  with  a  groan.  “  They  have  been  seeking  me,  and  the 
rest  will  suffer.  What  art  thou  but  liar  and  murderess,  0  Toolja ! 
that  thou  dost  not  protect  thy  votaries  ?  must  they  perish  in  thy 
very  presence  ?  ” 

“  Hush,  and  come  fast,”  cried  Gunga,  dragging  him  down  the  steps. 
“  Fool,  wilt  thou  die  with  the  rest  ?  Away  !  mount  and  ride  for  thy 
life  ;  I  will  bring  her  after  thee.” 

•  ••*•••••  • 

The  Khan  and  his  companions,  as  they  had  arranged,  separated 
into  three  bodies  as  they  reached  the  town  ;  and  as  they  filed  off  to 
the  right  and  left  in  succession,  the  Khan,  with  the  Peer  and  others, 
rode  into  the  gate,  and  secured  it.  They  had  met  no  one  outside  the 
town  ;  inside  were  a  few  of  the  royal  soldiery  on  duty,  who,  them¬ 
selves  surprised,  could  have  made  no  opposition,  even  had  the  Khan 
been  an  enemy. 

Down  the  centre  street,  which  was  also  empty,  except  of  stragglers 
coming  from  the  temple,  the  horsemen  poured,  now  pressing  on  fast 
from  the  rear ;  and  a  body  of  them,  dismounting  in  the  centre  of  the 
town,  rushed  forward  down  the  bazar  to  secure  the  entrance  to  tlie 
temple.-  Then  some  people,  who  were  advancing,  saw  danger,  and 
hastened  to  warn  those  in  charge  to  shut  it,  turning  back  with  loud 
shouts,  others  coming  on.  A  party  of  the  Kimbalkur’s  men,  who 
were  in  attendance  with  their  chief’s  horses,  and  were  around  the 
entrance  within,  mounted  the  small  bastions  at  the  sides,  while  others 
shut  the  doors. 

Those  who  reached  them  first  were  Pahar  Singh  and  Ibrahim  Khan, 
with  some  of  the  Abyssinians  and  other  followers,  mingled  together, 
each  striving  to  be  foremost. 

“  Open  the  gate ;  we  mean  no  harm,”  cried  Pahar  Singh  in  Mah- 
ratta;  “we  are  on  the  King’s  service,  and  if  you  resist,  your  blood 
be  on  your  own  heads  !” 

“We  will  admit  no  one,”  cried  a  voice  from  the  bastion.  “  Go  ! 
ye  are  robbers,  and  we  will  fire  on  ye.” 

“  I  say  it  again,”  returned  the  chief,  “we  are  a  thousand  men,  and 
I  cannot  save  you  if  you  hesitate.  Open  the  gate  !  ” 
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There  was  no  reply,  but  several  matchlocks  were  pointed  from  the 
parapet  above,  which  was  loopholed. 

“  Hast  thou  the  axe,  Rama  ?  ”  asked  the  chief. 

“  It  is  here,”  said  the  man,  drawing  a  heavy  axe-head  from  his 
waist:  and,  coolly  fitting  a  helve  to  it,  lifted  it  above  his  head. 
“Shall  I?” 

“  Strike  !  ”  cried  Pahar  Singh. 

Several  heavy  blows  fell  on  the  gate,  and  a  man  called  out  from  the 
bastion,  “  Desist,  or  we  fire.” 

But  Rama  heeded  no  warning.  Again  two  crashing  blows,  struck 
with  his  full  force,  had  splintered  some  of  the  wood-work,  and  he 
had  uplifted  his  arm  for  another,  when  one  of  the  men  at  a  lower 
loophole  fired.  Rama  swayed  to  and  fro  for  a  moment,  and,  falling 
heavily  to  the  ground,  the  blood  gushed  from  his  mouth  in  a  torrent. 

Pahar  Singh  did  not  speak,  but  he  gnashed  his  teeth  in  fury. 
Rama,  of  all  his  inferior  followers,  was  the  one  most  devoted — and 
w'as  brave  to  recklessness.  The  chief  saw  that  the  shot  must  have 
been  deadly.  He  might  have  shared  the  same  fate ;  but  the  men 
without,  his  own  as  well  as  the  Abvssinians,  returned  the  fire,  and 
distracted  the  aim  of  those  within. 

*By  ”  and  the  oath  was  lost  in  the  clamour — he  cried,  putting 

his  sword  between  his  teeth,  seizing  the  axe,  and  striking  at  the  door 
with  his  whole  force,  “ye  shall  die,  sons  of  vile  Mahratfca  mothers. 
Every  one  of  ye  shall  howl  in  hell  for  that  poor  fellow.” 

Blow  after  blow  followed ;  and  as  the  panel  near  the  lock  broke 
under  them,  a  number  of  the  chief’s  men  and  the  Abyssinians  rushed 
against  the  door,  -which  gave  way  under  their  combined  weight  and 
force,  and  entrance  was  effected. 

On  the  noise  of  the  first  shouts  reaching  them,  the  Khan,  the  priest, 
and  others,  rushed  down  the  street,  and  arrived  at  the  scene  of  action. 
The  firing  was  increasing,  and  several  of  the  Khan’s  followers  and 
Abyssinians  had  fallen.  Some  were  already  dead,  others  wounded ; 
and,  wedged  as  they  had  been  in  a  mass,  every  shot  had  told  on  them, 
v/hile  those  who  defended  the  gate  could  not  be  seen.  Its  being  forced, 
how’ever,  changed  the  feature  of  the  contest;  and  the  Khan,  who,  iit 
the  heat  of  the  excitement,  forgot  his  caution  and  warning  to  the  men, 
now  shouted  his  battle-cry  ;  while  the  priest,  struggling  in  with  the 
rest,  cried  to  the  men — “  llismilla ! — in  the  name  of  God  and  the 
Prophet — slay,  slay — ye  time  believers  !  Heed  not  death — ye  will  be 
martyrs!  Let  not  the  Kaffirs  live,  who  have  killed  thefaitliLil.  Send 
them  to  hell,  to  perish  with  their  de-vil’s  idols.  Kill  I  kill  I” 

With  such  cries,  had  men  of  Islam  been  hovmded  on  by  their  priests 
before.  Was  he  to  be  less?  Here,  in  the  very  holiest  of  infidel 
temples,  should  the  might  of  Islam  be  felt. 

But,  in  truth,  the  men  needed  but  little  excitement ;  what  was 


33U 


TAHA : 


there  before  them  was  enough.  Who  did  not  remember  .that  it  was 
a  Jehad,  a  war  of  the  faith,  which  had  been  preached  to  them  daily? 
Who  did  not  remember  that  to  slay  infidels  in  war  earned  the  blessing 
of  the  Prophet  and  paradise  ?  So,  with  Pahar  Singh  leading  them, 
his  sword  between  his  teeth,  and  striking  down  men  right  and  left 
Y/ith  every  blow  of  his  axe,  the  infuriated  soldiery  rushed  in  a  body 
down  the  steps  and  into  the  large  court  below. 

Who  can  describe  the  scene  ?  Shrieking  women  and  helpless  men 
strove  to  fly  before  them,  but  in  vain ;  and  the  bloody  work  of  their 
enemies,  as  they  pressed  forward,  hewing  with  their  long  sharp 
weapons  at  the  unresisting  masses,  was  quick  and  deadly.  Pahar 
Singh  saw  Nimbalkur  and  several  other  chiefs  standing  resolutely 
before  the  entrance  to  the  shrine,  sword  in  hand,  awaiting  the  onset. 
“  Yield,”  he  cried,  “your  lives  will  be  spared ;  why  shed  blood  ?  Jey 
Rao,  be  wise,  down  with  your  sword — and  for  an  instant  the  parties 
stood  opposite  to  each  other  glaring  defiance.  But  bloodshed  was  not 
yet  to  be  stayed.  Some  of  the  infuriated  Abyssinians  again  dashed 
into  the  mass  of  the  people  with  a  shout  of  “  Been,  Deen !  ”  striking 
indiscriminately  at  all  before  them,  and  the  Maliratta  chiefs  were 
swept  into  the  temple.  As  they  were  followed,  Vyas  Shastree,  who, 
remembering  his  old  skill  in  weapons,  and  unable  to  control  himself, 
had  seized  sword  and  shield  and  mixed  with  the  rest, — struck  at  a 
huge  negro  who  was  foremost,  and  wounded  him  severely. 

“Dog  of  a  Kafl^,”  cried  the  man,  grinding  his  teeth,  “get  thee  to 
hell !  ”  and  had  not  his  arm  caught  that  of  a  fellow-soldier  who  was 
near,  depriving  the  cut  of  its  force,  Yyas  Shastree  had  spoken  no 
more.  As  it  was,  the  blow  descended  upon  his  bare  head, — he  fell 
senseless  among  the  crowd  of  dead  and  dying, — and  those  who 
entered  the  temple,  trampled  over  him  as  one  of  the  slain. 

Pahar  Singh’s  object  was  to  save  the  shrine  if  possible,  but  he  felt 
himself  helpless  against  the  crowd  of  Moslems  who,  headed  by  the 
pi’iest,  now  filled  the  vestibule,  shouting  their  fanatic  cry  of  “  Deen, 
Deen !  ”  Life  was  dear  to  him,  dearer  than  the  idol,  for  which,  in 
truth,  he  had  no  particular  veneration,  though  he  had  dread.  “  If 
thou  canst  not  save  thyself,  Mother,”  he  muttered,  “  I  am  not  going 
to  die  for  thee,”  and,  stepping  aside,  the  men  of  Islam  pressed  on. 

The  priest  was  among  the  foremost  to  enter  the  sanctum,  where 
two  old  Brahmuns,  cowering  beside  the  altar,  were  instantly  slain ; 
and,  seizing  the  necklaces  of  peai’ls  and  precious  stones,  he  tore  them 
away  from  the  neck  of  the  image,  with  one  hand  flinging  them  out 
among  the  people,  while  with  the  other  he  overthrew  it,  and,  tramp¬ 
ling  it  underfoot,  spat  upon  the  face  in  scorn  and  contempt. 

If  the  men  in  the  temple  courts,  impelled  by  religious  fury, 
showed  no  mercy,  and,  hunting  unresisting  men  and  v/omeu  into  dark 
corners,  slew  them  indiscriminately  till  the  areas  were  filled  with 
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dead  and  dying,  lying  in  beaps  as  they  bad  fallen  by  the  sword  or 
had  been  trampled  down ;  those  who  had  remained  outside  were,  in 
Iheir  tnrn,  no  more  humane.  Under  the  cry  of  “  Been,  Been  ! — for 
the  faith,  for  the  faith !  ”  more  cruelty  was  perpetrated  in  Tooljapoor 
than  it  has  ever  since  forgotten ;  and  daylight  revealed  a  scene  of 
plunder,  rapine,  and  destruction,  such  as  may  be  conceived — but 
hardly  described. 

Annnda  and  Radha  were  safe  at  home,  as  we  have  already  related ; 
when,  after  an  indistinct  murmur,  for  which  she  could  not  account, 
the  shots  at  the  temple  gate  were  suddenly  heard ;  and,  looking  from 
the  terrace,  they  saw  the  confusion  in  the  court  commence.  Both 
were  brave,  but  the  teiTor  of  Anunda  for  her  husband  and  Tara,  was 
fast  paralysing  her  senses. 

“I  will  die  here,”  she  said ;  “  take  the  wealth  and  jewels  and  leave 
me.  Escape  as  thou  canst,  Radha ;  hide  thyself,  Moro  will  come  and 
,  seek  thee.” 

But  Radha  would  not  leave  her;  and,  descending  to  the  lower 
apartments,  they  sat  cowering  in  their  chamber,  shivering  at  every 
sound,  and,  having  extinguished  the  light,  remained  in  utter 
darkness. 

“  Lady,  lady !  ”  cried  a  man’s  voice  in  the  outer  verandah ;  “  where 
art  thou  ?  ” 

“It  is  Janoo  Naik,  the  Ramoosee,”  said  Anunda  in  a  whisper. 
“  God  reward  him  for  coming ;  he  is  true ;  Radha,  let  us  go  with 
him.” 

“  Lady,  lady  !  the  house  is  not  safe  !  come,  come,”  continued  the 
man  earnestly ;  “  leave  all — my  people  will  guard  it — only  come. 
Your  honour  is  more  than  wealth,  and  you  can  only  save  it  by  flight.” 

The  terror  of  violence  brought  them  forth.  “  Follow  me,”  he  said ; 
“  here  are  twenty  men  to  guard  the  house — no  one  will  molest  them.” 

The  women  followed  silently,  sobbing  as  they  went.  The  Ramoo- 
see  led  them  northwards  out  of  the  town  to  the  edge  of  the  great 
ravine,  and  descended  a  steep  path,  which  they  knew  led  to  a  spring 
in  one  pf  the  broad  steps  or  ledges  of  the  mountain,  near  which  was 
u  recess  in  the  rock  familiar  to  both.  “Stay  here,”  he  said;  “no  one 
t  an  see  you.  I  must  return :  here,  I  should  only  betray  you.” 

“  At  least,  take  away  our  ornaments,”  said  Anunda ;  “  we  dare  not 
keep  them.  Keep  them  thyself,  or  hide  them  somewhere  ;”  and  the 
women  hastily  took  off  all  they  wore,  and  laid  them  on  the  ground 
before  him. 

Janoo  sat  down  on  his  hams,  and  counted  them  deliberately. 
“  There  are  thirteen  pieces,  large  and  small,  gold  and  silver  together. 
Yes,  they  are  safe  with  me.  Now,  take  iny  blanket,  though  it  be  a 
Mang’s;  sit  in  it  till  daylight.  Ye  can  bathe  afterwards  and  be 
clean.  I  will  come  early  if  I  can,  and  take  ye  down  the  hills  to 
Afsinga,  or  else  send  my  son.” 
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So  saying,  and  without  waiting  for  a  reply,  he  left  them,  ascended 
the  path  rapidly,  and  disappeared  over  the  ledge  of  the  mountain 
and  the  women  remained,  shivering  with  fright  and  cold,  and  listen¬ 
ing  in  teiTor  to  the  shots,  which  rose  above  the  confused  roar  of 
screams  and  shouts  proceeding  from  the  town. 

On  the  other  side,  in  the  ravine,  the  progress  of  the  band  who 
caiTied  off  Tara  was  but  a  short  one.  Struggling  vainly  with  her 
captors,  she  found  resistance  hopeless.  Boime  in  the  arms  of  two 
men,  others  held  her  hands  and  feet ;  and  over  her  one  of  the  thick 
'coarse  blankets  of  the  common  people  had  been  thrown,  which 
prevented  cry  of  any  kind.  Tara  felt  that  the  men  were  gentle  with 
her,  and  in  spite  of  her  terror,  she  retained  her  senses  completely. 
She  was  aware  that  she  was  taken  down  the  steps,  and  hurried  along 
rapidly  at  a  run ;  then  there  was  a  pause,  and  she  was  thrown  into — 
rather  than  placed  in  a  palankeen,  the  doors  shut  to  violently,  and 
kept  closed.  They  were  carrying  her  away.  Who  could  it  bo  but  ‘ 
Moro  Trimmul,  that  was  to  leave  that  night  ?  Even  now  her  father 
might  hear  her  screams,  and  ten'or  lent  strength  to  her  voice ;  but  in 
vain — succour  from  him  was  indeed  hopeless. 

As  may  be  supposed,  nothing  had  prevented  the  progress  of  the 
party  under  Fazil  and  Gopal  Singh  ;  and  the  latter,  a  pleasant  com¬ 
panion,  had  amused  the  young  Khan  with  anecdotes  of  his  uncle,  and 
of  their  border  life.  He  knew  the  ground  perfectly,  and  they  soon 
reached  their  destination ;  and  while  part  of  his  men  were  diuiwn  up 
between  the  rivulet  and  the  pass,  and  some  even  ascended  the  pass 
itself,  he  conducted  Fazil  into  the  temple  glen,  which  turned  to  the 
right  out  of  the  main  ravine.  At  its  mouth  was  some  level  ground, 
and  the  horsemen  had  just  occupied  it  when  the  attack  began  above! 

It  would  have  been  impossible  for  the  bearers  of  Tara”s  litter  to 
carry  it  over  that  rough  path  in  the  dark  ;  and  as  she  had  been  put 
into  it,  a  torch  .was  lighted,  wliich  was  instantly  seen  by  Fazil  and 
Gopal  Singh. 

“  Not  a  word  from  any  one,”  cried  the  latter ;  “  some  one  is  escap¬ 
ing.  They  cannot  get  away  from  us.  Now,  Meah,  be  careful.” 

“  Strike,  if  any  one  resists,”  said  Fazil  to  the  men  about  him ;  “  but 
it  is  better  to  take  them  alive.  Look,  ’tis  a  litter — who  can  it  be  ? 
Peace,  all  of  you ;  be  silent !  ” 

The  gloom  of  night  and  some  bushes  concealed  them,  and  the 
advancing  party  saw  and  suspected  nothing.  Moro  Trimmul  was 
riding  in  front,  Gunga  following  him.  The  palankeen  was  behind 
with  the  Ramoosees  and  servants  around  it  on  all  sides.  The 
^3-ggage-ponies  had  already  gone  on  before 

Stop  !  cried  Fazil,  as  he  laid  hold  of  the  Brahmun,  and  held  his 
naked  sword  over  him.  “  Who  art  thou  ? — nay,  struggle  or  attempt 
to  escape,  and  I  will  kill  thee.— A  Brahmun  ?  Who  art  thou  ?  ” 
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Moro  Pundit  had  had  no  time  to  dress  himself  for  the  journej. 
His  clothes  were  in  the  palankeen.  Naked  to  the  waist,  with  his  hair 
streaming  about  his  shoulders,  he  had  come  as  he  had  been  reciting. 
He  had  no  weapons,  nor  means  of  resistance  ;  and,  though  a  power¬ 
ful  man,  was  no  match  for  Fazil,  who  held  him  like  a  vice. 

“Moro  Trimmul,  by  the  gods!”  exclaimed  Gopal  Singh,  who 
recognized  him  as  the  light  from  the  torch  fell  upon  him.  “  Ah, 
Maharaj  I  ”  he  added,  “  you  don’t  know  me,  but  I  -have  seen  von 
before.” 

“  Then  we  are  indeed  fortunate,  friends,”  said  Fazil  loyfullv  •  “  and 
who  is  in  the  litter  ?  ”  ’ 

“My  wife,”  said  the  Brahmun  sullenly;  “do  as  ye  will  with  me, 
but  let  her  and  the  servants  go  on.”  ’ 

“  Then  thou  hast  married  only  lately.  Pundit  ?  ”  said  Gopal  Singh 
dryly  ;  “  thou  hadst  no  wife  thi’ee  days  ago.  We  had  as  well  look  “at 
her,  at  all  events,  Meah,  and  prevent  her  screamino".” 

“  Open  the  door  I  release  me!  release  me !  ”  cried^Tara  from  Avithin 
in  piteous  accents.  “  Let  me  go  !  let  me  ^o  !  Ah  sirs  for  vonr 
mothers’ honour,  release  me!”  ’  ^ 

“  Art  thou  his  wife  ?  ”  asked  Fazil,  dismounting  and  opening  the 
door  of  the  palankeen ;  if  so,  fear  not,  we  have  no  war  with 
women.” 

“Not  so  ;  l  am  not  his  wife,”  cried  Tara  hastily,  disengaging  her- 
self  from  the  litter,  and  throwing  herself  at  Fazil’s  feet.  “  O  sii“  save 
me  !  Noble  sir,  by  your  mother’s,  by  your  sister’s  honour,  save  me 
from  him  ;  he  would  have  carried  me  away.  Nay,  I  will  not  rise  till 
you  tell  me  you  will  take  me  to  my  father.  O  return  with  me  and 
rescue  him,  else  he  will  be  slain  !  Come,  I  will  lead  ve  back :  he  is 
a  priest  of  the  temple  !  ” 

“  It  cannot  be,  girl,”  said  Fazil,  more  disturbed  by  Tara’s  beauty, 
and  more  agitated  than  he  cared  to  acknowledge  ;;to  himself.  “  It 
cannot  be  till  daylight,  and  no  one  will  touch  your  father  if  he  be  a 
Brahmun ;  so  sit  in  the  litter  and  fear  not.  And  thou  art  not  his 
wife  ?  ”  and  he  pointed  to  Moro  Triminul. 

trembling  ;  “you  have  been  sent  by 
the  Holy  Mother  to  deliver  me,  else  he  would  have  carried  me  away 
by  force.  Do  not  give  me  to  him,  I  beseech  yon.” 

“Fear  not,”  said  Fazil ;  “  no  harm  shall  come  to  thee  here.  There 
is  more  in  this  matter  than  we  can  now  find  out,  friends,”  he  con¬ 
tinued  to  those  about  him;  “but  bind  that  Brahmun  on  his  horse 
and  tie  it  to  one  of  your  own.”  ’ 

^  Ah,  sir,  I  will  do  that  beautifully,”  cried  Lukshmun,  “and  with 
his  own  waistcloth  too.  But,  friends,  see  that  my  wife  does  not  run 
away,  while  I  am  busy  for  the  master  there — to  my  mind  she  is  the 
handsomest  of  the  two.” 
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It  was  Gunga  who,  knowing  the  path,  had  turned  from  it  when 
Moro  Tiummul  met  Fazil,  and,  slipping  from  her  horse,  had  tried  to 
escape  among  +he  bushes ;  but  the  quick  eye  of  Lukshmun  had  de¬ 
tected  her,  and  he  had  seized  and  dragged  her  forward. 

“  May  earth  fall  on  thee,  dog !  ”  cried  the  girl,  struggling  with 
him,  “  foul  hunchback  as  thou  art,  let  me  go.” 

“Not  so,”  he  said,  “I  know  thee,  Gunga.  My  lord,  she  is  one 
of  the  Moorlees  of  the  Mother  up  yonder ;  and  are  not  all  women 
taken  in  war  slaves  ?  ” 

“  Peace,”  cried  Fazil ;  “  sit  quiet  there,  girl ;  move  not,  else  I  will 
have  thee  tied.  Ah,  that  will  do,  friend,”  he  continued,  as  Lukshmun 
finished  his  careful  binding  up  of  Moro  Trimmul :  “  you  have  not 
hurt  him  ?  ” 

“  Master,”  replied  the  man,  wagging  his  head,  “  it  is  a  plan  of  my 
own,  and  while  ho  is  helpless  to  move,  he  is  in  no  pain.  Is  it  not  so, 
Maharaj  ?  Now  sit  quiet  on  your  horse.  Pundit jee,  while  I  look 
after  my  wife ;  she  has  a  noble  gold  belt,  which  she  has  promised 
me.  Is  it  not  so,  0  lotos-face  ?  ” 

“My  lord,”  said  Gopal  Singh,  intemipting,  “the  disturbance  above 
grows  worse — had  we  not  as  well  send  the  women  and  others  to  the 
rear  ?  If  there  is  any  rush  this  way,  they  may  come  to  harm.” 

“A  good  thought,  friend,”  replied  Fazil. 

“  It  is  no  use,”  said  Gunga,  “  the  door  is  locked,  and  the  key  was 
thrown  away :  no  one  can  escape  from  thence  by  this  road.” 

So  they  remained,  vdiile  the  tumult  increased  to  a  roar  which 
filled  the  glen,  above  which  shots  were  now  and  then  heard ;  then 
fell  to  a  dull  murmur,  and  finally  seemed  to  die  away  in  the  distant 
town.  The  temple  lights  became  dim,  and  went  out  one  by  one, 
and  the  ravine  grew  dark.  Then  the  stars  shone  out,  and  after  a 
while  dawn  broke,  and  the  mountain,  and  the  rugged  precipices  of 
the  glen  and  town  above,  were  gradually  revealed  in  the  grey  light. 


CHAPTER  LVJII. 

A  WFAUT  delay  and  suspense  had  been  endured  till  the  day  broke. 
Tara  had  been  told,  in  kind  and  respectful  tones,  by  tlic  young  Khan, 
whose  protection  she  had  claimed,  to  rest  in  the  palankeen,  and  he 
had  considerately  shut  the  door  to  prevent  annoyance  to  her  by  his 
men.  So  she  .sai  undisturbed,  but  listening  to  the  fearful  din  from 
the  town  and  temple,  shuddering  at  every  cry  and  shriek ;  and  when 
all  was  at  last  silent,  speculating  upon  the  probable  fate  of  her 
father,  and  of  her  mother  and  Radha,  in  a  dreamy  uncertainty, 
mingled  with  extreme  terror. 
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W  hat  had  happened  ?  That  the  town  had  been  snn’onnded  by 
the  King’s  troops  there  could  be  no  doubt ;  yet  why  the  violence  ? 
Who  could  the  young  leader  of  the  party  be,  by  whom  she  had  been 
arrested,  who  spoke  her  own  Mahratta  tongue  so  softly  and  so 
well  ?  A  strange  thing,  for  he  was  evidently  a  Mussulman  of  rank. 
He  had  looked  so  grand  and  beautiful  as  the  torchlight  flashed  upon 
his  bright  steel  morion  and  silvery  coat  of  mail.  She  had  never  seen 
aught  like  him  before.  He  might  resemble  the  god  Ramchunder, 
she  thought,  when  he  went  to  battle  with  the  demon  Rawun ;  and 
she  shut  her  eyes  at  a  vision  at  once  so  beautiful  and  so  terrible. 
Her  gentle  mind  was  all  confusion,  mingled  with  dreadful  and  unde¬ 
fined  anticipation  of  misery ;  yet  one  thing  was  clear,  she  had  been 
saved  by  that  noble  youth  from  Moro  Trimmul  and  Gnnga’s  united 
design — saved  from  worse  than  death. 

The  torch  earned  with  her  palankeen  had  been  extinguished  in 
the  surprise,  but  the  torch-bearer  had  been  detained,  and  she  could 
see  him  sitting  near  the  litter  pouring  a  drop  or  two  of  oil  upon  it 
now  and  then  to  keep  it  alight,  yet  without  flaring.  Once  it  did 
blaze  up,  and  revealed  for  an  instant  the  faces  of  the  bearers  sitting 
on  their  hams  in  a  group,  and  the  horsemen  with  Fazil  in  his  bright 
armour  standing  around  them ;  but  all  were  strangers,  else  she  would 
have  spoken  again — anything  to  divert  her  brooding  thoughts  and 
misery 

As  the  grey  light  of  dawn  increased  she  could  see,  thi’ough  the 
small  Venetian  blinds  of  the  litter,  that  the  royal  horsemen  stood  in 
groups  at  a'short  distance,  all  with  their  swords  drawn.  One  party 
watched  Moro  Trimmul,  who,  tightly  swathed  in  a  cotton  sheet  so 
that  he  could  not  use  his  arms,  sat  upon  his  horse,  which  was  tied  to 
another.^  Gradually  she  could  see  his  features,  gloomy  and  stern ; 
savage,  indeed,  as  he  writhed  in  the  bandage  which  he  was  powerless 
to  remove.  Near  him,  on  a  strong  pony,  sat  the  girl  Gunga,  covered 
with  a  coarse  white  sheet,  which  had  been  thrown  over  her.  A 
short  stout  man  was  holding  her  pony’s  head,  and  his  own  horse 
stood  beside  her.  Around  were  the  soldiers,  all  mounted,  and  apart 
from  them  their  young  leader,  on  a  poweriul  white  horse,  which 
stood  still,  tossing  its  head,  and  champing  its  bit  occasionally. 

Past  this  figure,  upon  which  her  eyes  rested  wonderingly,  as  the 
growing  daylight  revealed  it  more  fully,  she  looked  up  to  the  glen, 
and  temple,  and  town,  where  all  was  still — a  silence  she  thought  like 
death.  The  usual  sounds  of  waking  life,  the  music  at  the  temple, 
which  always  played  as  daylight  broke,  the  earliest  morning  hymns, 
and  clash  of  cymbals,  were  all  wanting.  They  were  at  the  mouth  of 
the  glen  in  a  small  paddock,  near  an  old  temple  ;  she  knew  the  place 
perfectly,  and  many  a  time  had  wandered  there  with  her  mother,  or^ 
with  other  gii*ls,  in  search  of  flowers,  aud  pieces  of  frankincense  from 
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tlie  ancient  trees  -wliich  grew  among  some  ruined  walls.  If  the 
service  in  the  temple  had  not  been  inten’upted,  it  would  have  been 
proceeding  at  this  hour,  and  the  sound  would  come  clearly  to  the 
place  where  they  were  ;  but  the  stillness  was  not  broken.  The  men 
about  her  occasionally  convened  in  low  tones  or  in  whispers,  but 
were  for  the  most  part  silent. 

It  was  now  light  enough  to  move,  and  the  young  Khan,  calling 
to  the  bearers,  bade  them  take  up  the  litter  and  proceed.  They 
were  about  to  do  so,  when  Tara  again  renewed  her  piteous  appeal 
to  him. 

“  O  do  not  take  me  away !  ”  she  cried,  “  0  release  me !  I  can  find 
my  way  up  the  mountain.  My  father  was  in  the  temple  ;  my  mother 
and  all  my  people  look  for  me.  0  noble  sir,  what  am  I  to  you  ?  let 
me  go  ;  by  your  honour,  do  not  deceive  me  !  ” 

“Not  so,  lady,”  said  Fazil,  stooping  from  his  horse  towards  the 
litter.  “  It  is  not  fit  for  thee  to  go  alone  after  last  night’s  disturb¬ 
ance  ;  and  there  are  rough  folk  up  yonder,  for  whom  I  will  not 
answer  with  one  so  fair  as  thou  art.  No  one  ever  relied  in  my 
honour  that  was  deceived.  Still  trust,  lady,  and  I  will  see  thee  safe 
amongst  thy  people  ;  fear  not.” 

“  O  noble  sir,”^said  Tara  sobbing,  “  I  do  trust,  I  will  trust ;  but 
O,  give  me  not  to  him  yonder,  who  is  bound.  He  would  have  carried 
me  away,  and  dishonoured  me.  O  sir,  you  have  been  my  preserver 
from  this  danger,  and  I  kiss  your  feet.  My  father  is  Vyas  Shastree, 
the  chief  priest  of  the  temple,  and  we  are  well  known.  Take  me  to 
him,  or  send  for  him,  and  he  and  my  mother  will  bless  you.  O  noble 
sir,  deceive  not  a  helpless  girl !  ” 

“  Vyas  Shastree !  ”  cried  Gopal  Singh,  who  had  overheard  the 
latter  part  of  Tara’s  passionate  appeal ;  “  then  this,  Meah  Sahib,  is 
his  daughter  Tara,  the  strange  new  Moorlee ;  so  beautiful  that  they 
say  she  bewitches  all  men  who  see  her.  Art  thou  not  she,  0  girl  ? 
art  thou  not  Tara,  the  Moorlee  ?  Speak  truly.” 

“I  am  Tai’a,”  she  replied,  “but  no  Moorlee.  I  serve  only  in  the 
temple.” 

“  It  is  a  lie,”  cried  Gunga  sharply;  “  she  is  a  Moorlee,  and  one  of 
us ;  do  not  believe  her.  Was  she  not  dancing  in  the  temple  when 
the  disturbance  began  ?  He  cany  her  ofF,  Meah  Sahib  ?  ”  she  cried 
to  Fazil  Khan,  pointing  to  Moro  Trimmul.  “  I  tell  you  we  had  all 
arranged  to  go  together,  and  because  she  is  more  dainty  than  I  am, 
he  got  a  palankeen  for  her.” 

“  Peace,  girl,”  cried  Fazil ;  “  be  not  shameless.” 

“  0  noble  sir/’  exclaimed  Tai’a,  interrupting  him,  “  heed  her  not ; 
what  matter  what  she  says?  only  take  me  to  my  father,  then  you 
will  know  the  tmth.  Indeed,  indeed,  I  am  no  Moorlee  like  her ;  and 
forgive  me  for  saying  so  much,  but  you  are  kind,  and  so  I  speak.” 
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“  Who  is  this  ^rl  ?  ”  said  Fazil  sternly  to  Moro  TrimmnJ.  “  What 
art  thou  doing  with  her  ?  Is  she  Vyas  Shastree’s  daughter  ?  ” 

“  I  give  no  answer ;  find  out  for  yourself.  ,  Why  do  you  ask  of 
me  ?”  replied  Moro  Trimmul  sullenly.  “  Cut  me  to  pieces,  but  you 
get  no  speech  from  me.” 

“  It  is  no  use,  Meah,  asking  him,”  said  Gopal  Singh ;  “  let  us  take 
her  up  into  the  town,  and  see  after  her  people.” 

“Not  yet,”  returned  Fazil.  “  My  father  will  most  likely  encamp  at 
that  village  yonder,  among  the  trees.  Let  these  persons  remain  here, 
and  we  will  go  and  see  what  they  have  been  doing  in  the  town.  Stay 
thou  here,  Shere  Khan,  with  the  men.  See  that  no  one  disturbs 
this  girl ;  keep  the  others  apart,  and  wait  for  us  by  the  trees  yonder. 
Fear  not,”  he  continued  to  Tara  ;  “  I  will  bring  news  of  thy  people ; 
keep  close  within  the  palankeen,  and  no  one  can  harm  thee  ;  ”  and  so 
saying,  he  turned  his  horse  in  the  direction  of  the  pass. 

“  Fear  not,  lady,”  said  Shere  Khan,  a  fine  old  soldier;  “  he  will  be 
as  good  as  his  word.  Ay,  look  after  him  ;  the  bravest,  gentlest, 
most  faithful  master  that  ever  men  served  under.  Yes,  trust  to  his 
honour ;  he  will  not  deceive  thee,  he  is  too  brave  and  too  innocent 
for  that.” 

For  the  time  it  was  a  sweet  assurance  to  Tara,  and  one  utterly 
unexpected;  for  Mussulmans — or  Toorks,asthe  Mahrattas  called  them 
— had  hitherto  been  terrible  people  in  her  imagination;  but  the  dread 
for  her  father  lying  at  her  heart  had  as  yet  no  relief,  and  her  suspense 
and  terror  continued. 

Leaving  Tara  with  his  party  below,  Fazil  Khan,  with  Gopal  Singh 
and  others,  rode  up  the  pass,  as  soon  as  the  rugged  path  could  be 
safely  traversed.  What  had  happened  in  the  temple  ?  It  was  clear 
there  had  been  some  fighting — that  Fazil  had  expected  from  the  Mah- 
ratta  chiefs  ;  they  would  hardly  be  taken  without  resistance,  and  there 
was  an  undefined  dread  lying  at  his  heart,  that  if  the  fanatical  spirit 
of  the  men  had  been  aroused  by  the  Peer,  some  evil  might  have  been 
done  to  the  Hindu  people  or  to  the  temple.  Again  and  again  he 
regretted  that  that  holy  person  had  not  been  sent  on  to  Sholapoor  with 
the  main  body  of  the  force,  and  blamed  himself  for  not  havino-  fore¬ 
seen  mischief. 

Fazil  Khan  by  no  means  shared  the  grim  detestation  of  Hindus  as 
infidels,  in  which  his  father  gloried ;  and  he  had  been  no  willing 
listener  to  the  denunciations  poured  out  against  them  by  the  Peer 
and  other  pi'eachers,  in  the  sermons  on  the  Jehad  or  relio^ious  war 
which  had  been  preached  at  the  capital  and  in  camp.  *^True,  his 
father  and  the  Peer,  as  well  as  others,  resented  the  mingling,  under 
the  green  banner  of  the  faith,  of  Mahratta  infidels  with  Moslems ; 
but  Fazil  knew  them  to  be  good  and  true  soldiers ;  and  his  friend* 
ship  for  Bulwunt  Rao,  and  experience  of  his  devotion,  had  changed 
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the  young  Khan’s  feelings  very  materially.  Perhaps,  also,  Bulwnnt 
Rao’s  character  had,  in  some  respects,  softened  the  Khan’s  dislike  of 
“  infidels,”  “  Kaffirs,”  as  he  called  them ;  but  on  occasions,  the  old 
fanatical  spirit  would  break  through  all  restraint,  and  urge  him  to 
deeds  for  which  he  had  but  little  remorse.  Too  justly,  therefore,  Fazil 
feared  this  might  have  been  such  an  occasion. 

They  gained  the  summit  of  the  pass  as  the  san’s  rays,  rising 
through  lines  of  cloud  which  hung  over  the  eastern  horizon,  spread 
like  a  rosy  fan  into  tbe  blue  and  yellow  sky  above,  tinging  the  lower 
lines  of  cloud  with  tints  of  scarlet  and  gold,  against  which  the  dark 
purple  masses  of  mountain  stretching  into  the  plain  stood  out  in  bold 
relief.  About  the  space  between  the  town  and  the  edge  of  the  moun¬ 
tain,  some  of  the  Abyssinian  horsemen  were  distributed  in  groups ; 
while  further  on  were  other  bodies  of  men,  some  mounted,  others 
leading  their  horses  up  and  down.  The  Nagarcliees,  or  kettle- 
drummers  of  each  body,  were  beating  the  assembly  vigorously,  and 
single  men  were  rapidly  arriving  from  other  quarters  and  joining 
their  divisions.  Fazil  rode  on  with  his  companions,  looking  for  some¬ 
body  he  knew,  who  might  give  him  news  of  his  father,  when,  from 
behind  a  mass  of  buildings  which  formed  the  corner  of  a  street  out¬ 
side  the  town  gate,  a  cavalcade  approached,  led  by  men  of  his  own 
Paigah,  and  in  the  midst  of  which  rode  his  father,  the  Peer,  and 
Ibrahim  Khan,  the  leader  of  the  Abyssinians,  accompanied  by  the 
taU,  martial  figure  of  Pahar  Singh. 

A  hearty  greeting  ensued  from  all,  and  Fazil  saw  that  his  father 
and  the  Peer  were  flushed  with  excitement,  while  in  the  severe 
thi’eatening  aspect  of  Pahar  Singh,  there  was  an  expression  which  he 
could  not  define,  which  might  be  either  habitual — the  r»''.sult  of  the 
night’s  fatigue,  or  something  more — perhaps  grief. 

“  Come  on,  my  son,”  cried  the  Khan  cheerily  ;  “  we  have  ordered 
up  provisions  for  the  men,  and  can  rest  here  in  the  Gosai’s  Mutt,  be¬ 
fore  we  lide  on  to  Sholapoor,  and  get  some  kicheri  cooked,  which  our 
friend  Ibrahim  Khan  has  promised  to  see  after.  Inshalla !  we  sent 
many  a  Kaffir  to  hell  last  night  before  his  time,”  he  continued,  twist¬ 
ing  up  his  moustaches,  “  and  Tooljapoor  will  long  remember  firing 
upon  Afzool  Klhan’s  men  and  killing  true  believers  !  but  we  did  not 
get  that  Brahmun  of  Sivaji’s, — what  was  his  name,  Pahar  Singh  ? — 
though  he  was  there  when  we  came  ;  and  that  was  a  pity.  M — M — 
M - ” 

“  Moro  Trimmul,”  said  Pahar  Singh,  interposing. 

“  Ay,  that  was  it — thanks,  friend ;  and  what  hast  thou  done,  my 
son?” 

“I  have  taken  him! — that  Moro  whom  ye  sought,”  returned  Fazil, 
“  with  two  women  and  their  servants.” 

“  Now  Alla  be  praised  1  ”  cried  the  Peer,  “  that  he  fell  into  thy 
hands,  Meah,  for  that  crowns  our  work ;  and  ahve  ?  ” 
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“Alive  and  nnliurt,  Hnzrut.” 

“Are  yon  sure  it  is  he?”  asked  Pahar  Singh.  “There  are  as 
many  Moro  Trimmuls  as  there  are  Tannajee  Maloosrays  !  ” 

“  Your  nephew  says  it  is.  He,  and  a  humpbacked  servant  or  re¬ 
tainer  of  yours,  both  knew  him,”  returned  Fazil. 

“  Yes,  uncle,”  cried  Gropal  Singh,  who  now  joined  the  group,  “  it 
is  the  true  man ;  but  he  is  sullen,  and  will  not  speak.  We  have  left 
him  below,  safely  bound ;  Lukshmun  is  watching  him  as  a  dog 
watches  a  rat,  and  there  are  all  the  young  Khan’s  men  and  ours  with 
him.” 

“  Go,  bring  him  up,”  said  Afzool  Khan;  “let  us  examine  him,  and 
take  his  statement.” 

“  Good,  my  lord ;  my  nephew  will  go  for  him,  if  a  Hindu  may  be 
trusted,”  said  Pahar  Singh,  as  Fazil  thought,  with  a  sneer. 

“  Certainly,”  replied  the  Khan,  “  let  him  be  brought.” 

“  And  the  women,  Meah  ?  ”  asked  Gopal  Singh. 

“Not  yet,”  he  replied;  “let  the  Brahmun  come  first;”  a-nd  the 
young  man,  turning  his  horse,  galloped  towards  the  pass. 

“  What  women?”  asked  the  Khan  carelessly. 

“  Two  who  were  with  him,”  replied  his  son.  “  I  will  tell  you  of 
them  afterwards.” 

The  house  they  were  going  to  was  only  a  few  yards  distant; 
Ibrahim  Khan  rode  on,  saluting  them  as  he  passed,  and  they  dis¬ 
mounted  and  entered.  “  Embrace  me,  son,”  said  the  Khan,  before 
he  seated  himself,  “  and  give  thanks  to  God  for  the  victory.  Alla 
has  been  merciful,  and  has - ” 

“Yes,  he  has  permitted  his  servants  to  do  vengeance  on  the  infidels,” 
said  the  Peer,  interrupting  Aizool  Khan ;  “  the  idols  of  Satan  have 
been  overthrown,  and  their  altar  sprinkled  with  the  blood  of  their 
infidel  priests.” 

“Protection  of  God!”  cried  Fazil;  “the  temple  Las  not  been 
harmed,  nor  its  people,  I  trust  ?  We  had  no  war  against  priests, 
father.”  ’ 

“Not  the  temple,  Meah — not  the  temple,”  returned  the  Peer, 
rubbing  his  hands  together  complacently.  “  It  would  take  a  good 
deal  of  gunpowder  to  blow  it  up,  and  we  have  none;  but  for  the  rest, 
the^  work  was  well  done.  Inshalla !  they  will  not  be  able  to  renew 
their  devil-worship ;  and  when  the  King,  on  whom  be  peace,  gives 
permission,  I — I,  Peer  Syud  Bundagee — will  come  and  destroy  this 
house  of  idols,  and  build  a  mosque  upon  it;  and  true  believers  will 
be  feasted  with  cow’s  fiesh  slain  within  its  precincts.  Ul-humd-nl- 
illa,  who  hath  given  us  the  victory  1  ” 

“  Father,”  said  the  young  man  gravely,  “  is  it  as  he  says  ?  ” 

_  “  Even  so,  my  son,  and  thank  God  for  it ;  and  I  have  vowed  to 
give  a  thousand  rupees  to  the  work,  in  memory  of  the  victory,” 
replied  Aizool  Khan. 
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Fazil  turned  away,  sick  at  heart.  What  evil  might  not  have  been 
done  ?  more,  even,  than  his  fears  had  anticipated. 

“  And  thou  hast  no  congratulation  for  thy  father,  Fazil  ?  ”  asked 
the  Khan,  in  a  tone  of  disappointment. 

“  O  father,  a  thousand  that  thou  art  safe  through  last  night,”  cried 
Fazil,  “and - ” 

“  No  rejoicing  for  victory  over  the  infidels  ?  ”  asked  the  priest,  with 
a  sneer.  “  Thou  hast  a  rare  sympathy  with  them,  I  know,  Meah 
Sahib ;  is  this  seemly  in  a  Mussulman  ?  ” 

“Not  with  rebels,  not  with  the  King’s  enemies,”  returned  Fazil 
quickly ;  “  but  I  never  warred  against  priests  and  women  yet,  nor 
did  he.  What  hath  been  done,  father  ?  ” 

“Well,  son,”  replied  the  Khan,  “they  would  not  let  us  in  after 
those  Mahratta  rebels,  and  Pahar  Singh  there  broke  down  the  door; 
meanwhile  some  of  our  men  had  been  shot,  for  they  fired  first,  and 
Huzrut  there  cried  ‘Deen,  Deen!’  and  we  all  rushed  in  pell-mell  and 
cleared  the  court;  that  is  all.”  He  said  this  apologetically,  Fazil 
thought,  and  feared  to  tell  the  rest. 

“  Will  you  come  with  me,  Pahar  Singh  ?  ”  said  the  young  man ; 
“  you  know  the  place ;  I  would  see  it.” 

“Yes,  I  will  come,”  said  the  chief,  rising,  and  sighing  as  he  replied; 
“perhaps  it  could  not  be  helped,  and  yet  some  things  were  done 
which  -^1  stir  Hindu  minds  sorely  throughout  the  country.  Come, 
Meah  Sahib  ;  it  is  not  a  pleasant  sight,  but  I  will  go  with  you.” 

“Keep  the  prisoner  till  I  return,  father,”  continued  Fazil;  “I 
■would  fain  hear  what  he  says  for  himself.” 

“  If  thou  wilt  go,  son,  return  quickly,”  replied  the  Khan,  “  but  I 
had  rather  thou  didst  not.  What  is  the  use  of  it  ?  what  is  done  is 
done  ;”  and  Fazil  thought  his  father  sighed. 

“  I  would  rather  see  the  worst  with  my  own  eyes,  father,”  replied 
Fazil,  “than  hear  lies  from  others.  Come,  sir,”  he  added  to  Pahar 
Singh,  who  waited  for  him,  “I  attend  you.” 

“  He  will  be  vexed  at  what  he  finds,”  said  the  Khan  when  Fazil 
was  gone;  “and  it  will  distress  his  young  heart.  He  has  never  seen 
the  like,  and  it  requires  older  eyes,  like  thine  and  mine,  Huzrut,  to 
look  on  such  sights  unmoved.” 

“Ay,  true,”  replied  the  Peer;  “but  one  or  two  battle-fields  will  be 
enough  to  cure  him,  and  methinks  he  is  over- tender  to  infidels.  Well^ 
we  shall  see  what  he  advises  about  this  Brahmun,  for  he  is  clear  in 
council.  The  man  ought  to  die.” 

“  He  will  not  care  about  the  men,”  said  the  Khan,  musing  ab¬ 
stractedly,  “  but  about  the  women  who  are  dead ;  and  that  loving 
heart  of  his  mother’s  which  she  gave  him,  will  be  grieved.  God 
knows  I  'W'ould  not  have  had  it  so.” 

“  Ameen !  ”  said  the  Peer,  “  nor  I,  Khan.  But  they  were  only 
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KaflBra  after  all,  and  did  not  Feroze  Shah,  of  blessed  memory,  make  a 
pile  of  infidels’  heads  before  the  gate  of  Gulburgah  fort?” 

Afzool  Khan  did  not  answer — he  appeared  ill  at  ease :  and  the 
priest,  taking  his  beads  from  his  waist- band,  settled  himself  on  his 
heels,  with  his  eyes  shut,  assuming  an  attitude  of  complacent  medita¬ 
tion  on  things  divine,  as  they  passed  rapidly  through  his  fingers. 


CHAPTER  LIX. 

Fazil  and  Pahar  Singh  went  out  together  into  the  street.  The  latter 
led  the  way  through  the  gate  and  along  the  main  streets  of  the  town 
to  its  centre,  where  a  busy,  motley  scene  now  presented  itself.  The 
Amil,  or  local  civil  officer,  was  seated  in  his  Kucheri,  or  hall  of 
audience,  surrounded  by  a  crowd  of  people  to  whom  he  was  giving 
orders  for  flour,  grain,  butter,  sheep,  forage,  and  the  other  countless 
necessities  of  the  force  whieh  had  so  suddenly  come  upon  him.  They 
did  not  pause  there,  but  turned  down  the  main  street  leading  to  the 
temple,  the  gilded  spires  and  other  portions  of  which  appeared  at  the 
end  of  it,  the  craggy  sides  of  the  glen,  and,  beyond  all,  the  precipices 
of  the  Ram  Durra,  Avhich  were  veiled  in  the  blue  morning  vapour: ' 

Now  there  was  no  doubt  of  what  had  happened.  The  pavemrat 
of  the  bazar,  worn  smooth  by  the  naked  feet  of  thousands  of  pilgrims 
and  devotees  in  eenturies  past,  was  stained  with  blood  which,  as  they 
advanced,  was  still  wet  and  slippery  in  many  places.  Already  had 
the  town  scavengei-s  begun  to  wash  it  away,  and  were  pouring  vessels 
of  water  on  the  flags  and  sweeping  them  with  brooms  A  few  shops 
only  were  open  for  the  sale  of  flour,  butter,  and  groeeries,  the  owners 
of  which  sat  within,  with  scared  faces,  evidently  in  the  direst  terror. 

“  They  lay  thick  here,”  said  Pahar  Singh — the  first  words  he  had 
spoken,  “but  have  been  removed,  and  they  are  burying  them  yonder, 
outside,  all  together — infidels,  as  your  father  would  say,  and  true  be¬ 
lievers.  But  stay,  Meah  Sahib,  there  is  one  of  my  poor  fellows  lying 
here  in  a  shop  I  thought  him  dead,  but  he  is  alive  as  yet ;  let  us 
look  at  him.  A  poor  fellow,”  he  said,  repressing  a  sob;  “a  poor 
hunchback,  but  he  was  like  a  dog  to  me — not  a  man.  Perhaps  he 
may  know  me  now,  or  he  may  be  dead  ;  let  us  see.” 

Pahar  Singh  turned  to  the  right  into  a  small  courtyard,  in  an  open 
verandah  of  which  several  rough-looking  men  were  sitting  beside  a 
body  laid  on  the  ground,  and  partly  covered  with  a  bloody  sheet. 
They  rose  as  the  chief  advanced,  and  saluted  him. 

“  How  is  he  now,  Nursinga  ?  ”  asked  Pahar  Singh ;  “  will  he  live  ? 
Rama,”  he  continued,  bending  over  the  man,  whose  eyes  were 
evidently  glazing  fast,  “Rama,  dost  thou  know  me— the  master?” 
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The  man  looked  vacantly  around,  hearing  the  words,  smiled,  and 
felt  about  with  his  hands,  as  if  to  clutch  what  it  was  denied  him  to 
see.  Suddenly,  and  as  the  chief  put  his  own  hand  into  that  which 
sought  it,  the  dying  eyes  brightened,  and  met  those  of  his  master  in 
a  scared,  wild  gaze  at  first,  but  one  which  softened  tenderly  into  a 
look  of  mpt  affection.  He  tried  to  speak,  but  it  was  hopeless ;  to 
laise  himself  by  drawing  his  master’s  hand  to  him,  and  clasping  that 
he  had'  in  both  his  own — but  in  vain.  The  lips  moved,  and  Pahar 
Singh  bent  his  head  down  to  listen.  The  bystanders  could  hear 
nothing ;  but  Pahar  Singh  said  in  his  ear  loudly,  “  Yes,  it  shall  all  be 
done — all;  fear  not.” 

It  was  enough.  Perhaps  the  man  might  have  lingered  a  while  if 
he  had  not  been  excited ;  but  the  old  chief’s  words  had  suddenly 
rallied  the  flickering  lamp  of  life.  It  had  sparkled  for  a  moment, 
and  fell  back,  dull  and  smouldering,  into  the  socket ;  the  eyes  again 
glazed,  and  the  clasped  hands  relaxed  their  grasp,  tried  once  more  to 
recover  it,  failed,  and  fell  powerless  beside  him,  and  the  rugged 
^onzed  features  were  fast  growing  into  the  strange  majesty  of 

“  R  is  no  use  staying,”  said  the  chief,  drawing  away  his  hand  to 
brush  the  tears  from  his  eyes,  “  he  will  not  know  me  again.  Come, 
Meah ;  I,  too,  am  growing  a  fool.  See  to  him,  all  of  you.  If  his 
brother  come,  well  and  good ;  if  not,  bury  him  decently,  and  not  with 
the  reR.” 

“  Have  you  any  retainer  who  is  loved  and  trusted  as  you  would 
trust  a  faithful  hound  ?  ”  asked  Pahar  Singh,  suddenly  turnino* 
round  as  they  were  walking  out  of  the  court.  “  Ah !  I  forget,  dogs 
are  impure  to  yon  Mussulmans,”  he  continued;  “forgive  me.” 

“  Nay,  no  forgiveness  is  needed,”  replied  Fazd.  “  Yes,  I  have  one 
as  true  and  faithful  to  me  as  that  poor  fellow  was  to  you.” 

What  is  he  ?  ”  asked  the  chief  abruptly-> — “Mussulman  or  Hindu  ^  ” 

“  Hindu,”  replied  Fazil ;  “  a  Mahratta.” 

“A  Mahratta,”  cried  the  chief ;  “  one  of  the  enemies  of  your  race^ 
I  marvel,  and  yet  am  glad.  Yes,  be  true  to  him  and  he  will  never 
deceive  you ;  he  wid  give  his  life  for  you.  Only  be  true,  as  I  have 
been  tq  mme.  Two  in  a  month,”  he  muttered  to  himself ;  “  one  there 
one  here  ;  my  best  and  truest.  What  matter,  Meah  ?  ”  he  continued 
aloud ;  “  soouct  dr  later  the  message  reaches  us  all.  Mine  might 
have  come  Iasi  night,  yet  I  am  here.” 

Was  this  the  old  Jogi  of  the  temple  of  Beejapoor  ?  the  sordid  lover 
of  gold,  the  pitiless  robber  and  murderer  ?  A  strange  contradiction 
in  character  as  in  acts ;  and  now,  sobbing  as  he  walked  out  into  the 
street,  Fazil  could  see  that  tears  were  wet  on  his  cheek,  and  glistened 
on  the  grizzled  moustache  where  they  had  fallen. 

“He  was  shot  here,”  said  the  chief,  pausing  at  the  gate,  “while 
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breaking  it  in  with  his  axe,  and  the  shot  came  from  that  loophole. 
When  I  got  in,  the  man  -who  fired  it  died  with  a  blow  where  he  sat, 
80  thon  wert  avenged,  my  poor  hound.  But  what  nse  is  it,  Meah, 
now  my  slave  is  gone  ?  Come ;  yon  have  already  seen  enough  of 
this  misery,  and  what  is  below  there  is  worse.  Will  you  go  on  ?  ” 

“Yes,  I  will  go,”  returned  Fazil.  “I  would  know  if  one  Vyas 
Shastree  was  slain,  with  others.” 

“Vyas  Shastree,  Meah!  ”  cried  the  chief.  “Why,  he  was  in  tho 
temple.  I  saw  him.  Ah,  the  poor  Shastree,  I  hope  not,  for  I  knew 
him  well — a  learned  Brahmun,  sir ;  indeed  come,  search  for  him  is 
at  least  an  object.” 

It  was  a  terrible  sight  as  they  advanced.  Why  dwell  on  it  ?  Many 
bodies  had  been  removed,  and  all  the  wounded ;  but  many  still 
remained,  men  and  women  together,  as  yet  unclaimed,  and  there  was 
blood  everywhere,  glistening  and  drying  in  the  sun.  Near  the  temple 
porch  were  several  bodies  in  a  heap.  Pahar  Singh  looked  at  them 
all  narrowly,  but  the  Shastree  was  not  among  them.  One  of  the 
temple  attendants  was  sitting  in  the  vestibule,  weeping  in  stupid 
grief ;  the  chief  shook  him  roughly,  roused  him,  and  he  got  up. 

“Didst  thou  see  Vyas  Shastree?  ”  he  asked;  “was  he  hurt  last 
night  ?  V 

“He  was  killed,”  said  the  man,  “there,”  and  he  pointed  to  the 
entrance.  “  He  was  fighting,  and  a  negro  Idlled  him.  Ere  day  broke, 
they  took  him  up  and  carried  him  away.” 

“  Dead  ?  ”  asked  Fazil. 

“  Dead,”  said  the  man, — “  quite  dead ;  I  helped  to  put  him  upon  tho 
litter  they  brought  for  him,  and  they  have  burned  him  by  this  time*.” 

“And  his  wife  ?  ”  asked  the  chief,  “  Anunda  Bye?” 

“  Seek  her  at  her  house,”  said  the  man,  turning  away.  “  She  was 
not  here,  nor  Radha  Bye  either.  His  daughter  Tara  was  here,  but 
no  one  knows  what  became  of  her.”-  ^  ' 

It  Was  enough.  The  Shastree  was  dead.  Another  man  who  ad¬ 
vanced  from  behind  the  shrine  said  the  same,  and  Fazil  need  ask  no 
more.  He  looked  around — the  place  was  slippery  with  blood,  and 
dark,  except  fqr  a  dim  lamp  in  the  shrine.  He  looked  in, — the  altar 
was  bloody,  and  the  image,  its  rich  clothes  tom  and  dabbled  in 
blood,  lay  beneath,  on  its  back,  as  it  had  fallen.  The  dim  ray  of  the 
lamp  fell  upoh  it,  upon  a  few  gold  ornaments  still  about  its  neck  and 
arms,  and  upon  the  weirf  riiby  eyes,  that  seemed  to  him  to  glow 
with  a  fiendish  expression' of  malice.  ~ 

“  Evil  spirit,”^  he  said,  turning  away,  if  thou  art  in  being  a^ong 
the  devils,  thou  art  at  least  helpless  to  rise,  or  to  avenge  thyselfr^liC 
there  for  ever.  Why  does  the  blessed  Alia  suffer  ihf  domination  ?  ” 

“Cbfno  away,”efitd  Pahar  Singh  to  the  ybtmg  man.  “Faugh! 
the  place  is  evil;  cemft — go tiot  hear  the  Mother,  she  may  hurt 
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“  Do  you  believe  in  her  ?  ”  asked  Fazil, 

I  fear  her,  was  the  reply ;  “  she  is  very  greedy  and  very  terrible  : 
she  takes  life  for  life,  and  more  besides.  Come — we  will  see  after 
these  women  :  I  know  the  Shastree’s  house.” 

Life  for  life,  and  more  besides !  Those  words  came  back  with  a 
strange  vividness  upon  Fazil’s  memory  in  after  times.  Then,  thev 
but  excited  a  shudder  of  regret  at  the  superstition  which  suggested 
them. 

‘‘ O  that  I  had  come  up  here,  instead  of  going  below  !  ”  said  Fazil 
to  his  companion.  ‘‘  Had  1  but  known  the  place,  I  would  have  done 
so.  0  my  father,  why  was  this  done  ?  ” 

<  could  not  have  been  stayed,  Meah.  As  they  say  in  Persian, 

Shooduni-fehooduni  what  is  to  be,  is  to  be,”  returned  Pahar 
Singh ;  that  matter,  why  did  I  bring  your  father  and  his 

men  at  all  ?  Some  of  those  pig-headed  servants  of  Nimbalkur’s 
began  it  by  shutting  the  gate,  and  killing  my  poor  Rama ;  and  after 
the  Peer  Sahib’s  cry  of  ‘  Deen,  Been !  ’  you  might  as  well  h%re  tried 
to  stop  the  Beema  in  flood  as  the  men.  All  I  could  do  was  to  save 
Nimbalkur  and  others,  while  the  Peer  was  pulling  down  the  Mother 
from  her  altar,  and  spitting  on  her.  Aha !  holy  priest !  we  shall  see 
who  is  strongest,  the  Mother  or  thee.  Bless  God  for  it,  Meah,  that 
thy  father  had  nothing  to  do  with  that ;  and,when  the  Peer  proposed 
to  send  for  cows  to  slay  there,  he  would  not  have  it  done.” 

Fazil  sighed.  It  was  not  that  he  feared  the  goddess  Mother, 
though  of  her  power  then,  as  now,  there  was  an  undefined  dread 
among  Mahomedans,  and  ceremonies  of  propitiation,  and  deprecation 
of  ovB,  were'  often  performed  privately  even  among  the  most  strict  in 
religious  matters  ;  but  he  dreaded  the  effect  on  the  Mahratta  people 
at  large.  No  one  could  know  of  the  time  reason  of  Afzool  Khan’s 
advance  on  the  town ;  the  plunder  and  desecration  of  the  temple 
would  seem  to  all  to  have  been  the  actual  purpose ;  and  the  deed 
would  produce  a  shudder  of  execration,  he  well  knew,  from  one  end 
of  Maharastra  to  the  other. 

Thus  conversing,  they  reached  the  upper  gate,  where  one  of  the 
men  in  attendance  on  the  dying  retainer  met  them.  The  tears  on 
his  face  needed  no  speech  to  explain  them.  “He  is  dead,”  said  the 
man;  “he  never  spoke  afterwards.” 

“My  poor  fellow!”  exclaimed  Pahar  Singh.  “Ah!  Meah,  the 
best  swordsman,  the  best  rider — hunchback  as  he  was — the  best  at 
all  his  weapons  of  all  that  I  have;  and  the  truest  heart  too,  rough 
and  faithful.  Well,  no  matter  now.  Is  Lukshmnn  there?”  he  con¬ 
tinued. 

“  No,  master,  he  is  not.  We  have  sent  for  him.” 

“  Do  not  delay.  Bury  Rama  at  once.  I  do  but  accompany  the 
young  Khan  ;  and  then  the  horn  will  sound.  Be  quick.” 
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They  passed  on,  turning  to  the  left,  into  a  sti’eet  which  ascended 
to  a  higher  level  in  the  town.  As  they  proceeded,  evidences  of 
plunder  and  violence  were  but  too  visible.  Here  a  patch  of  blood  on 
the  pavement  still  wet — there  portions  of  cloths, — brass  and  copper 
vessels  dropped  in  flight, — doors  broken  in  with  axes,  and  the  interior 
courts  of  such  hmascs  as  were  entered  in  dire  confusion — women  and 
men  alike,  weeping  and  wailing  bitterly. 

“  This  is  the  Shastree’s  house,  Meah,”  said  Pahar  Singh  ;  “  enter 
and  see.” 

There  was  no  one  in  it.  They  went  to  the  end  of  the  courts,  even 
to  that  in  which  was  the  temple  and  Tara’s  garden,  all  so  trim  arid 
neat.  The  body  of  an  Abyssinian  was  lying  among  the  flowers,  and 
another  of  a  Maliratta  near  him.  The  sacred  fire  was  still  smouldei’- 
ing  on  the  altar,  and  Pahar  Singh  reverently  lifted  soine^logs  of 
wood,  and  put  them  on  it.  Here  and  there  about  the  rooms  Avere 
splashes  of  blood  and  marks  of  violence,  but  none  of  the  room  doors 
were  open. 

“Their  property  is  safe,  Meah,”  said  the  chief;  “but  who  are 
alive,  and  Avho  dead?  There  is  no  one  here.  Let  us  ask  the  neigh¬ 
bours.” 

They  inquired  of  several.  One  man  said  that  Janoo  Naik  and 
the  toAvn  Ramoosccs  had  defended  the  house  and  beaten  off  plunderers; 
but  they  kneAv  nothing  of  the  Avomen. 

Come,  said  Pahar  Singh  to  Fazil,  “  we  lose  time  here.  Let 
us  seek  Janoo  Xiiik.  I  knoAA'  him.  He  Avill  be  at  the  Kucheri,  and 
Avill  knoAV  ;”  and  they  Avent. 

Janoo  Avas  found,  but  he  had  no  idea  of  telling  Pahar  Singh,  the 
robber  chief,  and  a  good-looking  JMussulman,  AAdicre  he  had  hidden 
Anunda  and  Radha,  who,  noAV'  safely  delivered  from  their  night- 
Avatch  on  the  ledge  of  the  rock,  had  been  guided  by  his  son  at  early 
daylight  over  the  hill  to  the  village  of  Afsinga,  Avhere  they  Avere  in 
.safety.  Janoo  had  returaed  to  his  post;  and  if  Fazil  and  Pahar 
Singh  had  opened  the  kitchen  door  they  Avould  have  found  five  of 
»is  men  in  it,  who  had  watched  theta  narrowly,  and  were  on  sruard 
over  the  house.  ” 

To  their  united  inquiries  Janoo  had  but  one  answer, — the  Abys- 
sinians  liad  attacked  the  house,  carried  off  the  women,  and  murdered 
f  liem.  “  Alas,  alas  !  ”  he  said,  pretending  to  Aveep  bitterly,  “  they  had 
not  even  Bramhuns’  rites.  They  were  flung  into  the  trench  without 
and  burmd  Avith  the  rest.  Alas,  alas !  and  so  beautiful  as  they 
doubt  ?  Look,  here  are  some  ornaments  of  theirs 
Avhich  1  am  going  to  give  to  the  Sirkar,”  and  he  showed  a  small 
bundle  tied  up  in  a  bloody  cloth,  the  contents  of  which  chinked  as 
be  handled  it. 

“  We  can  do  nothing  more,  I^tcali,”  .said  Pahar  Singh. 
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“  My  lord,  I  ate  their  salt — why  should  I  tell  a  lie  ?  ”  he  returned, 
with  a  real  expression  of  sorrow.  “  Go  and  see  if  they  be  in  their 
house.”  “  They  are  after  no  good,”  thought  Janoo  ;  “  and  if  I  could 
only,  find  Tara  Bye,  the  Shastree  would  give  me  a  gold  kniTa.  At 
any  rate,  I  have  prevented  them  asking  more  questions,  I  think.” 

“  Poor  girl,”  thought  Fazil,  “  she  is  desolate  indeed — father, 
mother,  all  dead.  Had  they  any  relatives  here  ?  ”  he  asked  of  the 
Kamoosee. 

“  None,  my  lord.  The  Shastree’s  elder  wife  came  from  Wyc  in 
the  Concan,  they  say  ;  and  the  last  one,  Moro  Trimmul’s  sister,  also 
from  thence.  Here  there  is  no  one ;  and  I  would  not  tell  them  if 
there  were,”  he  added  to  himself.  “What  do  they  want  with  them?” 

“We  had  better  go,  Meah  Sahib,”  said  Pahar  Singh.  “  1  will  but 
tell  Boorhan-oo-deen  the  Naib  to  seal  up  the  house  of  the  Shastree, 
and  guard  it  from  plunder,  and  join  thee  at  thy  father’s.  Do  not 
wait  for  me.” 

Fazil  went  on  sadly.  The  state  of  the  girl  whom  he  had  already 
rescued  from  violence,  affected  him  deeply.  So  beautiful,  so  strangely 
beautiful  to  him,  unaccustomed  to  see  the*^  higher  classes  of  Hindu 
women.  “  O  that  Zyna  was  here,”  he  thought.  “  She  might  be  a 
sister  to  her,  and  soothe  away  that  grief.  Who  can  break  to  her 
what  has  happened?” 

As  Pahar  Singh  had  predicted,  Fazil  found  his  father  and  the 
Peer  in  the  act  of  dismissing  the  Mahratta  sirdars,  apparently  with 
respect  ;i  for  there  was  a  silver  bottle  of  uttar  standing  upon  a  salver, 
and  a  tray  with  betel  leaves  on  it,  on  the  floor,  in  the  centre  of  the 
room.i;  ■Ibi’ahim  Hhan  and  several  other  officers  were  sitting  around, 
and  the  priest  had  apparently  relaxed  from  his  devotional  position. 
A  [servant  i  took  up  the  salver  and  tray  as  Fazil  entered,  and  the 
chiefs  -prepared  to  rise  at  the  signal,  as  did  also  the  Khan. 

"  ‘^Have  we  leave  to  depart,  Khaii  Sahib?”  said  an  elderly  man, 
with  long  white  moustaches. ''•  •  < 

r  “  Departin  peace,”  replied 'Afzool  Khan.  “  I  think  you  all  under¬ 
stand  now,  that  it  happened^  inadvertently.  ‘  Shooduni-Shooduni,’ 
^u  know — what  was  to  be,  was  to  be ;  and  what  is  done,  is  done. 
His  Majesty -^all  hear  favoumbly  of  your  visit  to  me!  Inshalla ! 
he, will  be  satisfied;'  and  all  intended  fines  and  confiscations  will  be 
averted.'  Only  ■for  that  Brahmun  intri^ier  ye  had  been  sa^e.  Did 
the  royal  troops  ever  interfere  with  ye  before  ?  Mashalla,  no ! '  tJl- 
hnmd-ul-illa.  No !  Astagh-fur.*oolIa  !  No  !  and  never  will  again.” 

“And  the  bounty  for  restoration  of  the  temple,  Khan 'Sahib?” 
said  the  old  chief  inquiringly,  * 

“  Ahem !  Good.  •  I  will  see  about  it;  yes,  I  have  no  doubt  the 
King  will  be  merciful.  Go  in  peace,”  said  the  Khan  decided^lv;* 
and,  saluting  them  againj  they ’passed out.  -  ’  ^  " 
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“  You  see  they  are  satisfied,  son,”  said  the  Khan  quickly ;  “  we 
have  told  them  it  could  not  have  been  helped,  and  they  agree. ,  Well, 
what  didst  thou  see  ?  Did  Pahar  Singh  tell  thee  how  they  fired 
first?”  ’y 

“  He  did,  father !  he  told  me  all,  and  I  have  seen  all.  I  pray  the 
merciful  Alla  never  to  show  mo  such  a  sight  again.  O  father,  how 
many  houses  are  desolate  and  in  misery  which  were  happy  homes 
last  night  before  we  came  !  ” 

“  Ameen  !  my  son,’  returned  the  Khan,  sighing :  “  yes,  we  all  say 
so  now.  Do  we  not,  Huzrut?  But  they  fired  first,  and  what  was 
to  be  was  to  be  !  ” 

“  And  the  idol  was  overthrown ;  that  image  of  the  devil’s  mother,” 
cried  the  priest  grimly.  “  Didst  thou  see  that,  Meah  ?  ” 

“  I  did,”  said  Fazil,  “  and  rejoiced,  though  those  devilish  red  eyes 
liaunt  me  still.” 

“  I  s^Dat  on  them,  Meah,  while  they  glared  at  me  from  the  ground,” 
said  the  Peer  savagely;  “and  I,  too,  see  them  still,  flashing  though 
the  priest’s  blood  which  gushed  out  upon  them.  But  what  fear, 
Meah,  what  fear?  What  sayeth  the  holy  book,  chapter  twenty* 
second?  ‘Verily  the  idols  which  ye  provoke,  beside  God,  can  never 
create  even  a  single  fly  ;’  no,  nor  hurt  one  either,  my  son.  Where¬ 
fore  there  is  no  fear — no  fear;  be  comforted,”  7  >1  •  .( • 

Fazil  thought  the  priest  shuddered  as  ho  shrugged  his  shoulders, 
and,  shutting  his  eyes,  settled  himself  once  more  on  his  heels,  and 
Ijegan  telling  his  beads  with  g^eat  devoutness.  So  a  general  silence 
fell  among  them. 


CHAPTER  LX. 

The  silence  was  oppressive.  The  Khan  was  smoking,  and  the  dull, 
monotonous  gurgle  of  the  hookah  went  on  incessantly,  almost  iiTi- 
tating  Fazil,  and  provoking  him  to  speak  again;  but  his  father  had 
shut  his  eyes,  and  puffed  mechanically,  emitting  the  smoke  through 
his  nostrils,  and  the  piiest  was  evidently  absorbed  in  devotional  con¬ 
templation.  Any  interruption  would  be  welcome. 

“They  have  brought  up  the  prisoner,”  said  Ibrahim  Khan,  a 
strangely  silent  man,  but  good  soldier,  who  rarely  spoke  to  any  one, 
“  He  is  nov/  entering  the  court  door ;  shall  ho  be  ordered  in  ?  ” 

“  Ay !  ”  said  Afzool  Khan,  “  let  him  be  disposed  of  before  our 
breakfast.  That  kicheri,  Khan  Sahib  ?” 

“  Inshalla,  it  will  soon  be  ready ;  I  will  go  and  see  to  it,”  he  replied ; 
and  he  got  up  and  w'ent  out,  as  Gopal  Singh,  Lukshmun,  and  some 
others  entered.  Moro  Pundit  w’as  bound  as  before,  ^vith  a  turban 
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round  liis  neck,  the  end  of  which  was  held  by  Lnkshmun  with  one 
hand,  while  the  other  grasped  a  heavy  naked  sabre.  The  girl  Gunga 
followed  them. 

Afzool  Khan,  the  priest,  and  Fazil  looked  at  the  Brahman  from 
head  to  foot ;  but  he  did  not  quail,  or  betray  any  emotion  whatever, 
except  that  his  broad  chest  was  heaving  under  the  bandage,  and  his 
hands,  which  just  appeared  below  it,  were  tightly  clenched. 

“This  is  Moro  Trimmul,”  said  Gopal  Singh;  “we  all  know  him. 
He  used  to  lodge  here  with  the  Gosais,  and  they  are  all  here  to  speak 
to  him.  Is  it  not  true,  O  Bawas.^”  he  continued  to  some  of  the 
household  who  crowded  in. 

“  It  is  he,  my  lord,  sure  enough,”  ciued  several  of  the  Gosais  in  a 
breath ;  “  it  is  Moro  Trimmul,  who  lived  here.” 

“  Have  ye  got  his  papers  ?  ”  asked  the  priest. 

“  They  are  most  likely  in  the  panniers  and  bags  on  the  ponies,” 
said  Gopal  Singh,  “or  in  the  palankeen.  What  matter  ? — here  is 
the  man  himself.” 

“  Ask  him,  my  sou,  if  he  has  aught  to  say.  Ask  him  in  his  own 
tongue,”  said  the  Khan.  “  We  would  not  destroy  him  unheard.” 

Fazil  put  the  question. 

“  I  did  not  intend  to  speak,”  said  Moro*  Trimmul,  “  for  I  am  in 
hands  which  know  no  mercy,  and  I  need  none.  All  who  take  work 
like  mine  are  prepared  to  die  at  any  hour.  All  I  ask  of  ye  is  to  let 
this  girl  go ;  she  is  a  poor  Moorlee  who  was  faithful  to  mo.  Let  her 
go,  Khan  Sahib,  with  the  gold  I  gave  her.  As  for  me,  as  you  have 
slain  many  innocent  Brahmuns,  I  am  not  to  be  spared,  for  I  have 
done  all  I  needed,  and  my  mission  is  ended.” 

“  "What  hast  thou  done  ?  ”  asked  the  priest. 

“Thou  art  a  priest  of  thy  faith,”  answered  the  man,  “I  one  of 
mine  ;  what  thou  dost  and  wouhlst  do  for  thy  faith,  I  would  do  and 
have  been  doing  for  mine.  Does  that  content  thee  ?” 

“Enough!”  cried  the  Khan,  “he  confesses.  What  shall  we  do 
with  him  ?” 

“  Let  him  die,  father,”  said  Fazil  solemnly.  “  He  was  contriving 
more  evil  than  you  know  of,  as  his  face  tells, — now  look  at  it  as  I 
speak, — yes  :  and  he  would  have  done  it  too.  Let  him  die.” 

As  Fazil  spoke,  a  grey  ashy  paleness  overspread  the  Brahman’s 
face,  and  a  shudder  pasSed  through  him;  but  he  did  not  answer,  and 
taking,  as  it  were,  a  long  inspiration,  drew  himself  up  to  his  full 
height,  closing  his  fingers  convulsively. 

“  Fazil,”  asked  his  father,  “  dost  thou  say  death,  my  son  ?  ” 

“  I  do,”  said  Fazil,  “  in  justice  for  this  man’s  evil  deeds,  which 
have  brought  misery  to  hundreds,  and  will  yet  cause  more.” 

“  Shabash,”  cried  the  priest,  “  Ul-humd-ul-illa  !  there  is  good  stuff 
in  thee  yet,  Meah.  What  sayeth  the  holy  book,  chapter  forty-seven? 
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‘  When  ye  encounter  the  unbelievers,  strike  off  their  heads,  until  ye 
have  made  a  great  slaughter.’  Yes,  let  him  die.” 

Afzool  Khan  mused  for  a  while.  The  priest’s  quotation  was 
correct,  and  his  own  fanaticism  confirmed  it.  Was  he,  however,  so 
appalled  by  the  recent  destruction  of  innocent  Hindu  life,  that  he 
hesitated  as  to  this  one  ?  or  Avas  it  in  regard  to  the  fact  that  Moro 
Trimmul  was  a  Brahmun,  and  the  popular  objection  to  putting  such 
men  to  death  being  great,  that  he  now  hesitated  ?  Both  causes 
probably  combined  to  influence  him. 

“I  am  not  going  to  do  it,  Punditjee,”  said  Lukshmun  to  Moro 
Trimmul  in  a  wliisper,  “  because  thou  art  a  Brihmun ;  but  there  is 
no  harm  wishing  thee  as  sharp  a  sword  as  this  is.  See  !  ” 

Moro  Trimmul  looked  askance  at  the  hunchback  as  he  would  have 
done  at  a  reptile,  and  shrank  instinctively  from  him.  They  saw  his 
eye  wander  along  the  edge  of  the  bi'ight  blade  from  hilt  to  point ; 
but  though  he  shuddered  perceptibly,  he  said  nothing. 

Afzool  Khan  took  his  chin  and  beard  in  his  hand,  leaned  his  elbow 
on  his  knee,  looked  furtively  once  or  twice  under  his  bushy  eyebroAvs 
at  the  priest  and  Pazil  in  turn,  but  did  not  speak,  and  again  resumed 
his  position.  The  prisoner’s  large  bright  eyes  were  fixed  on  him  with 
an  intensely  inquisitive  and  earnest  expression,  and  drops  of  SAA'eat 
gathered  on  his  brow  and  temples  ;  but  though  his  life  hung  on  a 
Avord,  there  was  no  fear  Ausible,  and  Fazil  could  not  repress  admira¬ 
tion  of  the  man’s  calm  bearing  and  contempt  of  death. 

“  It  cannot  be,  Huzrut,  yet,”  said  Afzool  Khan  at  length  ;  “we 
have  much  to  learn  from  him  ;  and,  after  all,  son,  he  was  but  doing 
his  duty  truly  and  faithfully.  If  I  had  sent  thee  on  such  an  errand, 
or  the  King  had  sent  thee,  wouldst  thou  not  have  done  the  same  ? 
Take  him  aAA-ay,  put  irons  on  him.  He  must  be  sent  to  the  King, 
and  judged  at  Beejapoor.” 

“  Where  thou  wilt  die  under  the  Goruk  Imlee  tree  like  Jehandar 
Beg,”  said  Lukshmun.  “Ah,  yes,  that  was  a  clean  stroke  of  Rama’s; 
and  they  don’t  care  for  Brahmuns  there.” 

At  that  moment  Pahar  Singh  entered.  “  Yes,  that  is  the  man,” 
he  said,  looking  intently  at  the  Brahmun.  Then  tm’ning  to  his 
follower,  “Go,  Lukshmun,”  he  said,  “they  seek  thee.  Rama  is  dead, 
and  thou  shouldst  go  and  pour  the  water  at  his  burial.” 

“  Dead !  ”  cried  the  man,  starting  back,  and  dropping  the  end  of 
the  turban.  “  Bead !  0  no,  master,  not  Rama !  ” 

“  Go,  and  thou  wilt  see,”  said  the  chief,  turning  away. 

Lukshmun  spoke  no  AA’’ord.  They  saw  his  broad  chest  heai^ing, 
and  he  gasped  for  breath.  The  shock  was  too  sudden  and  great,  and 
he  fell  senseless  against  the  wall.  In  doing  so  the  gold  zone  which 
he  had  hung  over  his  arm  rolled  away. 

“It  is  mine,”  said  Gunga,  picking  it  up,  and  clasping  it  about  her 
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waist.  “He  gave  it  me,  ask  him;”  and  she  pointed  to  the  Brahmnn; 
“  ask  him ;  and  that  fellow  would  have  stolen  it.  May  I  go  ?”  she 
continued,  addressing  the  Khan ;  “lam  only  a  poor  Moorlee  of  the 
temple  ;  you  do  not  need  me.” 

“  Surely,”  said  the  Khan,  “  we  want  no  women.  Go  !  ”  and  she 
made  a  humble  salutation  to  him,  and  turned  aside. 

“Is  he,  too,  dead?”  asked  Pahar  Singh,  turning  to  Inikshmun. 
“  They  were  twins,  ye  see,  sirs,”  he  said  to  the  bystanders,  “and  his 
spirit  may  have  gone  after  his  brother’s.” 

But  it  was  not  so.  1/ukshmun  had.  fainted,  and  revived  as  water 
was  poured  dpwn  his  throat  and  a  man  fanned  him  with  a  cloth. 
He  looked  about  him  dreamily  ;  then  some  one  raised  him  up,  and 
led  him  away. 

“And  he?”  asked  Pahar  Singh  of  the  Khan,  pointing  to  Moro 
Trimmul.  “  Is  he  to  die  ?  what  will  ye  do  with  him,  Khan  Sahib  1^-” 

“  Not  yet ;  he  will  go  to  Beejapoor,”  returned  the  Khan,  “  and 
answer  for  his  deeds  to  the  Kiner.” 

“It  is  just,”  replied  the  chief;  “he  has  only  done  what  a  good 
servant  should  do.  He  tempted  me  for  his  master,  as  I  could  have 
tempted  him - ” 

“  That  is  just  what  I  said,”  said  the  Khan,  interrupting. 

“  And  he  took  no  man’s  life,”  continued  the  chief,  “  and  the  law 
will  spare  his.”  . 

“  The  law,”  interrupted  the  pi-iest  scornfully,  “the  blessed  law  is 
not  for  infidels,  save  for  their  destruction.  Por  what  is  written  in 
chapter  forty-seven - ” 

“  Peace,”  cried  the  Khan,  who  dreaded  a  dispute  between  them, 
let  it  pass.  I  have  spared  him.  Take  him  away — keep  him  with 
the  standaixl  of  the  Paigah,  and  let  no  man  or  woman  have  speech 
of  him  ;  he  can  cook  his  own  food.” 

They  led  Moro  Trimmul  away.  He  said  nothing ;  but  Fazil  saw  a 
smile  of  triumph,  he  thought,  flash  over  his  grave  features.  When 
they  looked  for  the  girl  Gunga  she  had  gone  also,  and  was  not  to  be 
seen.  Fazil,  too,  had  disappeared.  As  the  Elhan’s  breakfast  was 
brought,  the  kicheri  and  kabohs  he  loved  so  well,"  he  washed  his 
hands,  and  waited  awhile'for  Fazil’s  return;  but  able  to  contain 
himself  no  longer,  drew  near  to  the  smoking  dish,  and  crying,  “Bis- 
milla!  ho,  the  priest,  and  those  present,  after  the  necessary  ablutions, 
plunged  their  hands  into  the  pile  of  rice,  and  ate  heartily. 

Fazil  could  no  longer  restrain  himself.  He  had  promised  the  girl 
he  ^d  left  below  the  pass,  to  get  news  of  her  people  for  her;  and, 
taking  advantage  of  Pahar  Singh’s  entrance,  and  the  confusion 
occasioned  by  Lukshmun’s  fall,  had  slipped  out  unobserved;  .It  was 
but  a  short  distance,  his  horse  was  still  saddled,  and' he  mounted  and 
rode  as  rapidly  as  he  could  down  the  hill. 
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The  men  were  where  he  had  left  them,  under  the  trees  by  the 
rivulet,  Shere  Khan  was  on  foot,  standing  by  the  palankeen,  point¬ 
ing  to  the  road  and  to  Fazil  as  he  descended.  Some  of  the  men  were 
on  horseback,  others  lying  in  the  shade  holding  their  horses’  bridles. 

As  he  neared  the  palankeen,  the  old  man  slowly  advanced,  and 
Fazil  could  see  there  were  tears  on  his  fm-rowed  cheek.  He  saluted 
the  young  Klian  respectfully,  and  put  his  hand  on  his  saddle-bow. 

“  I  never  saw  grief  like  hers,”  he  said,  “  nor  such  fear,  nor  misery, 
at  your  delay.  ‘  Why  did  he  go  ?  ’  was  all  she  could  say  at  first— 
and  since  I  soothed  her,  she  has  cried  the  more —  ‘  Why  doth  he 
delay  ?’  Once  I  persuaded  her  to  go  and  wash  her  face  at  the  river 
and  drink  water,  and  she  did  so,  and  was  the  better  of  it.  And, 
O  ileah  !  she  is  so  beautiful  I  Even  our  rough  men  say  she  is  a  Peri, 
not  a  woman.  Speak  gently  to  her,  lileah.” 

Fazil  dismounted  and  walked  on.  A  large  space  had  been  left 
about  the  palankeen,  and  no  one  had  intruded  upon  Tara.  Towards 
the  rivulet  the  doors  were  open,  and  she  was  sitting  on  the  edge  of 
the  litter,  but  Avith  her  feet  on  the  ground  without,  and  her  face 
buried  in  her  knees.  She  did  not  look  up  till  the  young  man  was 
close  to  her ;  then,  with  iirepressible  emotion,  she  threw  herself  at 
his  feet, 

“  0  take  me  to  them  !  ”  she  cried  piteously — “  take  me  to  them  ! 
they  are  Avaiting  for  me,  they  are  looking  for  their  Taiu !  O  sir, 
they  Avill  not  rest,  or  eat,  tiU  they  know  I  am  safe.  Let  me  go^ — 
take  me  to  them.  Why  am  I  detained  ?  I  have  done  no  cauI  !  ” 
“Rise,”  said  Fazil.  ^‘rise — I  may  not  touch  thee  to  raise  thee  up; 
but  Alla  has  laid  a  heavy  hand  on  thee,  and  thoii  must  listen  to  true 
AA'ords,  though  they  bring  thee  such  affliction  as  thou  hast  not  knoAvn 
in  thy  young  life.”  .  , 

Tara  raised  herself  to  her  knees  and  looked  up.  0,  the  miseiy  of 
those  great  eyes  in  AA'hich  AA'ere  no  tears — red,  dry,  and  glistening: 
Avhile  the  sweet  features  quivered  uu4cr  beAvildenug  anticipations 
of  Avhat  Avas  to  follow.  Fazil  could  not  bear  to  look  on  her,  and 
turned  aAyay.  “Would  there  were  anyone  else  to,  tell  thee  but  me,” 
he  said,  “  it  AA'quld,  be  A\'ell.” 

“Speak,”  she  replied  calmly,  “there  is  no  deceit  in  your  tongue — 
he  .whom  you  left  AAuth  me  says  so  ;  he  told  me  you  Avould  not  deceive 
me,  and  this  suspense  is  terrible,  do  not  prolong  it— speak.  I  aa^II 
listen.”  , 

“Kor  AA-ill  I,”  returned  Fazil ;  “sit  down  as  tlibu  Avast,  and  may 
God  keep  thy  heart,  as  I  tell  thee  of  thy  misery.  Yesterday  there 
Avere  a  father,  a  mother,  another  Avife,  and  thyself,  in  a  happy  home. 
Now  three  are  gone,  and  thou  art  here.” 

,  He  sa\y  hei’,  as  he  spoke,  clutching  nervously  at  her  throat,  which 
v/as  hea.vimr  convulsively,  and  trying  to  swallow  ;  and  ere  he  could 
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coraplete  the  sentence  she  had  fallen  sideways  from  her  seat  against 
the  door  of  the  litter,  and  lay  there,  powerless,  for  an  instant.  His 
habitnal  respect  for  women  would  have  prevented  his  touching  her, 
but  she  was  so  helpless  that  he  raised  her  up,  and,  taking  a  pillow 
from  the  inside  of  the  palankeen,  placed  it  behind  her,  supporting  it 
with  his  arm. 

Gradually  she  seemed  to  recover  a  little.  “  Dead,”  she  said  gently, 
“  all  dead !  0  Holy  Mother,  why  is  this  ?  Why  am  I  not  taken 

too  ?  ”  and  she  shuddered,  and  cowered  down,  shrinking  from  him. 

Fazil  thought  the  truth  might  rouse  her,  and  he  was  right.  He 
dreaded  her  becoming  insensible. 

“  Yes,  so  it  has  pleased  God,”  he  said.  “  Thy  father  was  killed, 
fighting  in  the  temple ;  and  in  the  confusion  afterwards,  robbers 
attacked  the  house  where  vour  mother  was  and  the  other,  and  they 
also  died.” 

“Ho  — no,  it  ’could  not  be !  ”  cried  Tara,  quickly  and  eagerly. 
“  Janoo  Hiiik  would  be  there  ;  he  would  fight  for  them  and  protect 
them.” 

“  Jiinoo  himself  told  me  this  ;  he  told  me  he  saw  them  dead — two 
women,  very  fair,  the  elder  Anunda,  and  the  younger  wife,  Radha 
Bye.  Some  of  Janoo’s  people  are  killed  in  the  house,  and  he  could 
not  save  them.  Thy  father  ?  ”  he  continued,  as  ho  saAv  her  lips  ap¬ 
parently  moving,  though  the  word  was  not  spoken.  “  Yes,  two  men, 
priests  in  the  temple,  Khundoo  Bhopey  and  Rama  Bhopey — I  asked 
their  names — who  lifted  him  upon  the  litter  in  which  he  was  carried 
away,  said  he  was  dead  and  already  burned.  What  can  I  do  with 
thee  or  for  thee  now  ?  ”  he  continued.  “  Speak,  and  I  will  do  it,  lady, 
truly  and  faithfully  ” 

“  Is  it  true  ?  ”  she  asked  dreamily,  and  with  a  rough  husky  voice, 
and  staring  at  him  with  those  great  scared  eyes.  “  The  Bhopeys 
would  not  tell  lies.” 

“  I  swear  it  by  the  dead,  it  is  true,”  replied  Fazil.  “  I  have  neither 
rested  nor  eaten  till  I  found  out  the  truth.  Had  there  been  any  one, 
even  r  servant,  I  would  have  sent  for  thee.  Janoo  told  me  there 
was  no  one  belonging  to  thee  in  the  town,  no  relativi  s ; — and  the 
Brahmuns  are  all  fled.  Men  say  they  will  not  return  "co  a  polluted 
shrine,  and  Janoo  Naik  and  others  said  you  had  relatives  at  Wye, 
where  we  are  going.” 

“  Yes,”  she  said  calmly,  and  as  if  echoing  his  words,  “  there  are 
relatives  at  Wye.  Sukya  Bye  is  there  —and — no  matter.  Yes.  I  will 
go  there — let  me  go.” 

“My  mother  and  sister  will  be  with  us,”  added  Fazil,  “come  to 
them.  Zyna  will  be  a  sister  to  thee,  and  no  harm  shall  come  nigh 
thee.  I  would  use  no  force — it  must  be  of  thiue  own  free  will ;  but 
the  town  yonder  is  filled  with  dead  and  dying,  the  temple  is  desolate, 
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there  is  no  one  of  thy  people  alive,  and  thou  wouldst  die  of  fear  and 
sorrow.  Como  with  us ;  Shore  Khan  will  take  care  of  thee,  as  of  a 
daughter,  till  we  reach  my  sister.  I  will  not  come  nigh  thee,  but 
ho  will  tell  me  of  thee.  0  lady,  I  am  not  false  !  I  am  a  stranger  to 
ihce ;  but  Alhi  threw  me  in  thy  path,  when  else,  di.shonour  was  before 
thee.  From  that,  at  least,  I  saved  thee,  and  thou  kuowest  it.” 

“  Who  art  thou  ?  ”  she  said  gently ;  “  yes,  I  was  saved  from  worse 
than  death — who  saved  me?  ” 

“  I,  Fazil,  the  son  of  Afzool  Khan  of  Beejapoor,”  he  said. 

“  They  say  Pathans  respect  women’s  honour,”  she  returned,  rousing 
herself.  “A  poor  orphan  girl  will  not  be  without  pity  in  your  sight. 
Ah !  Bii’,  I  am  sorely  bewildered  now,”  she  continued,  beating  help¬ 
lessly  with  her  hands  on  her  lap.  “  I  cannot  think  or  siieak,  and  my 
heart  is  dried  up  ;  but  he  told  me — that  old  man — that  you  were  true, 
and  they  loved  you,  all  of  them ! — and  so  bo  kind  to  Tara,  and  do 
not  deceive  her;  she  will  die  soon,  and  go  av/ay,  and  will  ti’oubleyou 
no  moi’e.” 

“  By  Alla !  by  my  sister’s  honour !  I  will  be  true  to  thee,  0  lady  !  ” 
cried  Fazil  earnestly  ;  “  truer  than  thou  canst  now  think.  Enough ; 
when  thou  art  with  Zyna  thou  wilt  know  all ;  till  then  thou  wilt  not 
see  me.  Call  the  bearers,”  he  continued,  to  Shere  Khan ;  “  take  her  on 
to  camp,  wherever  it  is  ;  get  guides  from  the  next  village  yonder. 
Procure  her  food  by  the  way,  if  she  will  eat.  Here  are  twenty  men 
v;ith  the  litter ;  they  will  take  thee  into  Sholapoor.  Hark !  ”  he  con¬ 
tinued  to  the  men  as  they  approached,  “  take  this  palankeen  into 
Sholapoor  at  once,  and  ye  shall  have  fifty  rupees  from  Afzool  Khan. 
Fear  not,  lady  !  ”  he  said  once  more  to  Tara  ;  “  thou  wilt  be  Shere 
Klian’s  daughter  till  thou  art  with  my  sister.”  Then,  mounting  his 
horse,  he  rode  rapidly  up  the  pass. 

Tai*a  followed  his  figure  with  her  eyes,  and  her  heart  went  with 
them.  He  was  so  kind,  so  gracious,  and  so  beautiful.  She  could 
not  realize  the  fact  of  her  sudden  misery  and  desolation,  and  yet  slie 
could  not  doubt  it.  Ashe  disappeared  behind  a  turn  in  the  road,  the 
sense  of  that  desolation  became  more  acutely  painful.  But  she  had 
no  time  for  thought.  Shere  Khan  rode  up,  bid  her  shut  the  doors  of 
the  litter,  and  told  her  he  should  not  leave  it;  and  a  moment  after¬ 
wards  she  felt  it  was  taken  up,  and  carried  forward  at  a  rapid  pace, 
while  the  old  soldier  caracoled  by  her  side,  and  the  horsemen  spread 
themselves  around  her,  to  screen  as  well  as  to  protect  the  convcyanco 
in  which  she  lay. 
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Eazil  Kean  rode  rapidly  up  the  pass,  for  he  knew  his  father  would 
await  his  coming  ere  he  gave  the  final  orders  for  the  march.  IVuth 
to  say,  he  was  hungry  enough,  and  a  breakfast  upon  Ibrahim  Khan’s 
kicheri  and  kabobs  would  bo  very  welcome.  As  he  reached  the  top, 
a  busy  scene  presented  itself.  Wherever  he  looked,  little  fires  were 
lighted  between  three  large  stones,  upon  which  the  small  cooking- 
pans  used  by  the  men,  and  carried  in  their  saddle-bags,  were  placed ; 
and  the  savoury  smells  which  issued  from  them,  and  pervaded  the 
air,  proved  that  the  stews  and  curries  within  were  in  very  satisfactory 
progress,  and  were  certainly  very  provocative  of  appetite.  While 
one  member  of  a  small  mess  watched  the  pot,  others  were  kneading 
dough,  or  patting  out  “  chupatees  ”  or  unleavened  cakes,  with  theii* 
hands,  and  baking  them  on  their  “towas”  or  iron  plates.  Hundreds 
of  these  operations  were  going  on  simultaneously  in  every  direction; 
for  the  force  had  a  long  day’s  march  before  it  to  Sholapoor.  There 
would  be  no  midway  halt,  and  men  and  horses  must  alike  be  fed. 
Everywhere,  too,  the  merry  laugh,  the  broad  joke  or  banter  inci¬ 
dental  to  camp  life,  resounded  among  the  rude  soldiery,  and  the 
cries  of  sellers  of  milk,  curds,  firewood,  and  fruit,  mingled  with  them 
pleasantly. 

Already  was  the  scene  of  the  night  before  forgotten.  The  dead 
for  the  most  part  had  been  buried  out  of  sight ;  and  if  grief  and 
misery  sat  at  the  heart  of  many  a  household  in  the  town — mourning 
for  relations  slain,  or  property  plimdered  or  destroyed, — ^in  the  camp 
without,  no  such  feeling, s  existed  among  the  fierce  and  fanatical  men. 
A  grim  satisfaction  prevailed  at  having  defiled  one  of  the  holiest 
slii-incs  of  the  Dckhan,  plundered  its  property,  and  slain  its  priests. 
To  all,  the  night’s  events  had  been  those  of  ordinary  skirmish  and 
excitement :  forgotten  with  the  next  potty  cares  of  life,  and  antici¬ 
pation  of  new  scenes  of  adventure, — and  ])ossibly  of  ne^v  plunder. 

“  Where  ha.st  thou  been,  Meah  Sahib  ?”  cried  one  of  a  knot  of  his 
own  men,  w  hom  he  met  almost  as  he’ reached  the  plain  above  the 
pass.  “The  Khan  Sahib  has  been  searching  for  thee,  and  is  anxious. 
Ah  !  when  wilt  thou  Icam  caution,  and  take  some  of  us  at  least  with 
thee  ?  Remember  this  is  not  Beejapoor,  and  the  people  are  not  in 
good  humour  after  last  night.  Any  fclloAv  with  a  gtm  behind  one  of 
tliose  I’ocks - ” 

“  Thanks,  friend,”  said  Fazil,  interrupting  him.  “I  did  but  go  to 
Shore  Khan  and  the  rest  of  them  below',  and  tell  them  to  precede 
us ;  but  thanks  for  the  caution  nevertheless.  Now,  get  ready  soon, 
for  I  shall  not  be  long  av/ay  from  ye,”  and  he  cantered  on  to  the  town 
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Giving  directions  for  a  led  horse  to  be  accoutred  for  him,  in  lieu 
of  that  which  had  carried  him  through  the  night,  Fazil  entered  tho 
Mutt  where  he  had  left  his  father,  and  found  him  girding  himself 
for  the  journey. 

“  Where  hast  thou  been,  son  ?  we  could  not  wait ;  l)ut  they  have 
kept  the  kicheri  hot  for  thee,  and  the  kabobs  are  good  ;  only  they 
have  too  much  pepper  and  garlic  in  them.  The  Khan’s  cookery  is 
not  refined,  my  son  :  not  like  thy  mother’s.  Inshalla !  she  will  have 
a  famous  dish  ready  for  us  this  evening,  for  I  am  going  to  send  On  Pj 
camel.  Hast  thou  any  message  ?” 

Fazil  knew  by  his  fathei^’s  volubility  that  he  was  in  good  humour. 
The  flurried,  anxious  expression  of  his  face  had  departed,  as  well 
under  the  influence  of  a  hearty  breakfast  as  owing  to  the  feeling 
that,  under  the  circumstanees,  he  had  really  done  his  best  to  smooth 
over  the  events  of  the  night.  It  was  unfortunate,  certainly,  that 
they  had  happened ;  but  it  could  not  be  helped  now.  A  donation 
from  the  King  wculd  soothe  the  Brahmuns.  So  he  had  again  sent 
for  the  local  Niiib,  and  charged  him  to  assure  all  of  his  sympathy  and 
sorrow.  Afzool  Khan  had  taken  advantage  of  the  Peer’s  absence  to 
do  this,  for  in  his  presence  he  would  have  feared  to  commit  himself 
by  expression  of  any  consideration  for  infidels. 

I  did  but  ride  down  the  pass,  father,”  replied  Fazil,  “to  speak 
with  Shore  Khan,  and  send  him  on  to  camp.  They  Avill  halt  by- 
and-by,  and  refresh  themselves.  Yes,  truly,  something  to  eat  will 
be  welcome;  therefore,  sit  down  and  rest.  We  have  a  long  ride 
before  us.” 

“  Tho  camel  is  ready,”  said  the  rider  of  it,  entering.  “  What  are 
your  orders 

“  Write  a  line  from  me  to  thy  mother,  Fazil,”  said  the  Khan,  “to 
say  she  is  to  have  kicheri  and  kabobs  ready  for  us,  and  that  we  have 
won  a  victory  with  httle  loss.  That  will  cheer  her,  and  put  her  in 
mind  of  old  days,  and  we  shall  have  a  glorious  dish.  Inshalla  !  we 
shall  be  hungry,  son  1  ” 

Fazil  wrote  What  was  needed  to  Lurlce,  and  added,  on  separate 
paper,  a  few  lines. to  Zyna,  to  take  care  of  Tara  on  her  arrival: 
There  was  no  time  to  wri^  her  story,  but  she  would  hear  pai'ticulars 
from  Tara  herself.  “  Take  this  at  your  best  speed,”  he  said  to  the 
man.  “  Give  it  into  the  hands  of  Goolab  Dane,  and  tell  her  it  is  for 
my  sister  only.  You  will  overtake  Shore  Khan  by  the  way.  Tell 
him  to  stop  where  he  likes,  r9fresh  the  men  and  horses,  and  push  on. 
It  is  of  moment  that  he  should  arrive  before  us,  and  he  is  already 
far  beyond  Sindphul.” 

“  Good,”  roplied  tho  map;  “your  orders  are  on  my  head  and  eyes, 
and  shall  Ko  done.”  In  a  few  moments  more,  the  clash  of  the  bells 
of  the  animal  he  rode  were  heard  as  he  started,  and  then  'died' away 
in  the  distance. 
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What  was  best  to  be  done  ? — to  tell  his  father  of  Tara’s  beings  sent 
on  nnder  escort  of  the  men,  or  to  leave  explanation  about  her  till  they 
reached  Sholapoor  ?  Fazil  thought  over  this  as  he  ate,  and  he  ate 
heartily  what  was  brought,  and  did  justice  to  it ;  while  his  father 
sat  and  looked  on  approvingly,  or  told  his  son  of  wdiat  had  been  done 
to  assure  the  people,  and  what  he  would  do,  in  spite  of  the  Peer,  to 
obtain  a  donation  for  the  temple.  “  Yes,  it  will  be  better  to  tell  him,” 
Fazil  thought.  “He  will  not  object,  as  he  is  in  this  complacent 
humour,  and  we  are  alone.” 

“  I  had  no  opportunity  of  speaking,  father,  before,  else  I  would 
have  told  you,”  he  said,  after  he  had  washed  his  hands  and  sat  down. 

“  What !  ”  interrupted  the  Khan,  who  detected  a  tone  of  embarrass¬ 
ment  in  Fazil’s  voice — “  what  has  happened  ?  Didst  thou  lose  any 
men  ?  Who  is  dead?” 

“No,  no,  father,  we  had  no  fighting,”  replied  Fazil.  “All  I  had 
to  say  was,  that  I  sent  the  lady  we  took,  with  Shore  Khan.  She 
had  a  palankeen,  and  the  bearers  said  they  would  take  her  to  Shola- 
poor  at  once.  There  were  twenty  of  them,  and  it  is  only  twelve 
coss.” 

“  A  lady,  son  !  Who  ?  ”  he  answered  in  an  indifferent  tone. 

“  A  Brahmun  girl,  father,  of  rank.  She  was  escaping  m  a  palan¬ 
keen,  and  we  took  her  when  we  took  Moro  Pundit.” 

“  Indeed  !  His  wife  perhaps  ?  ” 

“  No,  father ;  she  said  not.  She  has  nothing  to  do  with  him  ;  but 
she  was  in  such  grief  at  her  people  being  killed  in  the  town,  that  I 
could  only  make  out  she  had  relatives  at  Wye,  and  I  sent  her  on 
under  Shtu’e  Khan.  As  she  was  richly  dressed,  and  had  valuable 
jewels  on  her,  I  feared  to  send  her  back,  and  she  was  willing  to  go.” 

“  Poor  gii'l,  poor  girl,”  said  the  Khan,  sighing ;  “  and  she  is  young, 
you  say.  Alas,  alas  !  to  be  so  soon  a  widow !  ” 

“  Quite  young,  father — sixteen,  perhaps — and  very  beautiful.  0, 
so  beautiful !  I  never  saw  one  like  her  before.” 

“  Wonderful !  ”  returned  the  Khan.  “  Then  she  let  thee  see  her  ? 

.  .  .  Ah,  Palmr  Singh,  well,  so  you  are  already  prepared,”  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  as  the  chief  entered  the  room  suddenly,  and  saluted  them. 

“  Have  you  eaten  ?  Ai’e  your  people  ready  ?  We  go  on  to  Shola- 
iX)or.” 

“  I  am  come  to  bid  you  fai’cwell,  my  lord,”  said  the  chief.  “  I  have 
done  my  work  with  you  for  the  present.  My  duty  is  not  wn'th  the 
army,  but  on  tlm  marches ;  and  I  hear  of  a  raid  by  the  Golconda 
people  which  I  must  see  to.  IMy  nephew  Gopal  Singh  would  fain 
have  accompanied  your  son,  but  I  cannot  spare  him.  He  is  my  only 
stay  since — since  ....  no  matter.  My  men  would  be  worce  than 
useless  to  you,  and  you  will  not  miss  what  I  could  scud.  Neverthe¬ 
less,  if - ” 
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“  No,  no,”  said  the  Khan,  who  in  truth  had  dreaded  rather  than 
desired  Pahar  Singh’s  company,  and  that  of  his  lawless  freebooters  ; 
“  no,  you  are  better  here  in  your  own  countiy,  and  I  have  already 
weakened  the  force  too  much  at  Nuldroog  to  withdraw  you.” 

“  Then  we  may  go,  Khan?  ” 

“  Certainly ;  you  are  honourably  dismissed  with  thanks,  and  men¬ 
tion  will  be  made  of  you,  when  I  write,  as  you  deserve.” 

“  I  have  only  one  thing  to  say,  Khan  Sahib, — and  I  pray  you  to 
pardon  my  saying  it, — and  that  is,  beware  of  Moro  Pundit.  “^Had  I 
been  a  Mussulman  like  you,  I  had  not  spared  him  :  but  as  you  have 
done  so,  it  is  not  for  me,  a  Rajpoot,  to  be  concerned  in  a  Brahmun’s 
death,  He  is  faithful  to  his  cause,  and  he  cannot  be  true  to  you.” 

“  He  can  do  no  harm,  friend,”  said  the  Khan,  laughing.  “  I  fancy 
the  Nimbalkur  and  others  have  had  a  good  lesson,  and  will  keep  quiet; 
and,  for  the  rest,  as  I  am  going  to  scotch  the  head  of  the  snake,  we 
need  not  fear  if  its  tail  writhes  a  little ;  it  can  do  no  harm :  but  I 
thank  you  for  your  caution  nevertheless,  and  you  will  see  to  my 
people  of  Afzoolpoor  and  its  villages?  ” 

“Surely,  Khan  Sahib;  be  under  no  apprehension — nothing  can 
molest  them.  Now,  put  your  hand  on  my  head  once  more,  embrace 
me,  and  let  me  go.” 

“  Co,”  said  the  Khan,  rising  and  doing  as  he  wished — “  go  ;  bo 
careful,  friend;  remember  the  royal  clemency,  and  be  true.” 

“  Will  you  come  with  me  for  a  moment,  Meah?  ”  said  Pahar  Singh, 
as  he  disengaged  himself  from  the  Khan’s  embrace.  ’ 

Fazil  got  up  and  followed  him.  As  they  emerged  from  the  court¬ 
yard  into  the  street,  Fazil  saw'  that  Gopal  Singh  and  others,  ready 
mounted,  awaited  their  chief,  and  they  saluted  him  courteously. 

“  Come  hither,  Lukshmun,”  said  the  chief. 

The  man  w'as  w'ell  mounted,  and  advanced.  Fazil  saw'  that  his 
cheeks  were  w'ct  w'ith  tears,  and  his  eyes  red  and  sw'ollen.  Hideous 
iis  the  face  now  was,  there  w'as  a  dignity  of  sorrow  in  it  w'hich  was 
not  nnimpi-essive. 

“Meah,  said  the  chief,  “this  is  a  foolish  slave  of  mine,  w'ho  im¬ 
plores  me  to  send  him  with  you ;  he  wants  no  pay,— only  food  and 
clothes,  and  forage  for  his  horse.  He  wall  be  faithful  to  you  in  all 
danger  and  trial,  and  knows  no  fear.  When  you  return  from  the 
campaign,  send  him  to  me  again.  Do  you  accept  him?” 

“  I  do,  Pahar  Singh,  and  will  be  to  him  as  you  were,  that  I  promise,” 
replied  Fazil. 

“  Then  dismount  and  kiss  the  young  Khan’s  feet,”  said  the  chief. 

^  Luk.shmun  obeyed  him,  dismounted,  and  prostrating  himself  before 
Fazil,  embraced  his  knees.  He  then  did  the  same  to  his  master, 
lying  at  his  feet,  and  sobbing  bitterly. 

“Get  up,  fool,”  said  the  chief  kindly,  drawing  the  back  of  his 
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hand  roughly  across  his  eyes.  “Go,  thou  art  safer  with  Jiim  than 
with  me,  go!  Take  him,  Meah,”  he  continued,  ])utting  the  man’s 
hand  into  Fazil’s,  who  raised  him  up.  “Take  him  ;  he  willfbo  to 
you  the  faithful  hound  he  was  to  me  and  my  hoy  yonder :  wo  can 
ill  .spare  him,  but,  aTter  what  has  happened,  he  is  better  away  for  a 
while.  And  now,  sir,  we  part.  Remember  what  I  said  to  your 
father,  and  that  while  Mahmttas  are  weak  they  will  be  treacherous. 
I  wish  you  well ;  in  the  words  of  your  people,  ‘  Kh6da  Hatia.’  ” 

So  saying,  th.e  chief  mounted,  caused  his  spirited  horse  to  execute 
several  caracoles  and  plunges,  and,  with  his  nephew  and  followers, 
rode  off  rapidly  to  the  plain  beyond,  where  the  shrill  hom  and  deep 
drum  of  his  troop  were  sounding  the  assembly. 

“  Had  it  been  thus  if  you  knew  me,  Pahar  Singh?”  thought  Fazil, 
as  the  last  of  the  rough  troopers  passed  round  the  comer  of  tho 
buildings  to  tho  plain  beyond.  “  Hardly,  I  think ;  but  it  is  well  as 
it  is,  and  your  goodwill  is  better  than  your  spite.”  As  he  turned 
round  he  saw  the  hunchback  beside  him.  The  bridle  of  his  horso 
Avas  hooked  wdthin  his  left  arm ;  liis  hands,  joined  togethei*,  were 
raised  to  his  nose,  and  ho  had  balanced  himself  on  his  left  leg,  with 
the  sole  of  tho  right  foot  pressed  against  the  calf  of  the  left.  His 
grotesc^ue  features  were  twisted  into  a  curious  expression,  in  which 
grief  and  Joy  struggled  for  mastery. 

“  Your  name  is  Lukshmun  ?  ”  said  Fazil. 

“  My  lord,  it  is  ;  I  am  your  slave  now  and  for  ever : — till  I  die,  if 
you  permit  mo  to  serve  you  in  my  own  way.” 

“And  that  is?” 

“  No  matter  noAV,”  said  the  creature ;  “  you  will  fipd  out.  If  1 
displease  you,  I  will  go  away  of  my  own  accord  and  give  no  trouWe 
if  I  please  you,  let  me  be  near  you,  and  that  is  enough.” 

“  How  is  this  ?  You  talk  like  a  woman.” 

“  Do  you  know  anything  of  them,  master  ?  ”  replied  the  man. 
“Perhaps  not ;  it  takes  a  long  life  to  know  them,  they  say.  Do  I 
talk  like  a  Avoman  ?  Ah  no,  sir ;  to  me  you  are  the  AA'oman  who  huis 
bcAvitched  me,  and  I  follow  you  blindly  for  the  sake  of  the  Ioa'c  I 
have  for  you,  'Avhich  sits  jn  my  heari.” 

“  Since  when,  friend  ?  ”  said  !Fazil,  laughing. 

“  Since  la,st  night,  Avh'cri  you  kind  to  that  poor  Brahmun  girl 
Avho  OAA'es  her  hortohr  tb'yoti^  find  long-before  that,  of  which  I  Avill 
tell  you  another  lime.  Can  I  do  anything  now'?  ”  - 

“  Hast  thou  eaten ? ”  ^ 

“Yes;  and  I  haA*o  enbn'^H  here  to  last  me  two  days,”  and  he 
pointed  tdWbiATi'dlc  of  ca,kb's' tied  at^hi.s  back.  “l  oan  gri-e  you  one 
if  'you  like,'Avhch  you  arc  h'un^'.” 

I  do  not  Avpnt  it--I  ^ye^eaten,”  said  Fazil.  “  Can  I  tnist  thee 
already?”  ' 
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0,  master !  ”  cried  the  man  piteously,  as  the  tears  started  sud¬ 
denly  to  his  eyes.  “  Do  not  say  that !  I  am  a  poor  hunchback,  who 
cannot  say  fine  words,  what  is  the  use  of  my  talking  ?  If  you  mis¬ 
trust  me,  bid  me  go.  I  -will  return  to  him  who  gave  me  to  you — 
better  that,  thaij  be  doubted.  Enough,  shall  I  go?” 

No,  stay,”  continued  Fazil ;  “  I  will  trust  thee.  Tie  thy  horse 
there,  and  give  him  some  fodder  from  the  bundle  yonder.  .  .  .  That 
IS  well.  Now  go  to  the  Kucheri ;  say  to  the  Niiib,  that  Fazil  Khan 
Mcah  wants  the  bundle  of  things  given  to  him  by  Janoo  Niiik,  and 
he  IS  to  give  it.” 

And  what  if  Janoo  is  there,  master?  he  will  not  allow  it.” 

myself,”  said  Fazil;  “but  if  there  is 
any  ^fhculty  I  will  come.  Show  this  as  a  token,  and  it  will  suffice,” 
and  he  took  off  his  signet-ring. 

“  I  will  bring  them  without  this,  Meah,  and  yet  I  take  it.  Tell 
some  one  to  mind  the  mare,  else  if  she  hears  the  horn  she  will  break 
her  rope  ;  ’and  the  man,  throwing  his  coarse  black  blanket  over  him, 
shambled  off  at  a  quick  pace  towards  the  town.  It  was  but  a  short 
cistance.  Fazil  waited  there  looking  at  his  own  horses  which  were 
picketed  in  the  street.  He  had  no  desire  to  rejoin  his  father,  who 
was  quietly  smoking  within.  Fortunately,  too,  the  priest  rode  up ; 
said  he  wanted  a  hookah,  dismounted,  and  went  into  the  Mutt.  He 
would  be  company  enough. 

Fazil  watched  the  street  narrowly.  Had  he  done  right  in  sending 
Lukshmun— ought  he  not  to  have  gone  himself  ?  He  could  yet  go 
if  there  were  refusal,  but  there  might  be  no  occasion.  In  a  little 
time,  less  then  he  had  supposed  possible,  he  saw  the  hunchback 
coming  up  the  street  at  a  sharp  run,  and  as  he  reached  Fazil,  he  put 
into  his  hand  a  heavy  bundle  of  what  felt  like  ornaments  of  gold 
and  silver,  tied  in  a  cloth  which  was  spotted  with  blood. 

“ Shabash  ! ”  cried  Fazil,  “it  was  well  contrived.  How  didst  thou 
get  them  r 


Janoo  Naik  is  an  ass,  and  the  father  of  all  the  asses  in  Tooliapoor. 
I  know  him  of  old,”  returned  Lukshmun.  “  He  was  there  sitting 
like  a  scared  owl  on  the  steps  of  the  Kucheri.  ‘  Come  and  drink/ 
says  he  to  me.  ^I  will,’  said  I ;  ‘wait,  I  have  a  message  -from  the 
master  to  deliver.  Then  I  went  in,  and  said  to  a  Karkoon,  ‘  Give 
me  what  Janoo  gave  just  now,  the  people  are  come  for  it.’  He 
could  not  go  in  there,  for  he  is  a  ifang.  ‘  Take  them,’  says  a  Karkoon, 
opemng  a  box ;  I  don’t  like  to  touch  them,  they  are  bloody  ’  So  I 
took  them  out,  master,  and  here  they  are.  As  I  passed  Janoo,  I 
gave  him  a  rupee,  and  told  him  to  go  to  the  Kullal’s  and  get  some 
drink  ready,  Avhile  I  delivered  my  message — and  he  is  gone.  0  the 
owl,  the  owl !  he  will  be  drunk  by  this  time ;  but,  master,  that  man 
18  as  true  as  steel,  and  put  these  in  trust ;  they  were  not  loot  to 
him.  lit  thou  sell  them  here  ?  No,  not  here  ?  ” 
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“  Sell  them  !  ”  cried  Fazil,  laughing  ;  “  no,  surely — why  ?  ” 

“  O,  the  master  never  does — he  always  keeps  the  gold  and  silver, 
and  buys  them  at  his  own  valuation ;  but  he  gives  us  a  share,  never¬ 
theless,  and  I  shall  miss  mine  of  last  night’s  woi*k: — better,  however, 
that  the  women  have  it.” 

“  Ah !  friend,  I  fear  thou  wilt  have  no  such  luck  w'ith  me,”  re¬ 
turned  the  young  man.  “  That  is  no  loot,  however ;  it  will  only  go 
to  its  owner.” 

“  Ah,  Meah,  I  understand  now,’  said  the  man  quickly.  “  Yes,  for 
her.  Poor  child  !  poor  child  !  and  when  she  sees  the  blood  ! — better 
throw  that  cloth  away,  and  tie  them  up  in  a  clean  handkerchief.” 

“  No,”  said  Fazil,  “  keep  it.  It  is  evidence  of  the  worst,  and  she 
needs  to  know  it ;  but  let  us  count  them.  Thirteen,  you  see,  gold 
'and  silver ;  and  look,  there  is  blood  on  these  anklets — let  it  stay. 
Yes,  now  I  will  trust  thee.” 

J  ust  then  the  Khan  and  the  priest  came  out  of  the  court,  both 
accoutx'cd  for  the  march. 

“  I  was  seeing  to  the  horses,  father,”  said  Fazil,  in  anticipation  of 
his  father’s  remarks,  “  and  questioning  this  gift  of  Pahar  Singh’s  ; 
look  at  him — a  strange  being,  is  he  not  ?  ” 

Lukslimun  advanced,  prostrated  himself,  kissed  the  Khan’s  feet, 
but  said  nothing.  The  priest  was  acknowledged  by  a  distant  but 
respectful  reverence  only,  and  the  hunchback  seemed  to  regard  him 
with  antipathy. 

“  Strange  enough,  son,”  said  the  Khan,  looking  at  him  from  head 
to  foot :  “  ask  thy  mother  about  his  horoscope  when  Ave  get  to  camp. 
He  may  be  lucky,  after  all — these  hunchbacks  often  are  so.” 

“My  lord,”  said  Lukshmun  pleadingly,  joining  his  hands,  “all 
the  Brahmuns  like  to  try  their  hands  on  my  nativity,  and  they  all 
say  I  am  lucky.  For  I  am  a  twin,  and  they  never  could  make  out 
exactly  which  of  the  two  was  the  eldest  born ;  but  they  believed 
Rama  was,  who  was  always  unlucky,  and  had  a  bad  Avife  and  worse 
children,  and  he  was  shot  yesterday ;  so  the  bad  luck  and  bad  stars 
— sun  and  moon,  and  all — Avent  AA'ith  him ;  and  now  3'our  slaA'c  is 
the  luckiest  of  men,  since  he  is  the  property  of  the  noble  Afzool 
Khan  and  his  son  Fazil,  Surely  the  stars  sent  him.” 

“  Thou  hast  a  bold  tongue,”  said  the  priest.  “Peace,  be  silent.” 

“  Ah,  Maharaj !  ”  returned  the  man,  “  holy  men  like  you  and  the 
Brahmuns  think  too  much  upon  divine  glories,  to  mind  Avhat  a  poor 
fool  like  me  says.  I,  too,  knoAv  my  prayera  already,  and  shall 
become  a  Mussulman,  Avhen  I  have  heai’d  a  few  more  of  your  rever¬ 
ence’s  sermons.  O,  they  are  Avonderful !  Bismilla — ir-rahman- 
ir-raheera ! - ” 

“  Come,”  said  the  Khan,  “  they  are  beating  the  Nagax’as  every- 
Avhere,  and  as  all  arc  ready,  Ave  need  not  delay.”  So,  mounting  their 
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liors0S,  wliicli  wore  being  led  about,  tbey  rodo  on  to  the  plain  where 
the  men  were  assembling  fast,  and  closing  in  heavy  masses  upon 
their  several  standards.  In  a  few  minutes,  the  Paigah  of  Afzool 
Khan,  Moro  Pundit  being  in  the  midst  closely  guarded,  moved  on 
down  the  pass,  followed  by  the  Abyssinian  cavalry ;  and  their  bright 
steel  morions,  gay  scarves,  trappings  and  standards,  gleamed  in  the 
blazing  sunshine.  Yet  it  was  not  hot  enough  to  be  oppressive ;  a 
fresh  westerly  Avind  had  arisen,  driving  before  it  large  masses  ’of 
fleecy  cloud,  which,  as  they  passed,  threw  broad  chequers  of  light 
and  shade  over  the  j^laiu,  I’ustling  among  the  tall  ripe  corn,  which 
bowed  before  it  in  golden  wavy  ripples,  and  refreshing  the  men  who, 
though  few  had  slept,  were  as  yet  unconscious  of  fatigue  under  the’ 
excitement  they  had  gone  through. 

The  people  of  the  town  Avatehed  the  long  line,  that,  owing  to  the 
rough  nature  of  the  road,  straggled  doAvn  the  pass,  Avith  thankful 
hearts  for  deliverance  from  further  molestation ;  and  as  the  last  of 
the  men  disappeared  behind  a  shoulder  of  the  mountain,  a  faint 
shout  of  “  Joy  Kalee !  Jey  Toolja !  ”  rose  from  a  group  of  men,  con¬ 
sisting  of  the  Isiinbalkur  and  other  chiefs  AA'ho  were  assembling  at 
Ins  house.  Others  clustered  about  the  edge  of  the  tableland,  and 
when  they  saAv  the  long  line  emerge  upon  the  plain  beyond  the  " 
giOA’es  and  gardens  of  Sindphul,  and  heard  the  loud  booming  notes 
of  the  Kagaras  growing  fainter  in  the  distance,  many  a  heart 
bieathed  a  prayer  of  thanks  for  deliverance,  intermingled  with 
defiance  and  deep  curses  on  those  from  Avhose  violence  they  had 

In  the  temple  a  group  of  priests  Avere  sitting  about  the  shrine 
Avecping,  and  the  image  of  the  goddess  still  lay  on  its  back,  the 
ruby  eyes  flashing  in  the  glare  of  the  lamps  now  lighted  about  it. 

o  one,  as  yet,  dared  to  touch  it,  Avithout  some  preliminary  cere¬ 
monies  of  deprecation  of  her  Avrath.  Within,  the  blood  had  been 
Avashed  away— but  without,  in  the  court,  it  still  lay  in  patches, 
blackening  and  cracking  in  the  sun. 


CHAPTER  LXII. 

There  is  nothing,  perhaps,  more  effectual  to  deaden,  if  not  to  relievo 
recent  misery,  than  the  sensation  of  mpid  motion.  Leaning  back  in 
the  palankeen,  Avith  the  doors  now  shut,  and  the  fresh  breeze  blowing- 
refreshingly  through  the  open  blinds,  Tara  felt  herself  hurried 
swiftlv  and  smoothly  along,  Avhile  her  attention  Avas  at  once  occupied 
and  distracted  by  the  occurrences  of  the  journey.  Sindphul,  its 
temple  and  trees ;  the  lane  Avhich  was  the  bed  of  the  rivulet,  through 
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whicli  the  bearers  plashed  rapidly :  the  village  gate  now  shut,  and  its 
bastions  manned  with  men  to  keep  out  marauders  :  the  long  shady 
narrow  lane,  overhting  with  trees ; — then,  beyond,  the  plain,  covered 
with  rich  crops  of  grain  now  ripening :  the  shouts  of  the  men  and 
boys,  perched  upon  their  stages  in  the  fields,  slinging  stones  at 
birds :  the  song,  drawling  and  monotonous,  of  the  bullock-drivers  at 
the  wells, — were  all  familiar  objects  and  sounds  to  the  desolate  girl 
being  carried  rapidly  by  them.  W^ould  she  ever  see  them  again? 

they  passed  their  own  garden,  she  looked  among  the  trees 
— perchance  she  might  see  Sudba,  the  old  bullock-driver,  or  Puresh- 
ram,  the  gardener ;  but  there  was  no  one  visible,  else  she  had  cried 
out  to  them.  Were  they  dead,  too?  Ah!  how  often  had  she  wan¬ 
dered  among  the  trees  there  with  her  mother,  and  watched  the 
butterflies  among  the  flowers  !  The  bearers  stopped  to  change  oppo-. 
site  the  wicket  gate,  and  she  could  see  the  bright  beds  of  white 
jessamine,  unpicked  as  yet,  and  large  marigolds,  and  white  and 
yellow  chrysanthemums,  which  the  men  were  saving  for  the  Dussera. 
Who  would  gather  them  now  ?  Over  them,  the  same  bright  yellov/ 
and  white  butterflies  were  hovering  in  hundreds,  and  the  fierce  green 
and  blue  dragonflies  chasing  each  other,  or  darting  here  and  there, 
quick  as  thought,  and  glistening  in  the  sun.  Then  she  remembered 
the  omen  in  her  garden  as  she  sat  spinning,  and  fell  back  on  the 
pillow  shuddering.  It  was  true.  She  remembered  too  that  the  bird 
had  sat  for  a  while,  and  twittered  a  sweet  low  song.  Was  he  that 
bird,  that  noble,  gracious  youth,  who  had  spoken  to  her  so  gently,  so 
kindly  ?  She  tried  to  follow  the  thread  of  this  thought  back,  but 
failed.  Her  mind  was  sadly  confused  and  wandering,  now  reverting 
to  the  omen,  now  to  the  objects  she  was  passing,  and  the  people  they 
met : — who  were  they  ?  what  doing  ?  whither  going  ? — to  the  horse¬ 
men,  the  monotonous  tramp  of  whose  horses  never  ceased,  some  behind, 
some  before,  some  around  her, — fierce,  dark-bearded  fellows,  whose 
very  proximity  she  would  have  dreaded  before, — who  were  now 
guarding  her  respectfully  by  his  order ;  while  the  kind  old  man,  to 
whose  charge  she  had  been  specially  committed,  rode  close  to  the  side 
of  the  litter,  and  where  the  path  was  narrow,  asked  her,  through  the 
blinds,  if  she  jvere  well,  and  wanted  anything. 

Pazil,  son  of  Afzool ;  she  remembered  the  name.  It  was  strange 
to  Hindu  lips,  but  had  a  musical  cadence,  which  her  memory  retained 
as  she  repeated  it  to  herself.  Fazil,  son  of  Afzool ;  and  he  had  a 
sister  Zyna.  What  would  she  be  like?  Would  she  be  kind  and 
loving  to  her?  like  Radha?  Was  he  not  beautiful,  and  very  fair, 
almost  ruddy. 

Into  all  these  channels,  confused,  and  whirling  her  mind  hither  and 
thither  like  dust  and  straw's  before  the  wind,  her  thoughts  wandered 
dreamily,  apparently  avoiding  the  bare,  hideous  fact  that  all  were 
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dead  wliom  she  loved — all  who  had  protected  her  up  to  last  ni^ht. 
But  this  would  not  long  be  denied  its  place.  It  was  a  horrible 
reality  not  as  yet  fully  understood : — which  her  gentle  mind  coxdd 
not  grasp. 

Dead  !  who  saw  them  die  ?  They  were  alive  last  night, — who  had 
killed  them  ?  If  she  had  seen  them  die,  that,  indeed,  Avould  bo 
surety.  No,  it  was  not  true.  They  could  not  be  dead, — they  could 
not  have  left  her  so  helpless.  It  was  some  fraud,  some  deception. 
She  had  not  gone  far :  Sindphul  Avas  close  by  :  she  Avould  run  and  sit 
in  the  g.arden,  and^Avait  for  her  mother;  and  she  half-opened  the  door 
of  the  litter.  Shere  Khan  rode  by  it,  ei-cct  and  stern,  but  boAved 
doAvn  to  her  as  the  door  moved.  “  Do  you  Avant  anything,  lady  ?  ”  he 
said.  “  Go  to  sleep ;  it  Avill  rest  you.” 

The  voice,  kind  as  it  aa'US,  dispelled  the  other  thought,  and  brought 
back  the  bitter  reality  of  desolation  and  the  events  of  the  night. 
Hoav  she  had  been  lifted  up — and  the  girl  Gunga’s  laugh  of  triumph 
and  mockery  rang  in  her  ears,  and  aa'us  before  her  eyes  now,  as  she 
pressed  her  hand.s  against  them :  the  rude  men  avIio  carried  her  down 
the  steps :  the  fearful  shrieks  and  din  in  the  temple :  the  shots  and 
bloAvs,  groAving  fainter  as  they  carried  her  away ;  and,  above  all,  tho 
voice  of  Moro  Trimmul,  exulting  Avith  Gunga  that  they  Avere  safe 
from  death,  and  had  Tara  captive.  “  To  Rutuniun  first,”  he  had 
said,  “and  then - ” 

“From  that  worse  than  death  he  saved  me,”  she  thought,  Avith  a 
shudder.  I  azil  saved  me — Fazil,  son  of  Afzool — else  I  AA'oro  helpless 
Avith  ^loro  noAv.  And  they  Avere  dead — her  people,  all  dead  ?  Yes, 
the^  detail  Fazil  had  related  was  brief  and  circumstantial.  The 
Bhopeys  AA'ould  not  lie — why  should  they?  They  Avere  Aveeping,  a.nd 
had  taken  him  up  dead.  Her  father,  a  negro  had  killed  hinp’they 
said.  She  felt  no  hope  could  come  out  of  this  detail.  They  had 
lifted  him  up  and  put  him  .  .  .  .  No,  she  could  not  follow  that.  That 
beloved  ^  father,  dead — disfigured  A\dth  ghastly  Avounds ! — mother, 
Avhom  Janoo  had  seen  dead,  and  Radha  ....  all  ?  He  had  said  so! 
Hoav  could  he — Fazil — knoAv  of  Jdnoo,  or  the  Bhopeys,  her  father’s 
dependants,  so  as  to  deceiA^e  her  with  names?” 

So,  round  and  round,  Avhirling,  dashing  hither  and  thither  like  the 
motes  in  a  sunbeam,  staying  noAvhere,  sometimes  utterly  Idank,  tlie 
girl’s  thoughts  ministered  to  her  fast  groAving  misery.  The  hot  dry 
eyes,  red  and  SAvoiien,  looked  out  sometimes  vacantly  as  the  bearers 
changed  shoulders.  She  felt  pOAverless  to  move,  careless  as  to  Avbat 
became  of  her.  As  the  reality  of  the  death  of  all,  pressed  on  her 
mind  occasionally  Avith  greater  force,  .she  sat  up  and  gasped  for 
breath,  and  again  fell  back  upon  the  cushions  ;  then  the  monotonous 
cries  of  the  bearers  as  they  shuiiled  along  rapidly,  and  the  dull  tramp 
of  the  hor.scs,  AA'ith  the  sense  of  motion,  were  relief  from  mental 
J'goriy  Jind,  after  a  time,  she  slept. 
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TT  action  of  setting  down  the  litter,  awohe  her  witi)  a  start. 
Under  some  trees  not  far  from  a  village  gate,  there  was  the  small 
hut  of  a  Fakeer.  Shere  Khan  was  speaking  to  the  old  man,  and  the 
troopers  were  dismounting  from  their  horses.  Shere  Khan  came 
to  her. 

“I  have  sent  for  the  Josee’s  wife,”  he  said.  “  The  Syn  here  says 
she  IS  a  kind  woman.  She  will  bring  you  water  and  something  to 
eat.  We  rest  here  while  the  men  get  their  breakfasts,  and  the 
horses  are  fed.  Fear  nothing.  Open  fhe  litter, — it  is  cool  and  pleasant 
in  the  shade  under  the  trees,”  and  then  he  left  her. 

So  it  was.  She  opened  the  door  and  looked  out.  A  small  grove 
of  rnango  trees,  with  a  smooth  green  sward  below  them,  and  some 
cattle  and  goats  grazing  there  in  the  cool  shade ;  a  boy  and  a  girl 
tending  them  looked  inquisitively  at  her,  and  the  girl  came  up  shyly 
and  sat  down  by  her.  ^  ^  > 

“Do  you  want  water,  lady?”  she  said.  “I  am  the  Josee’s 
daughtei ,  and  those  are  my  goats.  I  will  go  and  tell  my  mother  you 
want  water.  You  are  a  Brahmun,  are  you  not?” 

Tara  patted  her  head  in  assent— she  could  not  speak ;  and  the  girl 
ran  away,  crying  to  the  lad  not  to  let  her  goats  stray. 

By-and-by  the  child  and  mother  returned,  and  the  latter  brouo-ht  a 
copper  vessel  of  water  and  a  drinking-cup.  ° 

said ;  “  will  you  get  out  and  wash  your 
face  ?  Surely,  I  know  you,”  she  continued  quickly,  as  Tara  turned 
her  face  to  her.  “  Where  have  I  seen  you  ?  ” 

“  No  matter,”  said  Tara,  “I  do  not  know  you.” 

Perhaps  not,  said  the  dame  drearily.  “  So  many  travellers 

....  but  no  matter.  Shall  I  cook  anything  for 
you  ?  will  you  come  to  our  house  and  bathe?  ” 

“No,”  said  Tara;  “  they  will  go  on  presently;  I  will  stay  here.” 

Come  hither,  Ooma,  ’  she  said  to  the  girl,  who  was  standing 
apart,  and  she  whispered  to  her;  “  go,  and  come  quickly,”  she  added 
aloud. 

‘‘  Do  not  send  for  any  one  else,”  said  Tara ;  “  I  am  well.” 

Aie  you  not  ill  ?  said  the  woman.  “Ah,  your  eyes  are  red  and 
swollen.” 

‘‘I  ^five  a  headache,”  replied  Tara;  “it  is  so  hot.” 

Yes,  said  the  woman,  sitting  down,  and  putting  her  arm  kindly 
round  Tara,  and  pressing  her  head  against  her  own  bosom,— “  yes, 
you  look  tired  and  weary,  but  it  will  pass  away.  Wash  your  face  and 
hands,  and  your  feet  it  will  do  you  good,  and  refresh  you.  Put  out 
yoiTr  feet— so— I  will  wash  them.” 

The  cool  wmtei  was  refreshing  as  it  was  poured  over  her  hands  and 
feet ;  and  after  the  woman  had  dried  them  wdth  the  end  of  her  saree, 
she  again  laid  Tara’s  head  against  her  breast,  and  patted  her  as 
though  she  were  her  own  child. 
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“You  look  so  weary,”  she  said ;  “have  you  travelled  far?” 

“From  Tooljapoor,”  Tara  replied. 

“  Is  all  well  there  ?  ”  asked  the  woman.  It  was  a  common  ques- 
tiou  with  no  meaning  to  the  a.sker,  but  of  how  much  to  Tara ! 

She  could  not  answer,  but  clung,  almost  convulsively,  to  the  kind 
breast  on  which  she  had  laid  her  head. 

“  I  see,”  said  the  woman  ;  “  so  young  and  rich,  and  yet  thou  art  in 
sorrow,  lady— rest  here.”  And  she  drew  her  the  more  closely  to  her, 
and  patted  her  as  before.  So  they  sat  till  the  child  came  bmik,  who 
brought  upon  a  plate,  covered  with  a  handkerchief,  a  few  simple 
sweetmeats  and  some  parched  rice.  “Eat,  she  said,  “if  ever  so 
little ;  eat  a  bit  of  ‘  Luddoo,’  and  drink  some  water.”  Tara  shook  her 
head,  and  only  nestled  the  closer  to  the  soft  bosom :  it  was  strangely 
like  her  mother’s.  ®  ^ 

“  Poor  thing,  poor  thing,”  thought  the  woman  to  herself,  “  what 
can  ail  her?  Perhaps  her  husband  is  unkind.  Eat,  my  rose,”  she 
said  aloud,  “eat  this.”  And  she  broke  off  a  piece  of  the  cake  and 
put  it  to  Tara’.s  mouth.  “  I  made  it  myself,  and  it  is  quite  pure 
and  clean.  Eat  it ;  open  your  mouth.”  Tara  did  so  mechanically,  and 
she  put  it  in.  ’ 

Tara  tried  to  eat,  but  her  mouth  was  dry  and  hot ;  she  could  not 
.swallow,  and  felt  choking.  The  woman  saw  it,  and  rubbed  her 
throat  gently.  The  hardness  and  constriction  seemed  to  relax,  and 
she  was  able  to  swallow  what  she  had  taken,  and  to  eat  a  little  more, 
the  woman  feeding  her.  ’ 

“Good,”  she  said  kindly,  “try  again  by-and-by.  O  lady,  what 
heavy  grief  is  on  you  that  no  tears  come  ?  Can  I  do  aught  for  you  ?  ” 

“  Nothing,”  said  Tara ;  “  only  do  not  leave  me  while  they  are 
absent.” 

So  they  sat  silently.  If  Tara  could  have  wept,  it  had  been  well ; 
but  that  blessed  relief  was  not  to  come  yet.  She  was  quiet,  however, 
sitting  there,  almost  stupified,  resting  her  head  against  the  woman’s 
breast,  who  still  patted  her.  Every  now  and  then  the  great,  sore,  hot 
eyes  looked  out  drearily.  Some  of  the  goats  and  cattle  browsed 
under  the  trees,  others  had  lain  down  resting  in  the  shade.  There 
was  no  sound  but  a  faint  rustle  of  the  breeze  among  the  leaves,  the 
dim  buzz  of  flies,  and  the  droning  song  of  a  man,  at  a  well  hi  a 
garden  near,  singing  to  his  bullocks,  aud  the  distant  plashing  rush  of 
the  water  as  it  was  emptied  from  the  bag  into  the  cistern. 

And  so  they  sat,  till  one  by  one  the  bearers  gathered  near  them, 
and  tied  up  their  hookas  on  the  palankeen  as  before.  Then  the 
horsemen  came  up,  and  she  heard  Shere  Khan  asking  her  if  she 
were  ready,  and  telling  the  bearers  to  take  up  the  palankeen.  Tara 
had  put  the  gifts  she  had  received  at  the  shrine  under  her  waistband, 
and  remembered  them.  As  the  palankeen  was  taken  up  she  took 


TARA: 


OGG 


them  out  and  put  them  into  the  woman’s  hand,  who,  expecting  pex’ 
haps  a  few  copper  coins,  stood  looking  at  them  in  amazement. 

“  May  your  grief  pass  from  you,  and  may  God  be  merciful  unto 
you,  my  child,”  said  the  woman.  Ere  Tara  could  reply,  a  bearer 
had  shut  the  door,  and  the  men  ran  on  with  renewed  vigour. 

Yes,  the  little  change  had  refreshed  her,  and  she  again  fell  asleep, 
mercifully :  and  it  was  evening,  and  the  shadows  were  lengthening 
fast,  when  she  became  aware  that  they  approached  a  large  town, 
passed  through  a  busy  bazar  crowded  with  people,  then  emerged 
from  it ;  crossed  over  a  bridge,  from  which  a  large  piece  of  water 
w'as  visible  on  the  left  hand,  and  the  towers  and  bastions  of  a  fort 
washed  by  it ;  then  the  gloom  of  a  deep-arched  gateway,  and  light 
beyond.  A  respectably  dressed  elderly  woman,  in  Mahomedan 
costume,  took  hold  of  the  side  of  the  palankeen,  and  ran  along  with 
it  a  short  distance. 

“  Stop,”  she  cried  to  the  bearers, — “this  is  the  place;  put  it  down 
and  go  away.” 

Then  Tara  saw  several  other  women  advance  and  hold  up  a  heavy 
sheet  so  as  to  screen  her  as  she  got  out,  and  the  door  was  opened ; 
and  Goolab,  for  she  it  was,  speaking  a  rough  dialect  of  Mahratta, 
bid  her  come  forth.  As  she  did  so,  and  stood  there,  Goolab  “took 
the  evil  off  her,”  as  was  her  custom ;  *  and  other  women  coming 
forward  with  plates,  on  which  were  coriander  and  mustard  seed, 
waved  them  over  her.  Thus  welcomed,  Tara  now  stood  waiting  a 
signal  to  advance ;  and  Goolab,  seeing  her  ti*embling  violently,  put 
her  arm  round  her,  looking  with  wonder  at  the  I’ichness  of  her  apparel 
and  the  heavy  gold  ornaments  she  wore,  her  exceeding  beauty  causing 
respect  and  silence  even  from  the  loquacious  and  privileged  nurse. 

“  Enter,”  said  a  low  sweet  voice  from  within  a  curtain  hanging 
across  a  doorway,  which  was  slightly  opened. 


CHAPTER  LXIII. 

Tara  advanced,  still  trembling,  and  clinging  to  Goolab,*  and  tryinir 
to  hide  her  face  in  the  end  of  her  garment ;  she  was  only  sensible  of 
the  same  sweet  voice,  as  a  girl  of' great,  and  to  her  strange,  beauty, 
took  her  in  her  arms,  embraced  her,  and  said  gently,  “  Peace  be 
unto  you!  you  are  welcome,  with  the  peace  and  blessing  of  Alla  upon 
you !  ”  and  that  another  taller  and  older  lady  embraced  her  in  like 

•  Women  pass  their  hands  over  the  person  on  whom  the  ceremony  is  per. 
formed  from  head  to  foot ;  then,  turning  the  backs  of  their  hands  against  their 
temples,  make  all  their  knuckles  and  finger.joints  crack  loudly.  This  is  done  to 
avert  consequences  of  Evil  Eye. 
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manner,  and  said  the  same.  After  that  for  a  long  while  she  remem¬ 
bered  nothing. 

"When  she  recovered,  she  was  lying  upon  a  soft  bedding  in  a  small 
room,  near  an  open  Avindow  which  looked  out  upon  the  lake  that 
encircled  the  fort,  glowing  with  the  reflection  of  piles  of  sunset-clouds. 
On  what  seerned  an  island  in  the  lake  was  a  Hindu  temple,  with  a 
pyramidical  roof,  around  which  hung  the  rich  foliage  of  several 
magnificent  trees,  and  temple  and  trees  were  reflected  double  in  the 
still  water.  These  were  the  first  objects  that  met  her  sight. 

Then,  turning  round,  the  same  young  face  that  she  had  seen  on 
entering  the  apartment  bent  over  her,  and  a  soft  warm  hand  was 
passed  over  her  face,  and  the  ends  of  the  fingers  kissed  in  lovinc^ 
greeting;  but  the  girl  did  not  speak,  though  a  sweet  smile  spread 
over  her  features,  and  she  seemed  to  beckon  with  her  left  hand  to 
another  person  behind  her,  whom  Tara  could  not  see.  Another 
moment  and  her  deliverer  advanced,  saluting  her  respectfully. 

Fazil  had  ridden  fast  to  overtake  Tara,  but  had  not  succeeded. 
Twenty  men,  a  light  palankeen,  and  the  hope  of  a  liberal  reward, 
had  induced  the  bearers  to  put  out  theii’  utmost  speed,  and  they  had 
well  redeemed  their  promise  of  reaching  their  destination  before 
sunset ;  but  he  had  arrived  soon  after. 

“  Go  away,  brother,”  said  Zyna,  “  do  not  speak  to  her  now;  you  have 
seen  that  she  is  safe — that  is  enough.” 

“  My  sister,”  he  replied  in  Persian,  that  Tara  might  not  understand, 
“not  so.  It  will  grieve  her,  and  thee  too,  sorely,  but  she  must 
know  the  truth.  Do  not  go  away.  I  will  speak  to  her  in  her  own 
tongue,  and  show  her  these  sad  memorials  which  I  have  brought.  It 
IS  mercy  not  to  delay  in  such  cases.— Gan  you  listen  to  me,'lady  a 
few  moments?”  he  continued  to  Tara  ;  “  what  I  have  to  tell  you  is 
not  worse  than  what  you  have  already  heard,  but  it  will  confirm  it  • 
and  truth  and  reality  are  ever  better  than  doubt.” 

If  you  please  to  say  it,  sir,”  said  Tara,  Avho  had  arisen  directly 
she  saw  Fazil  approaching,  and  stood  by  the  window. 

“  If— if  ^you  saw  anything  that  had  belonged  to  them  you  would 
know  it,  perhaps,”  said  Fazil  hesitatingly. 

Tara’s  bosom  heaved  so  that  she  could  not  speak.  She  appeared 
as  if  gasping  for  breath,  with  the  same  distressing  symptoms  as 
when,  in  the  morning,  he  had  told  her  first  of  her  bereavement,— 
and  she  trembled  violently.  She  could  not  stand,  and  crouched 
down  against  the  wall. 

O,  not  now,  brother !  not  now,”  pleaded  Zyna,  who  put  her  arm 
round  Tara,  and  was  supporting  her. 

But  Fazil  was  merciless.  “It  must  be,”  he  said.  “And  now 
ady,  listen.  If  you  Imd  any  doubt,  these  will  remove  it.  After  I 
left  you  the  second  time  I  went  to  the  Kucheri,  for  what  Jdnoo 
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Naik  told  me  he  had  left  there,  and  these  “were  given  as  having 
belonged  to  your  mother,  Anunda  Bye,  and  your  stepmother,  Radha 
Bye.  Look  at  them.” 

As  he  spoke  he  untied  a  bundle  he  held,  and  poured  the  contents 
at  her  feet ;  heavy  gold  and  silver  ornaments  of  some  value,  and  a 
few  rings. 

Tara  looked  at  them  for  a  moment.  The  silver  chain  anklets, 
which  were  her  mother’s,  were  dabbled  with  blood,  now  dry  on  them; 
the  gold  pair  had  been  made  after  those  on  her  own  feet  for  Radha’s 
marriage,  by  her  brother  Moro.  Enough — all  were  familiar  objects. 
They  swam  before  her  eyes — the  room  seemed  whirling  round,  and, 
weak  as  she  was,  she  sank  down  again  utterly  unconscious,  with 
Zyna  crying  over  her. 

“Let  them  remain,”  said  Fazil,  “she  must  see  them  when  she 
recovers,  else  she  will  not  believe.  Show  them  to  her  one  by  one. 
I  dare  not  stay ;  ”  and  he  left  the  room. 

Tara  had  not  however  fainted,  but  she  was  gasping  for  breath, 
and  Zyna  called  to  Goolab  to  bring  a  fan,  "while  she  opened  the 
casement  of  the  window  still  more,  to  let  in  air.  “  He  said — he 
said,”  sobbed  Tara,  trying  to  speak  ;  “lady,  I  cannot  speak — I  am 
choking — O  !  why  do  I  not  die  r*  He  said - ” 

“  He  said  you  were  to  look  at  them  all,  one  by  one,”  said  Zyna, 
trying  to  check  her  own  sobs  and  tears.  “He  is  kind.  Fazil,  my 
brother,  would  not  give  you  pain  unless  it  were  for  good.  Look ! 
here  they  are,”  and  Zyna  spread  out  the  ornaments  with  her  own 
hands,  shuddering  at  the  blood  upon  them. 

Tara  looked  earnestly  at  Zyna ;  the  eyes  were  full  of  misery — so 
full  that  Zyna  could  not  bear  them — passed  her  hands  over  her  own, 
pressing  them  tightly,  then  looked  away.  Tara  tumo.d  the  orna¬ 
ments  vacantly  over  and  over,  sighing,  and,  as  it  were,  ^  atching  her 
breath  convulsively.  There  was  one,  a  ring  with  a  sapphire  set  in 
it,  with  which  she  knew  her  mother  never  parted,  for  she  believed 
that  without  ii  evil  would  happen  to  her,  and  that  it  had  brought 
prosperity.  It  used  sometimes  to  be  put  on  the  altar  when  they 
worshipped  Lakshmee,  the  Goddess  of  Wealth — else  it  never  left  her 
mother’s  hand ;  but  it  was  there.  Zyna  did  not  know  this  then, 
but  she  saw  Tara’s  hand  tremble  very  much  as 'she  took  it  up  and 
looked  at  it  carefully.  There  was  a  dark  stain  inside,  and  Tara  put 
down  the  ring,  gasping'  as  it  were,  for  breath,  then  took  it  up  again. 

Zyna  w'atched  wonderingly,  the  changing  expressions  which  passed 
over  the  beautiful  features :  first  despair ;  then,  as  it  seemed  to  her, 
prayers  were  murmured  in  a  language  she  did  not  understand,  and 
the  features  appeared  to  relax,  the  upturned  eyes  glistened,  there 
was  a  look  as  if  of  hope  or  triumph  upon  the  face.  She  moved 
«  closer  to  Tara,  still  closer,  as  she  thought  she  saw  tears  gathering 
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in  the  hot  eyes.  If  Tara  could  only  weep  it  would  be  well.  Zyna 
passed  her  left  arm  round  her,  and  gently  drcAv  the  girl’s  head  on 
her  own  shoulder  and  bosom ;  it  fell  softly  thexe  and  rested ;  the 
hand  which  held  the  ring  dropped  on  her  lap,  beating  restlessly ; 
but  the  other  grasped  her  so  that  it  almost  caused  pain.  Kind 
nature  did  not  suffer  the  terrible  struggle  to  continue  longer,  else 
Tam  had  died ;  and  with  almost  a  shriek  of  pain,  her  tears  burst 
forth  uncontrollably. 

“  Thank  God  for  it,”  said  Lurlee,  wiio  had  entered,  and  was  stand¬ 
ing  over  them,  and  who  now  passed  her  bands  over  Tam,  as  Goolab 
had  done;  “she  will  be  easier  for  this,  and  the  worst  is  past:  let 
her  weep.  The  blessing  of  Alla  and  the  Prophet  on  thee,  my 
daughter,”  she  said  to  Tara.  “  I  salute  thee  with  peace !  Thou 
hast  entered  at  a  fortunate  moment,  and  there  is  joy  following  thy 
grief.  Fear  not ;  thou  hast  come  to  those  who  will  be  to  thee  what 
thou  hast  lost.” 

“  She  will  require  much  care,  mother,”  said  Zyna;  “feel  how  she 
is  trembling;  I  will  not  leave  her.  Ah,  yes — that  is  the  reason; 
take  away  those  things,  Goolab ;  wash  them  and  put  them  by.” 

Goolab  took  them  up,  and  -with  all  her  choicest  epithets  of  “Poor 
little  rose  !  my  pretty  dove  !  my  lily !  my  own  life !  ”  she  tried  to 
soothe  the  girl ;  but  Tara  heeded  no  one.  Keeping  the  ring  clutched 
in  her  own  hand,  she  hid  her  face  in  Zyna’s  bosom,  then  suffered 
her  gradually  to  lay  her  head  down  on  her  knee,  and  rock  it  softly. 
She  dared  not  speak,  but  tried  to  look  up  gratefully,  sometimes,  and 
then  clung  the  closer  to  her  gentle  nurse. 

“  Hush,”  said  Zyna,  as  fresh  bursts  of  tears  often  occui’red,  “  I 
know  what  has  happened,  and  I  will  not  leave  thee,  Tara ;  no, 
never  now.  And  he,  my  brother,  says  it  too.”  So  they  sat  and  lay 
— the  two  gilds — long  into  the  night ;  and  gradually,  unable  to  resist 
the  kindness  lavished  on  her,  Tara  spoke  a  little,  and  Zyna  en¬ 
couraged  it,  and  heard  wonderingly,  Tara’s  simple  tale  of  trial  and 
sorrow. 

That  night,  too,  her  future  fate  was  the  subject  of  earnest  debate, 
often  approaching  the  verge  of  passion,  between  Afzool  Khan,  his 
son,  and  the  priest.  What  could  they  do  with  a  Brahmun  orphan, 
a  heathen  unbeliever  who  was  a  captive,  and  a  slave,  by  the  laws  of 
war  ?  Long  and  earnestly  did  the  priest  plead  that  she  should  forth¬ 
with  be  scut  to  the  royal  harem.  So  beautiful  a  slave  would  be 
cherLshed,  loved,  and  have  every  luxury  at  her  command ;  she  might 
become  the  mother  of  princes,  and  the  head  of  the  state ;  and  Afzool 
Khan  supported  this  opinion,  which  was  borne  out  by  texts  from  the 
law,  plausibly  quoted  by  the  Peer. 

But  Fazil  opposed  them  both,  gently  yet  firmly,  and  at  last  almost 
fiercely.  “  She  is  my  captive,  if  captive  at  all,”  Lo  said  ;  “  my  slave, 
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taken  in  war,  according  to  your  own  texts,  Huzrut — and  I  can  release 
her,  or  ransom  her,  or  keep  her,  as  I  will.  She  has  relatives  at  Wye 
where  we  ai-e  going,  and  with  your  permission,  father,  she  can  staj 
with  us  till  then ;  we  will  be  her  safeguard,  honourably  and  truly 
After  that,”  he  added  mth  some  little  confusion,  “she  can  act  foi 
herself,  and  of  her  ovai  free  will ;  but  to  send  her  to  the  palace,  tc 
be  decked  out  and  noticed  for  a  while,  and  then  flung  aside — no, 
father;  better  she  died,  or  better  still  that  we  now  turned  her-into 
the  street,  to  shift  for  herself  among  her  own  people.” 

“  That  would  be  inhospitable,  son,  if  no  more,”  returned  his  father; 
“well,  boy,  let  her  stay,  and  welcome.  No  matter,”  he  thought  to 
himself,  “if  he  have  his  own  way  in  this  thing.”  The  Khan  was 
decidedly  in  good  humour.  The  kich^ri,  kabobs,  and  some  other 
dishes  which  were  especial  favourites,  had  been  dressed  to  perfection 
by  Lurlee,  and  were  relished,  as  they  can  best  be,  with  the  zest 
insured  by  a  long  ride. 

Lurlee  had  met  him  in  good  humour,  and  the  stars  were  in  pro¬ 
pitious  conjunction  to  welcome  his  arrival.  The  lady  had  nothing 
but  good  to  say  of  Tara,  whose  beauty  and  sad  history  had  at  once 
deeply  impressed  her.  “What  if  she  be  an  infidel,”  she  said,  “she 
will  make  the  better  true  believer.  Let  her  stay  with  us,  0  Khan ! 
she  shall  be  a  daughter  to  me,”  and  the  lady  sighed.  “  There  is 
nothing  unlueky  about  the  period  of  her  arrival,  for  the  sun  was  in 
conjunction  with  Jupiter,  and  she  was  born  under  Venus,  she  says  ; 
and  as  she  is  a  Brahmun  she  knows  all  about  her  horoscope  and  the 
planets ;  besides,  is  not  this  Wednesday,  and  she  arrived  between 
five  and  six  in  the  evening,  under  Venus,  so  that  she  is  born  to  us 
under  the  same  planet  as  she  was  born  to  her  own  parents  ?  Is  not 
that  curious  ?  and  by-and-by  I  shall  call  her  Fazila,  according  to  the 
blessed  scheme  of  nativity  sent  by  the  prophets.  And  listen  further, 
Khan,”  continued  the  lady,  pausing  and  examining  her  book.  “  Her 
name  now  begins  with  a  T,  and  that  stands  for  Air,  and  is  lucky, 

because - ”  and  she  was  nearly  saying  it  aloud,  only  she  checked 

herself  in  time,  “  because,”  she  said  to  herself,  “  Fazil’s  name  begins 
with  an  F,  and  that  means  Fire,  and  fire  and  air  always  agree  best, 
because  the  one  cannot  exist  apart  fi*om  tlic  other.” 

“I  don’t  understand,  Lurlee,”  said  the  Khan,  “how  it  is.  Whal 
about  fire  ?  ” 

“Never  mind,”  replied  the  lady  knowingly,  “yon  will  find  out 
more  by-and-by,  Khan !  there  is  a  good  deal  to  be  done  before 
then.” 

So  Tara  escaped  another  great  peril  which  she  knew  not  of,  and 
remained  as  an  honoured  and  welcome  guest  ^Hth  her  new  protectors. 
And  in  a  few  days,  when  Afzool  Khan  had  made  the  necessary 
arrangements,  his  army  was  ready  to  move  on.  These  need  no 
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detail  at  our  hands,  except  as  concerns  two  characters  in  our  history 
who  did  not  accompany  it. 

The  first  was  Kowas  Khan,  who,  recalled  by  the  King  to  manage 
the  affairs  of  his  own  troops,  returned  from  Sholapoor  to  the  capital. 
The  young  man  regretted  the  necessity ;  for  to  share  a  campaign  in 
real  service  with  his  friend  Fazil,  had  ever  been  one  of  his  most 
cherished  plans.  The  King’s  order  was,  however,  peremptory,  and 
was  obeyed.  “  When  we  return,”  said  the  old  Khan  to  him  as  they 
parted,  “  the  days  of  mourning  will  be  expired,  and  thou  shalt  have 
thy  desire.” 

With  him  was  sent  the  Lalla,  who,  being  naturally  of  an  unwarlike 
nature,  rejoiced  at  the  prospect  of  escaping  hardships  of  no  ordinary 
kind.  And  was  not  Kowas  Khan  the  late  Wuzeer’s  son,  and  nominal 
Wuzeer  himself?  He  might  become  actually  so,  and  what  a  field 
for  advancement  was  opened  to  him  if  this  should  be  !  “  May  your 

prosperity  increase,  may  you  be  victorious,”  he  said  to  the  father  and 
son  as  he  took  leave  of  them.  “  Inshalla !  your  poor  servant  will 
Avrite  you  news  of  the  city  and  court,  after  the  true  imperial  fashion, 
Avhich  is  more  his  vocation  than  recording  battles ;  only  I’emember 
that  your  slave  is  gTateful.” 

Afzool  Khan’s  army,  now  organized  in  all  respects,  set  forward  on 
its  march.  A  few  miles  only  were  traversed  daily,  and  it  would 
require  a  month  or  more  ere  they  could  reach  Wye.  Sometimes  a 
house  was  found  for  the  ladies  in  a  village  or  town  near  Avhich  the 
forces  encamped;  but  more  frequently  they  were  in  the  Khan’s 
tents,  which  were  infinitely  pleasanter.  The  two  girls  grew  together, 
the  more  as  the  first  restraint  passed  away ;  and  the  lady  Lurlee  and 
Zyna  were  never  tired  of  hearing  from  the  lips  of  the  beautiful 
heathen,  the  simple  story  of  her  life,  her  widowhood,  and  her 
strange  rescue  from  dishonour. 

Was  Tara  happy  ?  Yes ;  when  she  thought  of  what  her  fate 
must  have  been  had  she  not  been  rescued  from  Moro  Trimmul,  or 
even  if  Fazil  had  yielded  to  her  first  entreaties,  and  let  her  go  with¬ 
out  inquiry.  She  knew  not  then  of  the  further  escape  from  the 
royal  harem  which  Fazil  had  secured ;  but  as  it  Avas,  gratitude  to 
him  had  already  become  the  main  feeling  of  her  life.  Of  her  parents* 
death  she  had  no  doubt  whatever  noAv.  The  other  members  of  the 
family  would  have  claimed  the  property  and  cast  her  off.  WidoAv 
and  priestess  combined,  she  would  have  been  helpless  against  the 
insult  and  profligacy  of  men  of  her  own  faith,  and  noAV  she  was  at 
least  safe.  She  was  grateful,  therefore,  and,  for  the  most  part, 
happy  too. 

But  often,  as  she  wept  bitterly  under  the  old  memories  of  an 
innocent  and  happy  home,  the  loving  arras  of  licr  mother  seeJiied 
clasped  about  hex'  once  more,  and  her  caresses  almost  palpably  feb, 
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while  the  glistening  eyes  of  the  goddess  appeared  to  follow  her, 
sleeping  and  waking,  with  a  reproachful  look  of  desertion.  In  these 
moments,  Tara  endured  hitter  grief;  but  ever  at  hand  were  the 
gentle  remonstrances  of  her  new  mother  and  sister,  and  to  them  also 
were  joined  those  of  her  deliverer  which,  in  the  constant  association 
which  grew  out  of  a  camp  life,  she  felt  becoming  more  and  more 
powerful  day  by  day. 


CHAPTER  LXIV. 

Among  the  events  which  passed  at  Sholapoor  after  the  arrival  of  the 
Khan,  was  the  disposition  of  the  prisoner  Moro  Triramul.  Heavily 
ironed  and  closely  guarded,  he  had  been  brought  from  Tooljapoor  on 
horseback,  his  irons  loosened  from  one  leg,  and,  when  they  were 
again  riveted,  he  was  consigned  to  the  custody  of  the  Khan’s  own 
troop.  When  the  fate  of  the  Brahmun  hung  in  a  balance,  and  Fazil, 
fearing  him,  and  knowing  his  indefatigable  and  successful  attempts 
in  propagating  the  political  influence  of  the  Mahrattas,  had  at  first 
urged  his  execution,  then  his  transmission  to  Beejapoor, — there  was 
not  a  dissentient  voice  in  the  small  council ;  but  at  Sholapoor  the 
aspect  of  affairs  had  changed :  the  priest  and  his  father  had  sent  for 
jNIoro  Trimmul,  and  examined  him  in  private ;  and  the  sullenness  of 
the  man  had  apparently  broken  down  before  the  threats  of  being 
despatched  to  Beejapoor,  and  submitted  to  his  fate  with  the  King. 

The  Khan  and  the  priest  were  .mo  believers  in  the  honesty  of 
Mahrattas ;  and  at  the  second  of  these  examinations,  the  Brahmun 
was  plied  with  temptation  such  as  was  difficult  to  resist,  and  to  which 
he  yielded  Avith  apparent  reluctance,  but  yielded  nevertheless.  To 
assist  them  in  speaking  with  the  prisoner  (for  though  the  priest 
spoke  Mahratta  perfectly  Avell,  yet,  as  a  language  of  infidels,  rarely 
suffex-ed  it,  as  he  said,  to  defile  his  mouth ;  and  if  he  did,  subjected 
that  organ  to  an  excessive  pxirification  at  the  hour  of  prayer), — a 
Bi-ahmun,  Avho  belonged  to  the  accountant’s  department  of  the 
state,  by  name  Punto  Gopinath,  Avas  employed  by  the  Khan.  Of 
this  man  he  kncAv  but  little :  but  he  w'as  a  good  Persian  scholni’,  as 
Avcll  as  an  intelligent  official  servant  of  the  kinerdom,  and  the  Khan 
had  no  doubt  of  his  fidelity. 

Kor,  indeed,  BulAA'unt  Rao  either;  Avho,  a  bad  interpreter  him¬ 
self,  had,  on  all  occasions,  been  alloAA'ed  to  be  present,  as  a  check 
upon  the  Brahmuns.  Both  had  joined  in  trying  to  pei*suade  Moro 
Trimmul  to  disclose  the  intentions  of  his  master,  and  had  always 
been  met  Avith  the  same  ansAver,  that  the  Prince  only  desired  re¬ 
cognition  of  his  rights,  and  that  when  he  heard  for  certain  of  the 
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march  of  the  force,  he  would  be  sure  to  send  ambassadors  to  explain 
what  had  occurred.  So  it  had  come  to  this,  that  if  ambassadors  did 
arrive  within  a  few  days.  More  Trimmul  was  to  be  confronted  with 
them ;  otherwise,  that  he  was  to  be  sent  back  to  Beejapoor,  to  be 
dealt  with  as  a  traitor. 

To  Bulwunt  Rao,  whose  Mahratta  mind  was  capable  of  undei’- 
standing  and  appreciating  an  indirect  motive  of  policy,  the  Khan’s 
determination  seemed  perfectly  reasonable ;  and  if  ]\Ioro  Trimmul 
could  by  any  means  be  brought  to  consent  to  lead  the  force  through 
the  defiles  beyond  Wye,  some  effect  upon  the  Rajah’s  position  might 
be  obtained.  If  not,  who  was  to  do  it  ? 

To  Fazil,  however,  the  position  taken  up  by  his  father  was  so 
unintelligible,  and  so  unlike  his  usual  straightforward  mode  of 
proceeding,  that  he  feared  some  extraneous  agency  was  at  work.  It 
was  not  so,  however :  it  was  simply  the  power  which  strong  minds 
exercise  over  weaker ;  and  by  the  Brahmun’s  cool  contempt  of  death, 
his  certainty  that  Sivaji  would  beg  for  terms,  and  his  willingness  to 
assist  if  he  did, — the  Khan’s  suspicions  were  overcome. 

Kor  was  it  strange,  perhaps,  that  after  a  time  the  Khan  appeared 
to  attach  no  particular  culpability  to  Moro  Trimmul’s  attempt  to 
carry  ofE  Tara.  He  had  explained  the  act,  by  her  father  having  tired 
of  her  presence  in  the  house  as  the  jealous  enemy  of  his  sister,  a  new 
and  beautiful  wife,  and  had  requested  him  to  take  her  away  to  Wye, 
to  devote  her  to  one  of  the  temples  there.  Some  little  force  was,  no 
doubt,  necessary ;  but  her  father  had  authorized  its  being  used,  to 
prevent  interference  by  her  mother.  What  did  he  care  about  the 
girl  ? — as  a  widow  she  was  impure,  and  her  not  having  performed 
the  rites  of  widowhood,  placed  her  beyond  the  pale  of  respectability ; 
yes,  the  Khan  might  make  a  !Mahomcdan  of  her,  send  her  to  the 
King,  or  do  what  he  pleased  with  his  slave,  he  had  no  concern  for 
her  now. 

The  Khan  thoiight  this  state  of  the  case  on  the  whole  more 
probable,  in  all  its  aspects,  th.an  Tara’s  own  story,  heard  through  Lurlec 
and  Zyna.  It  did  not  affect  her  character,  which  Moro  Ti’immul 
spared  no  words  to  commend. 

So  the  Brahmun  grew  into  favour ;  and  as  he  did  so,  the  flattery 
which  he  distributed  to  the  Khan  and  the  priest  had  its  effect,  in 
procuring  him  liberty,  first  from  his  irons,  and  then  of  speech  with 
Gopinath  and  other  persons  of  his  own  sect,  who  came  to  converse 
with  one  so  well  known  by  reputation.  The  position  of  all  parties 
continued  thus  till  a  few  days  after  the  force  had  left  Sholapcor ; 
when,  one  morning,  as  the  Khan  reached  the  halting-place  for  tlie 
day,  the  arrival  of  envoys  from  the  Rajah  Sivaji  was  announced  in 
camp,  and  without  delav  they  were  summoned  to  the  Khan’s  pi*cscuce. 

We  need  not  follow  the  negotiations  which  ensued  ;  wc  have  only 
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to  do  with  those  who  took  part  in  them.  Most  of  us  know,  too,  what 
Eastern  negotiations  are,  when  weakness  is  covered  bj  temporizing 
expedients  of  falsehood  or  treachery.  So  it  has  been  from  the  first, 
so  it  will  be  to  the  end.  More  Trimmul  had  well  guessed  what  his 
master’s  policy  would  be  when  he  laid  his  fate  upon  the  result ;  and 
when  he  heard  from  Bulwunt  Rao  that  the  envoys  had  proffered 
submission,  and  begged  of  Afzool  Khan  to  advance  and  partake  of 
the  Rajah’s  hospitality  at  Pertabgurh,  where  the  affairs  pending  in 
dispute  could  be  amicably  discussed,  he  was  satisfied — he  could 
understand  what  was  to  come. 

His  own  liberation  soon  followed.  Of  what  use  was  it  confining 
an  irresponsible  agent,  when  real  ambassadors  had  voluntarily  met 
the  Khan,  and  declared  their  master’s  intention  to  throw  himself  0]i 
the  royal  clemency  ?  So  Moro  Trimmul  was  set  free. 

His  first  act  was  to  seek  Gunga.  So  long  as  he  had  been  kept  within 
the  fort  at  Sholapoor  he  had  heard  nothing  of  her ;  but  the  day  the 
force  marched,  he  had  seen  her,  attended  by  two  stout  footmen  with 
sword  and  buckler,  riding  among  the  camp  followers,  as  the  division 
of  horsemen,  under  whose  charge  he  was  placed,  rapidly  passed  a 
crowd  of  them  straggling  onwards.  She  had  not  observed  him,  he 
thought,  for  she  made  no  sign  of  recognition.  It  had  been  otherwise, 
how'ever ;  and  we  must  retrace  a  little  this  girl’s  proceedings,  in 
order  to  comprehend  her  present  position. 

Under  that  strange  fascination  which  often  impels  women  to 
endure  more  from  men  who  ill-use  them  than  from  those  who  caress 
them,  she  bad  been  unable  to  remain  at  Tooljapoor,  and  after  a  brief 
struggle  she  had  yielded  to  her  destiny.  When  the  Khan  discharged 
her,  and  the  temporary  insensibility  of  Lukshmun  had  procured  her 
the  gold  zone,  which  was  valuable,  the  hard,  mercenary  nature  which 
had  grovm  out  of  her  vocation,  rose  as  a  wall  between  her  and  Moro 
Trimmul,  and  yet  but  for  a  moment. 

It  said  to  her,  “  You  have  got  all  you  can  from  this  man,  his  fate 
is  evil ;  you  have  had  many  escapes  from  him,  and  this  is  the  last.  Go  ! 
leave  him,  you  could  not  save  his  life  if  you  would;  the  Mussulmans 
hate  him,  and  will  destroy  him,  or  imprison  him  for  life.  Enough 
that  you  have  escaped ;  go,  and  be  thankful.”  This  was  what  she 
thought,  as  she  picked  up  the  zone  when  it  rolled  awny,  fastened  it 
round  her  w^aist,  and  walked  out  of  the  room.  Where  was  she  to 
go  ?  She  dared  not  visit  the  temple.  Dead  bodies  were  still  lying 
there,  and  there  was  blood  about  the  streets.  She  went  to  Anunda’s 
house,  and  looked  into  all  the  couris.  She  saw  the  dead  negro  lying 
among  the  flow'ers,  and,  horrified  at  the  sight,  she  started  back ;  and 
just  as  some  men  opened  a  door  and  tried  to  intercept  her,  she  fled 
aAvay  in  terror.  She  dared  not  trust  herself  in  the  quiet  parts  of  the 
town  nor  in  the  camp  ;  for  there  w'ere  many  who  would  have  thought 
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little  of  a  stab  \A'itb  a  dagger,  or  open  violence,  to  rid  her  of  the  zone 
and  the  valuable  ornaments  she  had  about  her.  The  bazar,  however, 
was  safe,  and  she  might  meet  some  one  she  knew,  and  obtain 
protection. 

There  were  many.  Among  them  Janoo  the  Ramoosee,  now  very 
tipsy,  yet  able  to  recognize  her.  He  knew  she  was  no  friend  of 
Auunda’s  or  Tara’s,  and  to  her  he  told  the  same  story  as  lie  had  done 
to  Fazil.  “Dead,  all  dead!”  he  cried,  as  he  staggered  away — “dis¬ 
honoured  and  murdered  by  the  negroes ;  and  they  are  buried  in  the 
hole  beyond  the  well,  without  the  gate.  Go  and  see — go  and  see.” 

She  went  up  through  the  gate  idly,  and  sat  down  beside  the  great 
well.  She  dared  not  go  beyond  it.  A  large  peepul  tree  hung  over 
it,  and  a  number  of  Hindu  soldiers  were  cooking  under  its  shade. 
She  asked  for  a  few  hot  cakes,  and  they  gave  them,  and  she  ate  them 
there.  Then  she  wandered  into  the  fields  and  gardens  beyond,  and 
so  round  to  the  Pap-nas  temple,  and  sat  down  on  the  ledge  of  rock 
above  the  little  stream,  which  thence  leapt  plashing  down  the  preci¬ 
pice,  looking  over  the  Inroad  plain,  over  winch  the  fight  shadows  of 
fleecy  clouds  were  chasing  each  other. 

Her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  for  there  came  back  to  her,  hard  and 
depraved  as  she  was,  many  tender  memories  of  the  man  whom  she 
had  loved  passionately; — feared,  hated  with  bitter  jealousy,  and 
again  loved  with  that  perversity  which  is  part  of  the  fiercest  jealousy, 
and  distorts  every  semblance  of  truth  to  serve  its  own  purpose.  The 
scene  of  Tara’s  inauguration  came  back  to  her  memory,  and  her 
beauty.  “It  was  not  his  fault.  Mother,”  she  cried  oiit  aloud;  “it  vvas 
thine,  to  send  that  lotos-faced  girl  to  bewitch  him,  else  he  had  been 
true  to  me,  and  Ihoti  art  riglitly  served  for  it.  He  said  thou  waet  a 
fiend,  and  feared  tliee  not ;  nor  do  I.” 

Yes,  Tara  was  gone;  would  the  Mussulman  boy,  so  grand,  s© 
beaiitiful,  ever  give  up  so  lovely  a  captive  ?  Surely  not.  “  Let  him 
Lave  her,”  she  said:  “she  will  go  away,  far,  far  from  me  and  him, 
and  it  is  vrell.  Yes,  it  is  well,  and  what  have  I  to  do  but  follow  and 
Vv'atch, — follow  and  watch  ?  ” 

Then  she  rose,  remembering  her  store  of  money  in  a  pot  under 
the  fireplace,  in  a  cloister  of  the  temple,  where  she  had  lived.  Her 
clothes,  her  pi’operty,  would  be  gone ;  what  matter,  if  that  were  safe  ? 

So  she  rose  up  a"d  ran  lightly  along  the  plain,  back  to  the  gate, 
avoiding  the  new  graves ;  then  passed  down  the  bazar  and  into  the 
temple  court.  All  the  dead  had  been  removed.  The  scavengers  were 
washing  the  court,  which  she  ci’ossed  rapidly.  As  she  expected,  her 
room  had  been  plundei’cd,  all  her  clothes  were  gone,  but  the  firei:)lace 
had  not  been  disturbed.  She  closed  the  door  carefully,  then  sat 
down  for  a  while  A»'ith  a  beating  heart,  to  see  whether  she  were 
followed  or  not ;  no  one  came, — no  one  had  cared  to  stop  her,  though 
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she  had  been  seen.  With  a  small  iron  bar  which  lay  in  a  comer,  she 
hastily  dug  up  the  clay  plastering  of  the  hearth,  and  took  out  the 
brass  vessel  she  had  hidden  there,  which  contained  her  savings ;  there 
were  upwards  of  a  hundred  rupees  in  it — wealth  to  her. 

Tying  these  coins  carefully  into  her  w'aistband,  she  again  went  out 
into  the  court,  and  proceeded  to  the  temple.  “  Do  not  go  there,” 
cried  a  man  sweeping;  “  it  is  not  washed.”  But  she  went  on. 

It  was  not  washed,  and  was  ghastly  with  dried  and  clotted  blood. 
She  looked  into  the  shrine,  to  see  what  had  become  of  the  image, 
venerated,  feared,  and  yet  even  detested.  It  lay  there  as  it  had  fallen. 
No  one  had  yet  dared  to  toueh  it,  and  the  wicked  eyes  still  glistened 
and  sparkled  in  the  light  of  the  lamp  which  had  been  placed  beside 
it.  “  Aha !  ”  cried  the  girl  exultingly  ;  “lie there,  liar  and  murder¬ 
ing  devil,  as  he  called  thee.  He  did  not  fear  thee,  nor  do  I.  Lie 
there,  till  they  pick  thee  up ;  or  why  dost  thou  not  rise  thyself  ?  Up, 
Mother,  up  !  shall  I  help  thee  ?  ”  she  cried  mockingly,  as  she  seized 
the  stone  hand;  but  she  dropped  it  as  instantly — it  was  wet  and  cold. 

As  she  did  so,  she  fancied  the  eyes  turned  spitefully  towards  her, 
and  a  horrible  superstitious  terror  came  into  her  heart  when  she 
looked  at  her  hand  and  saw  it  was  covered  with  blood.  Then  she 
shrieked  and  fled  shuddering,  out  of  the  front  entrance  to  the  vesti¬ 
bule,  across  the  court,  up  the  steps,  staying  only  for  a  moment  to 
wnsh  hurriedly  in  the  sacred  cistern.  Thus  she  went  into  the  bazar, 
and  sought  out  a  carrier  who  she  knew  possessed  a  strong  pony,  who 
agreed  to  take  her  to  Sholapoor ;  and,  purchasing  a  heavy,  coarse 
cotton  sheet,  she  wrapped  herself  in  it,  and,  mingling  with  the  crowd 
of  camp-followers,  rode  after  the  foi’ce  to  Sholapoor. 

For  many  days  she  could  get  no  speech  of  Moro  Trimmul.  She 
had  seen  him  taken  to  rivulets  and  wells  to  bathe,  and  he  had  also 
seen  her ;  but  though  she  daily  tried,  on  one  pretence  or  other,  to 
get  near  him,  she  was  repulsed.  It  was  enough,  however,  that  she 
knew  where  he  was. 

It  was  not  long  after  his  release  ere  he  discovered  her.  She  did 
not  importune  him,  and  he  could  hardly  resist  the  devotion  which 
had  prompted  her  to  abandon  w'hat  had  been  her  home  and  follow 
his  fortunes.  He  tmsted  also  to  induce  her,  gradually,  again  to 
further  his  designs  against  Tara,  which,  now  that  her  parents,  and, 
as  he  believed,  also  his  own  sister,  were  all  dead,  appeai’ed  more 
probable  of  success  than  before.  ' 

If  ever  this  selfish  man  had  felt  a  pang  of  real  grief  in  his  life,  it 
was  when  he  had  heard  of  his  sister’s  death.  Poor  Radha!  w'hom  he 
had  settled  at  last  so  well,  when  any  provision  for  her  had  become 
next  to  hopeless — Radha,  who,  with  all  her  faults,  was  part  of  his 
own  rugged  nature,  polished  and  set  in  a  more  beautiful  frame.  It 
was  impossible  not  to  grieve  for  her.  This  was  the  first  impression; 
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afterwards  there  ensued  an  element  of  rejoicing  in  it,  which  daily 
grew  stronger.  That  he  was  free— free  to  act :  free  from  the  keen 
perception  and  daring  opposition  of  his  sister,  which,  ever  protecting 
Tara  as  with  a  shield,  had  only  yielded  to  violence  at  the  last. 

Now  Tara  was  within  his  reach,  and,  comparatively  speaking,  in  a 
far  greater  measure  than  before.  He  knew  her  to  be  safe  in  the 
family  with  whom  she  had  obtained  protection.  Their  own  high 
honour  and  strict  respectability  were  gurantee  for  this.  Knowing 
her  helplessness,  Moro  Trimmul  had  but  one  source  of  alarm  or 
apprehension :  she  might  allow  herself  to  be  converted  to  the  Maho- 
medan  faith,  or  it  might  be  done  without  her  consent.  Then,  indeed, 
there  -would  be  no  hope. 

But,  on  the  other  hand,  was  she  not  a  Bmlimun — wonderfully 
learned  for  a  woman,  proud  of  this  learning,  and,  above  all,  a  self- 
professed  devotee  of  the  goddess  ? 

“  No,”  he  thought,  “  they  may  attempt  conversion,  probabl  will 
do  so,  but  she  will  resist  it :  and  yet  she  should  not  be  too  long 
exposed  to  a  double  temptation.”  Now,  therefore,  as  before,  he 
discussed  plans-  with  Gunga  as  to  what  means  could  be  employed  to 
separate  Tai-a  from  her  new  protectors,  and  carry  her  away  into  the 
wilds  of  his  native  province,  where  she  could  be  effectually  concealed; 
and  his  pursuit  of  the  girl  grew  once  more  into  a  fierce  and  morbid 
passion,  absorbing  and  deadening  all  other  feelings  of  his  life. 


CHAPTER  LXV. 

“The  gods  be  praised!  ”  cried  Jeyram  Bhopey  to  Wamun  Bhut,  late 
m  the  day  after  the  attack  upon  the  temple.  “He  has  opened  his 
eyes  once  more.  Speak,  Vjas  Sha.stree ;  you  are  safe  amono-st 
friends  :  the  gods  be  praised,  and  Toolja  Mata,  for  this  mercy,  for  we 
little  expected  to  see  you  live.” 

“  Who  are  you  ?  ”  said  the  Shastree  faintly.  “  I  see  very  dimly 
and  it  appears  very  dark. — Anunda!  Tara! _ ” 

j  to /oil/’  replied  the  elder  of  the  two  priests, 

and  this  i.s  Jeyram  Bhopey.  We  carried  you  away,  and  you  are 
^fe  in  the  house  of  Gunnesh  Hurry,  Putwari  of  Sindphul.— Look 
friends,  he  continued,  siieaking  to  others  without  the  door  of  the 
room  “  the  Shastree  is  alive,  and  hath  spoken,  and  asked  for  his  wife 
and  daughter. 

Vyas  Shastree  was  sensible  that  the  room  darkened  a<rain,  as  a 
number  of  men  crowded  to  the  door;  but,  feeling  sick  and  faint  from 
the  exertion  of  speaking  even  those  few  words,  thought  himself 
dying,  and  relapsed  again  into  insensibility. 
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Very  anxiously  did  all  those  friends  watch  around  the  wounded 
man ;  and  it  was  long  befoi-e  he  showed  any  appearance  of  rallying 
strength.  Night  passed,  and  they  hardly  expected  he  would  see  the 
day ;  but  still  he  breathed,  and  as  morning  was  breaking,  a  warm 
moisture  took  the  place  of  the  chill,  clammy,  deathlike  state  in  which 
he  had  remained  previously,  and  then  those  attending  him  hoped 
that  he  would  live. 

He  had  received  a  fearful  wound.  Bareheaded  as  he  was  in  the 
performance  of  the  ceremonies  so  rudely  interrupted,  he  had  not 
thought  of  protecting  himself ;  but,  as  the  Abyssinians  advanced,  had 
caught  a  sword  and  shield  offered  him  by  a  man  in  the  crowd,  who 
drew  back  and  fled,  and  had  passed  to  xhe  front  with  some  others, 
crying  the  shout  of  the  goddess,  “  Jey  Kalee !  ”  “  Jey  Toolja  !  ”  and 
catching  blows  on  the  shield  rather  than  returning  them.  But  when 
a  gigantic  negro  before  him  was  pressing  upon  the  front  rank  of 
those  v/ho  defended  the  entrance  to  the  vestibule,  so  heavily  that  it 
seemed  as  if  they  must  give  way,  the  old  soldier  spirit  within  the 
Shastree  was  stirred,  and  he  struck  desperately  at  the  man.  Stung 
by  the  pain  of  the  wound,  the  negro  instantly  returned  the  blow  with 
a  furious  cut,  which  laid  open  the  crown  of  the  Shastree’s  head  from 
back  to  front.  Well  for  him  that  the  shield  had  greatly  broken  the 
force  of  it,  or  he  had  died  instantly;  as  it  was,  the  Shastree  fell 
stunned,  and  was  trampled  upon  by  the  advancing  crowd ;  and  lay 
there,  unconscious,  until  the  early  morning. 

Then  the  two  friends  who  had  watch  him  fall,  and  xvho,  concealed 
in  the  recess  behind  the  shrine,  had  escaped  slaughter,  came  forth 
and  sought  for  him.  They  found  him  under  a  pile  of  dead,  still 
breathing,  but  utterly  insensible.  It  was  impossible  to  take  iTim  to 
his  own  house,  for  the  gateway  and  bazar  were  filled  with  Abvs- 
sinians,  and  they  feared  a  renewal  of  slaughter  with  the  dawn ;  so 
they  lifted  the  Shastree  from  the  ground,  obtained  a  bedstead  from 
one  of  the  closed  archway  rooms,  put  him  upon  it,  and,  being  joined 
by  several  of  the  Bhdpey  priests,  had  broken  open  the  postern  by 
which  Tara  had  been  taken  away,  and  carried  him  at  once,  unobserved, 
to  Sindphul. 

Had  Tara  remained  where  she  had  been  first  stopped,  she  must 
have  seen  her  father  borne  past  her,  and  would  have  been  saved ;  bxit 
Fazil  Khan  had  sent  her  palankeen  to  the  trees  by  the  back  of  the 
rivulet,  about  a  gunshot’s  distance  from  the  path,  out  of  sight ;  and 
though  those  who  carried  the  Shastree  were  challenged  by  Shore 
Khan’s  horsemen,  there  was  nothing  suspicious  in  the  fact  of  a  dead 
body,  for  so  it  seemed,  being  caiTied  away, — and  the  little  procession 
had  passed  unnoticed. 

Heera,  the  barber  of  Sindphul,  was  a  skilful  surgeon,  and  on  his 
arrival  at  the  house  of  the  Putwari  or  accountant  of  tho  village,  the 
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Shastree’s  wound  was  examined.  The  barber  had  seldom  seen 
worse,  and  during  the  time  which  had  elapsed  since  he  had  received 
it,  the  Shastree  had  become  weak  from  loss  of  blood.  So  Heera 
shook  his  head.  Still  he  did  his  best :  the  wound  was  sewn  up  skil¬ 
fully,  and  a  composing  poultice  of  warm  leaves  and  hci'bs  applied  to 
it,  while  the  bruised  body  uas  fomented.  All  night  had  Heera 
watched  anxiously  with  the  friends  about  the  Shastree,  fearing  the 
Vv^orst,  for  he  was  restless  and  feverish ;  but  wdth  tlie  morning  came 
refreshing  sleep,  and  the  warm  moist  skin  for  which  the  barber  had 
so  anxiously  looked.  Then  he  said,  “  If  the  gods  please,  the 
Shastree  will  live.  Let  him  be  kept  quiet,  and  the  room  darkened. 

At  first  the  women  of  his  family  were  hardly  missed.  All  those 
who  could  escape  had  fled  into  the  fields  and  gardens  around  little 
Tooljapoor,  and  many  into  the  deep  ravine  beyond  the  town,  or  to 
adjacent  villages.  Sindphul  was  crowded  with  them,  and  no  one 
dare  return  till  the  IMahomedan  force  had  passed. 

The  Bhoslay  of  Sindphul  had  searched  again  and  again  through 
his  village  and  its  hamlets  for  the  Shastree’s  wives  and  for  Tara,  but 
in  vain.  He  had  sent  men  to  look  for  them  in  their  own  house,  but 
they  were  not,  there.  The  place  showed  the  signs  of  violence  we 
already  know  of  ;  and  the  men  in  charge  of  it  could  only  hope  that 
Jfinoo  Niiik  might  account  for  them. 

Janoo  had  been  sought,  therefore,  and  found  in  the  liquor-seller’s 
shop  drinking  out  his  money ;  and  when  asked  for  Anunda  and 
Tara,  said,  with  drunken  solemnity,  that  he  had  buried  them  all. 
The  idea  had  possessed  him  that  this  was  the  safest  answer  for  all 
questioners,  and  he  held  to  it  the  more  pertinaciously  as  his  drunken¬ 
ness  increased.  It  was  impossible  not  to  fear  that  the  story  might 
be  true ;  for  all  had  seen  Tara  in  the  throng  of  priests  and  priestesses, 
and  knew  also  that  Anunda  and  Radha  had  been  in  the  temple. 

We  left  them  crouching  in  a  niche,  as  it  were,  of  the  rock, 
overgrown  by  long  pendant  creepers  and  grass,  near  the  little  spring, 
and  there  they  passed  the  night.  At  early  danm  Janoo  had  come  to 
them  -with  his  son,  and  told  them  that  their  house  had  been  attacked 
in  the  night,  and  was  no  safe  place  for  them.  It  was  polluted, 
moreover,  and  they  could  not  return  to  it.  That  Tara  and  the  Shas¬ 
tree  had  escaped  to  Sindphul ;  that  he  dare  not  take  them  past  the 
force  which  was  guarding  the  town  and  pass,  and  that  they  must  go 
to  Afsinga,  where  all  was  quiet.  He  knew  they  had  friends  in  a 
Brahmun’s  family  which  resided  there,  and  thither  Anunda  and 
Radha  suffered  themselves  to  be  guided  by  the  boy,  while  Janoo, 
after  seeing  them  safe  across  the  hill,  returned  to  his  post. 

Weeping  bitterly,  hardly  knowng  whether  to  go  on  with  the  lad 
or  to  return,  at  all  risks,  to  Tooljapoor,  the  two  women  had  yielded 
to  Jdnoo’s  well-intended  but  mistaken  dii’ection.  The  path  was 
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stony  and  rongli,  and  their  naked  feet,  nnused  to  such  places,  were 
sorely  bruised  and  cut  in  descending  the  rugged  track  by  whicli, 
thi’ough  the  most  intricate  and  gloomy  ravines  of  the  hills,  they  were 
guided.  It  was  hardly  four  miles,  perhaps,  and  yet,  faint  and 
wretched  as  they  were,  the  sun  was  high  in  the  heavens  ei’e'thev 
reached  their  destination,  and  were  kindly  received. 

They  told  their  story ;  but  Avhat  could  be  done  ?  Who  could  go  to 
Tooljapoor  ?  The  Brahmuii  to  whose  house  they  had  betaken  them¬ 
selves  was  old  and  feeble,  but  a  student  who  lived  with  him,  and  who 
had  been  absent  since  daylight  to  obtain  information,  returned  about 
noon.  He  had  no  neAvs  of  the  Shastree  or  of  Tara ;  but  he  volun¬ 
teered  to  go  again  to  seek  them,  and  did  so,  returning  at  night  with 
accounts  of  a  fruitless  search.  Janoo,  he  said,  knew  nothing  of  them, 
and  he  had  found  him  telling  the  same  story,  that  he  had  buried 
Anundaand  Radha  out  of  sight, — and  understood — AA’hat  the  faithful 
blit  drunken  creatui’e  had  perhaps  meant  to  convey  to  all  inquirers — 
that  they  were  safely  hidden  aAvav. 

Perhaps  Janoo  w'ould  not  have  been  absent  so  long  had  he  been 
sober ;  but  the  excitement  and  his  potations  together  had  been  too 
much  for  him.  When  he  aAvoke,  having  lain  doAA'n  to  sleep  in  the 
bazar,  it  Avas  evening,  and  they  Avere  lighting  the  lamps  in  the  shops. 
“It  is  too  late  now,”  thought  he,  “to  go  across  the  hills  for  the 
Shastree’s  Avives,  and  they  arc  safer  Avhere  they  are ;  ”  so  he  betook 
himself  to  the  house.  His  men  were  there  in  charge.  The  dead 
negro  had  been  taken  out  and  buried,  and  some  of  the  blood  AA'ashed 
aAvay ;  but  the  place  Avas  utterly  defiled :  the  sacred  fire  had  gone  out, 
and  the  whole  premises  ipust  undergo  purification  ere  they  could 
enter  or  inhabit  it  once  more.  Janoo  slnnigged  his  shoulders — “  They 
cannot  live  here,”  he  said  ;  “  there  is  the  hut  in  the  garden  at  Sind- 
phul,  and  I  Avill  take  them  there  and  hide  them  in  it.” 

So  in  the  morning,  before  it  Avas  light,  he  set  out  from  Tooljai^oor, 
and  crossed  the  hills,  Avith  tAvo  of  his  men  leading  two  stout  ponies 
for  the  Avomen,  and  reached  Afsinga  before  the  sun  had  risen.  He 
brought  no  tidings  of  the  Shastree  ;  but  it  Avas  re])orted  generally  in 
the  toAA’n,  he  said,  that  he  and  Tara  Avere  at  Sindphul ;  and,  in  any 
case,  they  must  go  there  and  live  in  the  garden  till  the  house  could 
be  purified,  and  fit  to  be  again  inhabited.  This  Avas  scant  comfort 
to  Anunda  and  Radha ;  but  Jinoo  said  that  most  families  in  the  toAV'n 
Avere  in  the  same  predicament,  that  he  knew  the  Shastree  and  Tara 
Avere  not  among  the  dead,  and  probability  confirmed  the  report  that 
they  had  fled  in  the  confusion,  and  Avere  safe. 

It  was  hardly  ‘^our  miles  to  Sindphul  by  the  road  at  the  foot  of  the 
hills  on  the  plain  ,  and  they  set  out,  after  their  hospitable  hosts  had 
insisted  upon  their  taking  an  early  meal.  Anunda  would  fain  haA-e 
gone  by  Tooljapoor,  biAt  Janoo  OA'erruled  it.  There  was  no  one  there; 
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they  would  only  sit  down  and  cry  at  the  house  door ;  ^  and  if  the 
Shastree  were  at  Sindphul,  they  would  be  delayed  going  to  him. 
Nobody  had  been  disturbed  there ;  and  the  Bhoslay  and  the  Put- 
wari  would  advise  them  for  the  best  in  any  ease. 

All  these  arguments  overruled  Ananda,  and  they  set  out  with  their 
guide.  They  met  no  one,  except  a  few  men  watching  in  their  fields 
by  the  wayside,  who  told  them  all  was  quiet.  Janoo  would  not  even 
take  them  near  the  pass  of  Tooljapoor,  but,  striking  across  the  plain 
by  the  Gosai’s  Mutt,  and  through  the  great  mango  grove,  they 
reached  Sindphul  unobserved. 

It  is  not  a  large  village,  and  they  were  well  known  there.  Passing 
up  the  centml  street,  they  had  greetings  from  many  friends,  both 
men  and  women.  At  last  they  saw  their  own  old  gardener  sitting 
weeping  at  the  door  of  the  Putwari’s  house;  and  Janoo,  who  was 
loading  Anunda’s  pony,  took  them  thither.  They  were  both  sick  at 
heart  as  they  dismounted  and  entered.  The  Putwari’s  wife  and  his 
married  daughter  who  lived  in  the  house  were  kind  people,  and  met 
them  in  the  outer  court.  “  He  is  alive,”  said  the  dame  ;  “  fear  not. 
Heera  has  dressed  the  wound,  and  he  has  spoken  to  my  husband,  and 
asked  for  you.  We  told  him  we  had  sent  for  you,  and  that  you  were 
coming,  and,  behold,  the  gods  have  brought  you.”  Then  she  led 
Anunda,  weeping,  into  the  inner  court,  and  Radha  followed.  The 
men  sitting  about  the  door  of  the  apartment  got  up,  and,  feeling  they 
had  no  more  to  do,  went  out,  all  but  the  old  Putwari. 

“Vyas  Shastree,”  he  said,  as  the  women  approached  the  door,  “  be 
comforted ;  they  are  safe,  and  have  come  to  you.  Be  gentle  with 
him,”  he  added  to  Anunda ;  “  he  is  very  weak,  and  Heera  says  if  he 
is  made  anxious,  or  disturbed,  fever  may  come  on;  therefore,  be 
careful.” 

It  was  well  meant  to  give  them  caution,  but  at  such  moments, 
nature  will  have  its  course.  The  w'omen  had  existed — since  the 
attack  on  the  temple,  and  since  they  had  fled  with  Janoo — in  a  state 
of  intense  fear  and  misery  which  cannot  be  described ;  and  yet  one 
mercy  had  accompanied  this  dread,  that  they  had  not  fully  known 
w'hat  had  happened  in  the  temple,  and  so  hope  had  sustained  them. 
Now,  however,  there  was  no  doubt ;  and  in  a  paroxysm  of  mingled 
fear  and  thankfulness,  they  cast  themselves  beside  the  low  bed, 
embracing  their  husband’s  feet,  and  weeping  passionately.  The 
Shastree  was  too  weak  to  speak  or  move  ;  he  could  only  lift  up  his 
hand  gently,* as  if  to  bless  them  and  welcome  them,  while  a  faint 
but  grateful  smile  spread  itself  over  his  pallid  features. 

For  a  little  time,  and  as  they  sat  silently  beside  him  ministering 
to  their  w'ants — for  Anunda  was  an  unrivalled  nurse,  and  had  at 
once  proceeded  to  arrange  many  things  about  him,  as  he  liked — 
strange  to  say,  they  did  not  miss  Tara ;  but  Anunda’s  mind  sud- 
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denly  misgave  her.  Her  husband,  whom  her  arrival  had  aroused, 
had  again  fallen  into  a  doze,  and  she  went  outside  to  ask  for  her. 
The  whole  court  had  been  left  to  them,  and  the  door  of  the  outer 
one  was  closed.  “  Tara,”  she  called  gently,  several  times,  but  there 
was  no  reply.  She  might  be  asleep,  she  thought,  in  one  of  the 
rooms  which  opened  into  it,  and  she  searched  in  each  in  succession. 
There  Avas  no  one.  Radha  joined  her.  “  Where  is  Tara  ?  ”  she 
said.  “  She  should  have  been  with  him.”  True,  she  should  have 
been  with  her  father,  but  she  was  not. 

The  women  turned  sick  at  heart  and  sat  down.  A  nameless 
terror  seized  them,  so  absorbing,  that  they  could  say  nothing,  but 
that  she  was  not.  Anunda  dare  not  ask.  Of  the  two,  Radha  was 
most  self-possessed.  Looking  through  the  door,  she  saAV  the  old 
Putwari’s  wife  sitting  outside  it,  and  as  if  watching  the  place.  She 
called  her  in,  and  the  dame  saw  at  a  glance  what  was  needed.  O 
the  misery  of  that  mother’s  face !  who,  after  trying  to  articulate 
“  Tara,”  which  her  lips  formed,  as  though  she  spoke  the  word,  fell 
forward  clasping  the  knees  and  feet  of  her  old  friend,  and  groaning 
in  her  despair. 

“  The  gods  have  given  thee  one  precious  object,  sister,  and  taken 
the  other,”  she  said.  “  Be  thankful  for  what  is  spared  thee.” 

Then  Anunda  thought  Tara  was  dead,  and  -so  did  Radha ;  but 
the  woman  resumed — 

“  And  yet,  why  should  I  say  so,  Anunda  ?  We  know  not ;  she 
has  not  been  heard  of.  Let  us  wait.  Hundreds  of  our  friends  fled 
from  the  temple  and  from  the  town.  Many  we  sheltered  here  all 
yesterday  till  the  force  passed  by ;  then  they  returned  home.  So 
Tara  may  be  at  some  village  near,  and  we  have  men  watching  at 
your  house  and  at  the  temple.  The  Bhopeys  will  send  intelligence 
if  they  get  any.” 

“  She  is  not  in  the  garden  ?”  asked  Radha. 

“No;  we  searched  there  long  ago,  and  in  all  the  gardens.  No, 
she  is  not  here,  and  you  must  wait.  [She  was  favoured  of  the 
Mother,  sister,  and  will  not  be  deserted.  At  least  we  know  she  was 
not  killed.” 

Anunda  was  comforted  for  the  moment  by  this,  and  the  women 
went  and  resumed  .their  watch  by  their  husband.  It  was  a  relief, 
perhaps,^  not  to  speak  a  relief,  too,  to  And,  in  watching  him  and 
ministering  to  his  wants,  a  diversion  from  the  other  cp,re.  Sooner 
or  later  Tara  might  come  in.  Janoo  had  at  once  gone  in  search  of 
her ;  the  Bhoslay  had  despatched  horsemen  to  every  village  around, 
and  there  would  surely  be  news  of  her  before  nightfall. 

But  none  came  that  night,  nor  the  next  day.  The  Shastree  wa.s 
not  yet  aware  of  Tara’s  absence ;  fever  had  begun — the  fever  of  the 
wound — and  he  was  unconscious  of  most  thmgs.  Sometimes  he 
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recognized  Antinda,  and  sometimes  called  Radha,  Tara,  It  was  a 
blessed  thing  then  that  he  knew  no  more.  Neither  of  the  women 
relaxed  for  a  moment  in  their  work,  and  sat  there  by  the  bed,  with¬ 
out  sleep  and  without  rest,  looking  for  news  of  Tara;  but  none  came. 
Messenger  after  messenger  arrived,  but  Avith  no  tidings  of  her. 

Late  next 'day  Janoo  returned.  He  must  see  Anunda,  he  said;  be 
had  news  of  importance  about  Tara,  and,  so  far  as  he  knew,  she  was 
not  dead. 

Anunda  went  to  the  man  outside ;  he  might  not  enter  because  of 
his  impure  caste, 

Janoo  was  a  man  of  few  words  and  scant  ceremony,  and  he  blurted 
out,  “Moro  Trimmul  and  Gungatook  her  away,  lady.  I  was  drink¬ 
ing  last  night  with  some  of  our  people,  who  are  strangers,  and  came 
from  a  distance,  and  who  wei’e  dividing  booty :  and  they  said  they 
had  carried  oif  a  beautiful  Moorlee  as  the  disturbance  broke  out, 
and  put  her  in  a  palankeen,  and  they  were  paid  by  Moro  Trirnmul, 
the  reciter.  They  treated  me  and  some  of  my  people  to  liquor,  and 
told  us  of  this  as  a  good  piece  of  business.  And  I  have  not  stolen 
them,  lady ;  but  the  jewels  yon  gave  me  are  gone ;  they  were  given 
to  Pahar  Singh’s  hunchback,  who  came  and  asked  for  them  in  the 
Kucheri  in  my  name  :  but  Pahar  Singh  Avill  give  them  up ;  or  if 
not,  I  will  burn  a  corn-stack  of  his  every  night  till  he  does.” 

All  this  Avas  told  rapidly  and  confuse^y.  The  detail  AA^as  hardly 
intelligible ;  but  one  great  fact  came  out  beyond  all  others,  and  if  it 
Avere  true,  better  Tara  Avere  dead — 0,  far  better ! 

“Wait,”  said  Aminda,  “and  I  Avill  come  to  thee  again;”  and 
she  went  in  and  Avhispered  it  all  to  Radha.  She  saw  the  gild’s  face 
flush  and  her  bosom  heave  raphdly.  “Gunga  must  have  helped 
him,”  she  said,  “else  he  had  not  dared  it,  and  I  Avill  sec  to  it  my¬ 
self.”  So  they  both  went  out  to  the  Ramoosee,  and  Radha  at  once 
declared  she  would  go  with  him  to  the  town  above,  and  make 
inquiries. 

She  AA'as  shi’ewd  and  active.  Accompanied  by  Janoo  and  tivo  of 
the  Bhoslay’s  retainers,  she  soon  found  the  man  from  AA^hom  Janoo 
had  heard  of  Tara,  and  listened  to  his  story.  They  had  knoAvn 
nothing  of  Moro  Trimmul’s  purpose,  he  said,  till  that  night  of  the 
recitation,  or  hov/  the  girl  they  took  was  to  be  decoyed  away,  or  Vv^ho 
she  was ;  but  as  the  disturbance  began,  she  aa'us  brought  out  by  him 
in  his  arms,  and  then  they  took  her.  Yes,  he  knew  Avhat  had  become 
of  her.  Moro  Trimmul  had  been  put  in  irons  by  the  Mahomedan 
chief,  and  Tara  had  been  carried  off  to  Sholapoor.  He  and  his 
companions  had  Avatched  the  palankeen  from  the  rocks  in  the  ravine 
Avhere  they  had  hidden  themselves,  because,  if  it  had  been  left  un- 
gUHi'ded,  they  would  have  gone  to  it. 

It  was  clear  enough  now,  therefore,  that  Tara  was  gone,  not  dead. 
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That  would  liave  been  grief — bitter  grief ;  but  here  was  more  misery 
than  death  would  have  caused.  Who  had  taken  their  Tara  ?  for 
what  fate  was  she  reserved  ?  They  could  only  think  of  her  beauty 
as  destined  for  some  Mahomedan  harem — reserved  for  a  fate  woi’se 
than  death. 

It  was  piteous  to  see  the  mother  and  the  sister- wife  prostiuted 
under  this  misery  and  the  state  of  their  husband ;  and  it  was  with 
difficulty  that  Radha  was  restrained  from  going  at  once  to  Sholapoor 
after  the  camp,  and  endeavouring  to  tmce  and  reclaim  Tara.  If  she 
had  only  done  so — if  this  energetic  girl,  used  to  rough  ways  and 
rapid  journeys,  had  been  allowed  to  follow  out  her  own  plans,  what 
misery  might  not  have  been  saved  to  all !  Hard  she  pleaded,  that 
she  could  not  be  denied  to  her  brother.  She  w'ould  force  from  him 
an  account  of  Tara,  and  would  bring  her  back. 

But  Anunda  hesitated ;  and  the  Shastree,  to  whom  all  was  told, 
weak  as  he  was  in  body,  was  more  than  usually  vacillating.  The 
Mahomedan  camp,  full  of  licentiousness,  was  no  place  for  a  Brahmun 
girl.  ^  “  The  Shastree  must  be  attended,”  Anunda  said ;  and,  in 
Tara  s  absence,  he  seemed  to  cling  the  more  fondly  to  his  young 
wife,  and  to  miss  her  ministrations  if  even  she  was  temporarily 
absent.  ^  hinally,  the  matter  was  left  in  the  hands  of  their  friends, 
the  Bhoslay  and  the  old  Putwari,  and  they  decided  that  Radha 
must  not  go ;  but  a  messenger  should  be  sent,  who,  assisted  by 
friends  and  Brahmuns  at  Sholapoor,  would  do  all  that  was  needful 
or  possible. 

In  truth,  all  these  friends  thought  that  seeking  for  Tara  at  all 
was  injudicious.  They  could  not  believe,  considering  her  beauty 
and  pi.blic  vocation  as  a  priestess,  that  she  could  have  escaped  ob¬ 
servation,  and  they  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that  her  preservation 
from  dishonour  was  impossible.  Better  she  were  dead or,  if  alive, 
reunion  was  henceforth  impossible,  for  the  hard  rules  of  religious 
faith  must  exclude  her  from  all  assistance  and  sympathy.  These 
were  home  truths  which,  sooner  or  later,  Vyas  Shastree  himself 
would  acknowledge ;  and  Radha’s  plan  was  overruled. 

It  was  some  days  before  an  answer  came.  Communications 
were  necessarily  slow  when  there  were  only  foot  messengers  to  carry 
them.  The  Shastree’s  fever  had  passed  away,  and  his  wound  was 
progressing  favourably.  Mentally  and  bodily,  he  had  passed  a 
fearful  crisis;  but  natures  like  his  bow  to  these  calamities  I’ather 
than  break,  and  there  was  hope  at  least  in  the  messenger  who  had 
gone,  to  which  they  all  clung. 

Little  by  little  they  heard  enough  to  sustain  this  hope.  The 
Bhoslay’s  correspondent,  a  banker  in  the  town  of  Sholapoor,  had 
spared  no  pains  for  the  recovery  of  Vyas  Shastree’s  child;  but  beyond 
the  fact  that  in  the  family  of  Afzool  Khan  there  was  a  new  Hindu 
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slave,  of  great  beauty,  wbo  was  carefully  secluded  in  the  zenana,  he 
could  ascertain  nothing ;  and  the  inquiries,  he  WTote,  must  be  con¬ 
tinued  in  camp,  for  the  force  had  marched,  and  was  now  some 
stages  distant,  going  towards  Wye. 

Again,  after  an  interval  of  weary  expectation,  and  the  daily  en¬ 
durance  of  that  heavy  weight  of  uncertainty  which  is  so  often  worse 
than  the  bitterest  agony  of  reality,  there  came  fresh  news  which 
they  could  not  doubt.  A  poor  Brahmun  of  Sholapoor,  incited  by 
the  offer  of  reward  held  out  by  the  Shastree’s  friends,  had  proceeded 
to  camp,  and  returned  from  it  direct.  They  never  forgot  that  evening 
of  his  arrival.  The  Shastree  had,  meanwhile,  been  removed  to  his 
own  house,  as  soon  as  it  had  undergone  purification,  and  lay,  weak 
as  yet,  but  convalescent,  in  the  verandah  of  the  inner  court,  living, 
as  he  said,  in  sight  of  the  objects  most  loved  by  his  lost  child ;  and 
it  was  almost  an  occupation  to  watch  dreamily  Tara’s  bright  flowers 
glowing  in  the  sunlight.  He  was  lying  there,  watching  them,  as 
the  evening  sun  declined,  and  the  colour  of  its  light  was  growing 
richer  as  the  shadows  of  the  buildings  lengthened,  and  Anunda  had 
just  said  he  must  retire  to  his  room;  but  he  was  pleading  to  be 
allowed  to  stay,  when  the  man  was  announced  without. 

Weary  and  footsore,  Radha  and  a  servant  poured  water  over  his 
feet,  and  led  him  in.  “There  was  no  bad  news,”  he  said  ;  “none, 
Tara  was  well.”  Then  they  all  listened,  with  grateful  hearts  and 
tears  of  joy,  to  the  man’s  tale  of  having  discovered  her,  though  ho 
could  not  get  speech  of  her  or  send  a  message  to  her ;  but  in  Afzool 
Khan’s  family  there  was  a  Brahmun  girl  called  Tara,  who  was  an 
honoured  guest;  her  people  had  been  killed,  they  said,  and  they 
were  taking  her  to  Wye,  to  her  relatives.  He  had  watched  several 
days  about  the  Khan’s  tents  in  hope  of  seeing  her,  but  in  vain  ;  for 
the  servants  and  soldiers,  thinking  him  a  spy,  had  beaten  him  and 
driven  him  off.  Day  by  day  the  distance  back  to  Tooljapoor  grew 
greater,  so  he  had  returned.  But  there  was  no  doubt;  the  man 
described  what  he  had  heard  distinctly,  and  they  could  now  trace 
Tara  from  the  temple  to  where  she  then  was.  She  must  believe 
they  were  all  dead,  and  was  going  to  their  relatives  at  Wye :  and 
she  was  at  least  safe  from  Moro  Trimmul,  whom  the  messeiiger 
reported  to  be  in  close  confinement. 

Now,  for  once,  there  was  no  indecision  or  vacillation  in  the  Shas¬ 
tree’s  mind.  He  could  bear  easy  travelling  in  a  litter ;  and  Radha 
should  have  it  by-and-by,  when  he  grew  stronger.  He  would  not 
delay,  and  they  could  yet  overtake  the  army  at  Wye,  or  soon  after¬ 
wards.  Very  little  of  the  household  property  had  been  lost,  after  all; 
and  Anunda’s  store  of  money  was  at  last  to  pi*ove  useful.  That 
night,  as  with  thankful  hearts  they  spoke  of  their  lost  child,  they 
arranged  plans  for  setting  out  to  reclaim  her ;  and  their  friends, 
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wlio  crowded  about  them  with  congratulations  next  day,  soon  com¬ 
pleted  the  neccu^aiy  arrangements.  The  third  day  was  a  lucky  one, 
according  to  the  planets ;  and  they  moved  do\vn  the  pass  to  Sindphul, 
followed  by  many  friends,  and  the  good  wishes  and  prayers  of  all 
who  had  known  Tara  from  childhood. 


CHAPTER  LXVl. 

A  PLEASANT  life  was  it  to  Tara.  The  daily  stages  of  a  large  army 
encumbered  with  heavy  materiel  are  necessarily  slow  at  all  times,  and 
the  country  roads  were  not  as  yet  dry  from  the  recent  rains,  so  that 
the  force  could  not  hurry  on.  The  Khan  himself  was  in  no  haste. 
On  the  arrival  of  the  Mahratta  ambassadors  he  had  received  them 
courteously,  and  insisted  upon  their  being  the  guests  of  the  royal 
camp.  They  had  not  much  to  say,  beyond  general  protestations  of 
attachment.  Their  master’s  demands  were  simple,  they  knew ;  but 
he  would  dreat  for  them  in  person  when  he  met  the  Khan.  Mean¬ 
while,  supplies  for  the  royal  forces  were  abundant ;  the  stages  they 
arranged  were  shorter  perhaps  than  the  Khan,  and  especially  Fazil, 
approved  of ;  but  they  found  grain  and  forage  provided  everywhere, 
and  the  camp  bazar  had  always  the  appearance  of  a  busy  fair. 

On  his  own  part,  Afzool  Khan,  yielding  to  the  persuasions  of 
Sivaji’s  agents,  despatched  an  envoy  of  his  own,  the  Brahmun  Punto 
Gopinath,  to  Pertabgurh.  Their  master’s  mind,  they  said,  would  be 
relieved  by  it ;  and  as  Sivaji  had  evinced  confidence  in  sending  his 
own  servants  unsolicited,  so  a  similar  mark  of  courtesy  could  hardly 
be  refused.  The  Khan  did  not  object  to  it.  The  Envoy  received  his 
instructions,  to  act  as  circumstances  might  Squire,  leaving  all  points 
of  detail  for  future  arrangement ;  and  Bulwunt  Rao  was  placed  in 
command  of  the  escort  which  accompanied  him.  In  this  capacity  he 
was  safe  against  all  local  enemies  ;  and  he  went  the  more  willingly, 
as  he 'trusted,  under  this  opportunity,  to  interest  the  Rajah  in  his 
own  affairs. 

So  there  was  no  hurry,  and  it  was  a  pleasant  life.  Every  day,  or 
nearly  so,  there  was  a  change;  the  force  moved  forward  a  few  miles, 
or  it  halted ;  tents  were  pitched,  thrown  down,  moved,  and  again 
pitched  in,  pleasant  places;  perhaps  in  some  soft  grassy  plaiu 
spangled  with  flowers,  or  in  a  stubble  field  with  the  stacks  of  ripe 
grain  standing  around  them.  The  Khan’s  Durbar  tent  was  open  to 
all  comers,  where  the  leaders  of  the  various  bodies  of  troops  met 
every  day  for  business  or  ceremonial  visits,  as  it  might  be :  behind 
it  the  private  tents  enclosed  by  a  canvas  wall,  which  afforded  a  largo 
area.  Before  all,  floated  the  royal  standard,  and  a  place  was  cleared 
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near  it  which  was  appropriated  for  public  prayer.  Five  times  in 
each  day,  if  the  force  halted,  did  the  musical  chant  of  invitation  to 
prayer  resound  from  this  spot ;  and  as  often  did  the  devout  among 
the  soldiery  assemble  there,  and  perform  the  stated  devotions. 
Every  afternoon  the  priest  and  other  divines  preached  to  the  people; 
and  it  was  remarked  that  the  sermons  on  the  holy  war,  though  they 
were  continued  at  intervals,  were  of  quieter  character  than  they  used 
to  be  at  first. 

Perhaps  the  religious  zeal  of  the  Peer  had  relaxed  since  the 
slaughter  at  Tooljapoor,  and  was  satisfied  with  the  fact  of  the  idol 
having  been  overthrown  and  defiled.  Perhaps  the  Khan  supposed 
enough  had  been  done  to  terrify  the  Mahratta  people,  and  that  the 
rest  would  follow  upon  negotiation. 

There  was  very  little  change  in  the  daily  life  :  the  early  march, 
the  halt  for  the  day,  the  household  occupations,  and  then  the  pleasajit 
talk  with  Zyna  and  Lurlee.  Her  tales  of  the  Hindu  life,  and  of  her 
home  pleasures  and  occupations,  were  told  again  and  again  by  Tara, 
often  vrith  bitter  tears,  and  yet  told  again  and  again,  and  heard  by 
sympathizing  friends. 

Two  different  worlds,  as  it  were,  were  thus  brought  together. 
What  did  the  simple  Brahmun  girl  know  of  the  grandeur  of  Maho- 
medan  nobles,  of  which  only  a  faint  rumour  had  ever  reached  her  ? 
To  her  unclean,  she  would  once  have  shuddered  at  nearer  contact 
vath  them,  howevfr  rich  or  grand  they  might  be.  Now,  hoAV 
different !  They  had  respected  her  honour,  and  they  also  respected 
her  faith;  and  every  day  her  little  cooking- place  was  arranged,  with 
water  brought  by  a  Brahmun  for  her  bath  and  her  drinking,  which 
no  one  interfered  with.  Sometimes,  Zyna  and  Lurlee  v/ould  look  on 
V  bile  the  little  raaiden  dressed  her  simple  meal,  as  she  had  often  done 
at  home, — amused,  and  wondering  at  her  dexterity ;  and  it  Avas  not 
long  before  the  Khan  himself  was  a  petitioner  for  some  delicate 
specimen  of  her  handiwork,  Avhich,  it  Avas  remarked,  he  ate  Avith 
infinite  relish,  and  pronounced  better  even  than  Kurreema’s  efforts 
to  the  same  end. 

They  procured  the  girl  the  books  she  loved,  and  eagerly,  and  with 
infinite  animation,  she  AA'ould  read  and  ex]X)und  sacred  texts,  Avhich 
even  the  priest  admitted  contained  at  least  moral  and  A-irtuou.s 
doctrine.  Occasionally,  too,  he  Avas  unable  to  control  himself,  and 
ho  answered  the  little  preacher  from  his  own  books,  hnrling  at  her 
texts  translated  from  the  Koran  into  bad  J^Iahratta;  and  half  angry 
AAuih,  and  half  amused  by,  the  seeming  petulance  Avith  AAdiich  she 
resisted  conversion,  allowed  her  greater  liberties,  perhaps,  than  he 
had  ever  been  known  to  submit  to  before  from  “  an  infidel.” 

“  See,”  she  would  cry,  “Huzrut !  here  are  God’s  holy  words  to  ua 
I'.-'or  Hindus  hundreds  of  thousands  of  years  old,  but  ynui’s  are,  aft:i 
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all,  blit  a  few  hundreds.  Surely  the  elder  has  precedence  ?  ”  If  she 
could  translate  the  beautiful  Bhugwat  Geeta  to  him,  that  book  so 
full  of  mystic  religious  doctrine,  he  could  understand  her  better,  she 
thought ;  but  she  had  no  words  that  he  could  comprehend,  in  which 
to  convey  the  sense  of  the  nohle  Sanscrit ;  and  it  must  be  confessed 
that  her  general  attempts  in  argument  were  failures. 

Kind  Tara !  gentle  Tara !  was  any  servant  ill, — and  the  cold  air 
and  damp  earth  gave  many  fevers, — who  so  ready  with  knowledge 
of  simples  as  the  Brahmun  girl  ?  -who  so  watchful,  who  so  careful? 
In  turn  she  had  tended  Lurlee  and  Zyna,  who  suffered  at  first  from 
the  change  and  exposure  in  camp.  Then  Fazil  grew  ill  too,  and  for 
several  days  could  not  ride.  She  could  ride:  she  had  never  travelled 
in  a  palankeen  in  her  life — her  father  could  not  afford  one  :  so  she 
gave  up  her  litter  to  him,  and  rode  a  stout  ambling  palfrey  of  the 
Khan’s  which  was  gentle,  and  a  relief  on  long  marches  from  his 
heavier  war-horse;  and  old  Shore  Khan  and  his  men,  her  first  escort 
from  Tooljapoor,  claimed  the  privilege  of  guarding  her  as  she  rode, 
rapidly  and  fearlessly,  and  managed  the  active  horse  uuth  skill  and 
grace. 

Once  Moro  Trimmul  saw  her  riding  with  this  escort  of  heavily- 
armed  men.  She  was  uTapped  in  shawls,  and  had  twisted  one  round 
her  head  like  a  turban,  which  covered  her  face  all  but  her  eyes.  He 
concealed  his  own  face  and  person  as  she  passed,  but  the  fact  that 
she  was  riding  with  so  noble  a  company  to  attend  on  her,  disquieted 
him.  “She  is  growing  into  favour,”  he  thought,  “and  is  in  danger. 
It  is  necessary  to  act  before  we  reach  Wye.” 

"UTiether  Moro  Trimmul  was  in  camp  or  not,  she  had  not  thought 
to  inquire.  Fazil  had  told  her  once,  with  a  very  perceptible  tone  of 
disappointment,  that  he  had  been  released,  and  had  gone  away.  He 
was  never  seen  in  the  camp,  but,  with  Sivaji’s  envoys,  put  up  in 
villages  near  where  the  force  might  halt.  They  did  not  vex  her 
with  his  tale  of  her  having  been  taken  away  under  her  father’s 
sanction,  which  Fazil,  Lurlee,  and  Zyna  had  never  believed,  and  by 
common  consent  the  name  of  the  Brahmun  was  never  mentioned 
among  them. 

Ah,  yes,  a  pleasant  time  indeed !  *  What  more  delicious  to  a  young 
girl’s  heart  than  the  consciousness  of  awakening  love  ?  Could  she 
help  it  ?  did  she  desire  it  ?  Neither,  perhaps ;  but  it  would  come 
nevertheless  :  and  there  would  come  too,  with  all  the  persuasive  ad¬ 
juncts  of  her  own  helplessness  and  dependence,  the  sense  of  evident 
respect  in  which  she  was  held  by  Fazil,  and  his  honourable  reticence, 
even  of  speech  wuth  her.  So  a  new  life,  a  new  desire  for  life,  was 
growing  within  her,  and  increased  day  by  day.  Did  she  endeavour 
to  check  it  ?  Not  then ;  it  was  too  delicious. 

Before  it,  the  old  home  was  fading  away,  the  forms  of  father  and 
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morher  already  becoming  dim  and  shadowy,  as  belonging  to  the  past. 
The  old  temple  occupations,  the  preparation  for  daily  duty,  were 
being  supplanted  by  other  feelings,  undecided  as  yet,  but  ineffably 
tender.  Did  she  regret  that  these  were  growing  into  definite  form 
in  her  own  heart  ?  JS'ot  then.  She  had  no  certainty  of  what  she 
thought,  and  if  any  one,  even  Zyna,  had  asked  her  to  define  what 
was  passing  within  her,  she  could  not  have  done  so. 

0,  the  wondrous  stirring  of  that  new  life,  shutting  out  all  the 
old !  the  gentle  growing  of  an  absorbing  passion.  If  Fazil  spoke  to 
her,  she  trembled ;  but  not  in  fear.  She  had  no  fear  of  him.  No 
matter  what  he  said,  she  listened,  and  never  replied.  When  he  was 
ill,  she  took  to  him  the  little  soothing  potions  she  had  made,  and, 
as  he  lay  tossing  Avith  fever,  Avas  conscious  that  they  AA'ould  relieve 
thirst,  and  Avould  not  be  forgotten.  She  could  speak  to  him  then,  a 
Avord  only,  perhaps,  to  tell  him  to  be  patient,  that  he  aa^ouM  be  re- 
liev^ed  if  he  Avould  be  still.  Even  tliis  Avas  a  fearful  but  an  exqui.site 
pleasure. 

Hoav  often  Zyna  spoke  of  her  brother  !  How  precious  he  Avas  to 
her;  Iioav  brave  ho  Avas  ;  hoAv  beautiful!  Had  Tara  ever  seen  anv 
one  like  him  ?  No  ;  those  timid,  loAung  eyes  had  never  looked  up 
to  any  one  before,  far  less  to  such  a  one  as  Fazil.  What  did  she 
knoAV  ?  She  could  only  see  that  there  Avas,  in  her  eyes,  the  godlike 
beauty  the  old  poets  Avi'ote  of  Kamdeo — those  soft,  loA’ing  eyes  Avhich 
sometimes  earnestly  looked  into  hers,  before  Avhich  she  dare  not  open 
her  OAvn.  If  he  came  into  the  tent  accoutred,  blazing  Avith  cloth-of- 
gold  and  steel  ai'mour,  she  fled  at  once,  and  from  a  distance  AA'atched 
Zyna  embrace  him,  perhaps  fasten  an  amulet  iqjon  his  arm,  or  relieve 
him  of  his  heavy  clothing  and  armour. 

If  Fazil  Avere  absent,  Tara  and  Zyna  Avould  often  sit  and  talk  of 
him.  Poor  little  heart !  hoAv  it  fluttered  then.  She  could  not  tell 
his  sister  Avhat  ro.se  to  her  lips,  but,  as  her  heart  SAvelled,  she  felt  as 
if  she  could  do  some  great  thing  for  him  or  for  Zyna — defend  them, 
or  avert  evil  from  them — even  if  she  died  herself,  it  Avould  be  Avel- 
come.  Yes,  the  old  story — the  old  story  ! — the  telling  of  AvEich,  in 
all  its  Avondrous  forms,  Avill  never  finish  here,  or  finish,  but  to  bo 
renoAved  hereafter! 

Did  Fazil  perceive  this  ?  Not  yet.  He  had  a  true  gentleman’s 
best  safeguard  against  presumption,  an  innate  modesty  in  regard  to 
AAomen,  Avhich  preA'ented  it ;  and  yet  ....  hoAv  often  he  Avatched 
the  lithe  and  graceful  figure  as  it  passed  from  his  presence  on  some 
trifling  errand,  or  the  gloAving  intellectual  face  as  it  quivered  under 
the  excitement  of  explaining  any  portion  of  one  of  her  old-Avorld 
books  AA'hich  interested  her, — or  the  quiet,  demure  expression  Avhich 
gathered  over  it,  as  she  sometimes  brought — for  she  Avould  allow  no- 
one  else  to  touch  the  vessels  she  cooked  it  in — her  little  daily  con 
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tribution  to  his  father’s  dinner,  and  waited  apart  with  folded  arras 
till  he  had  told  her,  with  a  pleasant  smile  or  ioke,  how  much  he 
liked  it ! 

“  Ah !  ”  said  Shere  Khan,  after  Fazil’s  first  journey  in  the  palankeen, 
and  as  he  lay,  languid  and  weakened  by  his  fever,  in  the  outer  tent 
where  his  retainers  could  attend  on  him — “whom  hast  thou  sent  us, 
^[eah  ?  They  tell  of  Chandnee  Begum  of  the  Nizam  Shahee’s,  but 
who,  after  all,  was  one  of  our  royal  race, — that  she  rode  with  her 
army  of  true  believers,  and  fought  with  her  enemies.  By  Alla !  this 
girl  rides  so  that  it  is  hard  to  follow  her ;  and  we  all  say,  there  is 
that  in  her  eyes  which,  had  she  a  sword  in  her  hand,  nay,  without  it, 
would  lead  us,  as  only  thou,  or  the  Khan  could  lead  us,  Meah.  Yes, 
she  is  a  jewel  of  great  price.” 

And  Fazil  liked  to  hear  this ;  he  liked  to  hear  old  Goolab  exhaust 
her  vocabulary  of  endearment  upon  Tara,  as  she  sat  by  him,  rubbing 
his  feet  when  the  fever  oppressed  him  ;  and  when,  in  those  feveri.sh 
dreams  which  are  part  of  the  disorder,  strange  fancies  beset  him,  the 
Brahmun  girl  often  became  a  prominent  actor  in  those  unreal  scenes 
of  his  imagination. 

So  it  grew  on.  The  habits  of  Eastern  people  do  not  admit  of 
those  demonstrations  and  protestations  of  love  which  form  part  of 
our  social  habits.  But  we  have  no  warrant  for  saying  that  their 
feelings  are  the  less  ardent  or  permanent.  We  think  not ;  and  that 
there,  as  elsewhere,  they  progress  silently,  and  are  afterwards  called 
into  active  exercise  by  occasion  and  opportunity,  and  with  possibly 
more  energy  and  passion  than  among  ourselves. 

W^hen  Lurlee  had  rallied  the  Brahmun  girl  sometimes  upon  her 
attachment  to  her  old  faith,  now,  she  said,  hopeless, — and  Zyna, 
throwing  her  arms  round  her  as  they  sat  together  in  the  twilight 
after  evening  prayer,  besought  her  to  give  it  up — to  come  to  them 
as  a  sister,  as  a  daughter, — and  pleaded  hard  for  this, — Tara  was 
sorely  tried.  Whom  had  she  now  to  look  to?  whither  was  she 
going  ?  If  there  were  some  of  her  mother’s  relatives  at  Wye, — and 
all  she  knew  of  them  was  the  surname, — what  was  she  to  do  ? 
Even  were  they  there,  what  was  she  to  dop  Against  her,  ever  rose 
up  the  hard  cruel  wall  of  Hindu  widowhood ;  the  servitude,  the 
nearly  inevitable  dishonour  among  strangers,  of  her  own  faith,  the 
hopeless  weariness  of  an  unloved  and  uncared-for  life;  and  so,  better 
death.  All  this  had  passed  through  her  mind  before,  at  Tooljapoor, 
and  then  there  was  no  alternative.  Now  ? 

O,  how  hard  the  new  young  life  pleaded — as  these  thoughts  passed 
through  her  mind — the  certainty  of  love  on  the  one  hand,  even  as 
a  friend  or  dependant,  and  of  respect  and  protection  from  all  evil, 
even  though  to  minister  to  the  old  Khan  should  bo  her  only  occu¬ 
pation.  This,  and  to  see  Fazil  daily — to  see  Zyna — to  be  held  to 


A  Ann  ATT  A  TAl.K.  GOj. 

that  rough  old  Lt-vIoc’s  lioart — to  he  the  child,  for  so  they  called 
her,  of  all  the  servants, — what  had  the  oilier  life  to  coinpare  v.-itli 
this  ?  Even  if  she  found  licr  people';  w]'.e.l  had  they  to  oitcr  i;er  hut 
niiseiy  ?  for  so  it  seemed. 

And  when,  one  day  (Wyc  was  nov/  only  a  fcAv  stages  dintant). 
Zyna  told  her  Avhat  they  wished — what  they  all  spoke  of  amou'^’ 
themselves — what  Ea^d  had  proposed  to  his  father, — and  hoAv  tho 
old  Klian  had  at  first  gently  resisted  it,  desiring  a  high  connection 
for  his  son,  and  yet  had  conceded  in  the  end; — when  Lurlcc  came 
and  pleaded  too,  and  told  her,  and  proved  to  her  by  the  i^lanots 
and  tlic  elements,  that  she  would  he  fortunate  to  tho  house  and  to 
Eazil — a  loved  and  honoiired  v  ife, — ndiat  could  she  say  ?  The  new 
life  now  rose  up  within  her  vigorous  and  defiant  against  all  other 
thoughts;  and  its  hlessocl  shape — definite,  lion ourahle,  irresistihlo, 
and  delicious  to  contemplate — would  not  be  repelled. 

“  Only  give  me  time,”  she  cried,  hiding  her  burning  face  in  Zyna's 
bosom — “only  give  me  tiine  !  It  is  so  sudden — so  unlooked-for.” 
Then  sho  added,  after  a  pause,  and  looking  up  sadly,  “  I  am  his 
captive  and  his  slave;  not  of  yonr  people,  lady,  bnt  a  stranger,  and 
an  infidel,  as  the  prie.st  say.s  ;  i^npnrc  among  my  oAvn  sect,  and  of  no 
account  bnt  for  shame  and  dishonour.  As  such,  I  cannot  come  to  a 
noble  house.  Ah,  do  not  mock  me  !  ” 

“  They  say,”  returned  Zyna,  “that  the  Emperors  of  Delhi  songht 

brides  fj-om  among  the  Itajpoots,  and  esteemed  them  as  honoumblo 

and  as  noble  as  themselves;  and  thou  art  a  Brahmun,  Tara,  far 

purer  and  nobler  tban  they.  lint  no  matter:  thou  art  our  own 

lava,  whom  jMla  hath  sent  to  ns,  and  Avhom  we  liave  rcceivotl 

tlinnkfnlly,  for  him  whose  heart  no  one  as  yet  has  touched.  Let  it 

lie  as  we  all  will ;”  and  Tara,  at  last,  s.aid  it  should  l3c  so. 

_  \Vas  she  grateful  or  happy,  this  desolate  girl  ?  0,  far  beyond 

cither  !  All  those  dreamy  imaginings  Avliitdi  at  liome,  araong  her 

bocks  and  flowers,  had  taken  no  detlnitc  sbape,  nov/  assuined  a 

palixable  reality.  In  her  eyes  glorions,  in  her  heart  Eazil  was 

snpremely  glorious  also.  Sbo  dared  not  look  at  Itim  now,  oven  by 

stealth ;  but  there  Avas  ever  a  SAvcct  assui*aiico  of  liis  presence _ of 

bis  care— of  bis  tliought,  Avbieh  produced  a  kind  of  ecstasy,  flllinr' 

ber  mind  Avitb  a  sublime  devotion  and  innocent  passion  :  ortcu 

filling  her  eyes,  too,  causing  a  strangely  tiglit  feeling  at  ber  heart  as 

if  she  could  not  breatlie,  and  then  a  deep  sigh  as  her  tears  Avcllcd 

over;  and  she  hoped,  with  an  almost  delirious  joy,  that  sbe  Avas  to 

Ijelong  to  him  by-aiid-by :  no  matter  hoAv  far  distant  it  might  be,— 

only  to  belong  to  him,  and  be  for  ever  with  him.  ^  ’ 

And  so  the  time  passed  to  them  all.  A  pleasant  life  AAhich,  day 

by  day,  gi’ew  to  be  more  absorbing  to  Tara,  and  caused  iudir;hn’cu/o 

to  outAA^ard  necuiTence.s.  Bnt  bad  lier  cnemv  been  idle  ? 

< 


TAHA  : 


3!>2 


The  force  marched  late  one  day.  Moro  Trimmul  had  ascertained 
that  the  litters  and  followers  generally,  would  not  arrive  in  camp 
before  nightfall.  It  was  dark,  for  there  -was  no  moon  ;  and  he  laid 
bis  plans  accordingly.  Day  and  night,  he  and  Gunga,  in  various 
disguises,  had  watched  about  the  Khan’s  tents,  and  had  tried  to  get 
speech  of  the  servants.  He  dare  not  come  openly,  except  to  the 
Khan’s  Durbar,  where  he  heard  nothing.  He  was  nearly  hopeless 
of  success,  when  he  understood  casually  that  the  evening  march  was 
determined  upon.  All  the  force  was  not  to  move ;  but  some  only 
with  the  Khan,  for  the  sake  of  convenience  of  supplies  and  water. 
It  was  a  short  stage — only  four  or  five  miles,  and  the  Khan’s  tents 
were  to  precede  the  force.  He  and  his  family  were  to  remain  in  a 
village  for  the  night,  and  several  houses  had  been  cleared  for  him. 
Thus  much  had  Gunga  picked  up,  and  for  once,  fortune  seemed  to 
favour  their  designs. 

Fazil  had  recovered,  and  again  rode  with  his  men.  Tara,  there¬ 
fore,  once  more  occupied  the  litter,  which  was  closed,  and  carried 
^vith  those  of  Lurlee  and  Zyna.  Had  she  continued  to  ride  as  she 
wished,  nothing  could  have  happened.  As  it  grew  dark  Moro  Trim- 
mul — with  a  small  body  of  horsemen  AYhich  he  had  detached  from 
the  Envoy’s  and  kept  about  his  otvti  person — followed  Tara’s  litter 
at  a  distance,  and  yet  so  as  not  to  interfere  Avith  it.  As  it  grew 
dai’k,  and  they  neared  the  place  Avhere  they  Avere  to  stop  for  the 
night,  he  observed  that  Tara’s  palankeen  AA^as  the  last :  he  kneAV  it 
from  the  Avhite  devices  sewn  on  the  red  coA^er ;  and  he  dexterously, 
yet  apparently  unpremeditatedly,  pushed  his  horsemen  betAveen 
it  and  the  others,  in  a  narroAV  lane,  in  which  litters,  horsemen, 
and  soldiers  Avere  much  croAvded  together.  Then  he  stopped  his 
men,  pretending  there  Avas  obstruction  in  front ;  and  so  the  littei-s 
of  Lurlee  and  Zyna,  Avhich  Avere  surrounded  by  footguards  and 
guides  as  usual,  AA'ent  on  for  some  distance,  never  missing  the  one 
behind. 

Moro  Trimmul  AA'as  exultant.  At  the  next  turn  in  the  road,  his 
OAvn  servants,  Avho  had  been  instructed  beforehand,  Avent  to  the 
bearers  of  Tara’s  litter,  pretending  to  have  been  seeking  them,  and, 
abusing  them  roundly  for  their  carelessness  in  remaining  behind, 
bade  them  come  on  rapidly.  The  men  folloAved  blindly ;  they  kneAv 
they  Avere  to  go  to  a  village,  and  here  Avas  one ;  and,  pressing  forward, 
they  presently  reached  a  house  to  AA'hich  they  Avere  directed. 

“Put  down  the  palankeen.  Gosha!  Gosha!  Murdana !  Mur- 
dana !  ”  Avas  cried  by  seA^eral  voices ;  and  a  screen  of  cloth  being 
stretched,  as  usual,  from  the  palankeen- to  the  entrance  of  the  court, 
and  the  door  of  the  litter  opened,  Tara  emerged  from  it  unsuspi¬ 
ciously  :  then  the  door  AA'as  instantly  closed  behind  her,  a  thick 
shaAvl  Avas  thi-OAvn  round  her  head  Avhich  almost  stifled  her,  and  she 
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felt  herself  taken  up  by  powerful  arms,  and  carried  rapidly  onwards. 
She  struggled  violently,  but  a  voice  she  knew  but  too  well,  hissed  into 
her  ear  through  the  shawl,  “  Be  quiet,  else  I  wilf  kill  you and  for 
a  moment  she  lost  consciousness. 


CHAPTER  LX VII. 

Tara  revived  as  the  shawl  was  pushed  roughly  from  her  head,  and 
the  cool  air  reached  her  face ;  in  another  moment  she  was  set  down 
in  a  verandah,  closed  from  the  outer  court  by  thick  woollen  curtains, 
in  which  a  small  lamp,  placed  in  a  niche,  glimmered  faintly.  There 
could  be  no  doubt  now.  Releasing  her,  Moro  Trimmul  drew  him¬ 
self  up,  panting  with  the  exertion  of  cariying  her,  and  looked  at  her 
from  head  to  foot  ere  he  spoke ;  while  Gunga,  advancing  from  a 
dark  corner  of  the  room,  and  bending  lowly  with  a  mock  gesture  of 
reverence,  touched  the  ground  near  her  feet,  and  then  retreated  a 
pace  so  as  to  see  her  better. 

“Thou  hast  had  powerful  friends,  Tara,”  said  the  Brahmun 
bitterly,  and  with  a  scornful  sneer — “very  powerful;  even  the 
enemy’s  general  and  his  fair  son  ;  but  the  gods  are  not  with  them, 
but  with  me.  Once,  in  blood  and  terror,  didst  thou  escape  me  ; 
but  not  now,  girl — never  more.  Now  thou  art  mine,  and  there  is 
nothing  between  thee  and  me;  nor  sister,  nor  father,  nor  mother; 
only  thee,  and  only  me ;  and  thou  hast  a  long  account  of  misery  to 
pay  me.” 

The  holy  Moorlee  of  the  goddess  forgot  her  faith  and  her  vow 
among  the  cow-slaying  infidels ;  and  the  Mother  hath  sent  me  to 
bring  her  back  from  her  dainty  lover,  who  rides  in  cloth-of-gold  and 
bright  armour,”  said  Gunga,  with  another  mock  reverence.  “  Art 
thou  ready,  0  Moorlee  of  Toolja  Mata  ?  ready  to  be  such  as  I  am, 
in  her  service  ?  Come  !  there  is  thy  master  and  mine  ;  be  content 
that  thou  art  saved  the  sin  of  faithlessness  to  her.  Didst  thou  think 
she  the  Mother,”  continued  the  girl,  advancing  a  step  at  each  word 
till  she  was  close  to  Tara,  who  shrank  from  her — “the  Mother  would 
loose  thee  from  thy  vow  to  be  the  petted  toy  of  an  unclean  Toork  ? 
0  lara,  didst  thou  think  it?  Ah,  yes!  I  know  thou  didst,  faithless, 
when  the  fair  boy’s  arms  were  about  thee.” 

“Silence!  ”  cried  Tara  panting,  as  these  bitter  words  stung  her  to 
the  quick.  “  Silence !  thou  art  shameless,  Gunga.  O,  what  have 
I  ever  done  to  harm  thee,  that  thou  hast  such  bitter  enmity  to 
me  ?  ” 

“  Thou  art  beautiful,  and  7  hate  thee  for  that.  I  hated  theo 
long  ago,  before  thou  wast  a  Moorlee,”  she  replied.  “He  loved  mo 


once,  that  Moro  Trimmnl  there  ;  now  he  cries,  ‘  Tara  !  Tai'a  !  ’  all 
clay  long,  like  a  sick  child,  and  will  not  look  on  me.  Thou  wilt  hate 
me  because  I  have  taken  thee  from  thy  beautiful  lover;  but,  0  Tara, 
more  deeply  do  I  hate  thco  for  taking  mine  from  me.  Look,  he  gave 
me  this  gold  zone.  It  is  as  heavy  as  thine — heavier.  That  is  all  I 
have  left — that  is  all.  He  will  give  thco  another,  bj'-and-by;  not 
now,  but  v,dicn  he  has  done  with  thee.  Enough !  Take  her  away, 
IMoro  Trimniul.  I  ha,vc  done  thy  bidding,  and  earned  the  gold. 
Take  her  away — far  away — ere  I  repent  of  this,  the  worst  w'brk  of 
my  life,  and  join  her  against  thee.  Go  !  ” 

“Gunga!  Gunga!  go  not,”  cried  Tarn,  seizing  her  dress.  “There 
is  pity  in  thy  licart,  let  it  come  out  to  me.  0,  leave  me  not  to  him, 
by  your  mother,  by  your - ” 

“  Come,”  cried  Moro  Trimmul  fiercely,  casting  his  arm  about  her. 
“  This  is  child’s  play,  come.  ....  Nay,  Tara,  gently,  and  it  were 
better  for  thee — else  I  will  strike  thee,”  he  said,  under  his  breath, 
but  with  a  terrible  distinctness,  as  she  struggled  violently,  slu’ieking 
as  she  did  so.  “  Gunga !  the  slianvl.  Quick,  girl — lest  she  be  heard 
Avithout.  Quick!  Bar  the  outer  do'^r.” 

It  was  too  late.  Several  persons,  among  Avhom  Avas  an  elderly 
Brahmun  of  sedate  and  rcspcctab.lc  appe.nrance,  attended  by  armed 
retainers,  came  up  the  steps  Jiurricdly  and  entered  the  room.  Be¬ 
tween  the  noise  of  Tara’s  shrieks  and  his  oAvn  exertions,  Itloro 
Trimmul  had  not  heard  them,  and  with  Gunga’s  aid  had  forced 
Tara  to  the  ground,  and  AA^as  endeavouring  to  tic  the  shaAvl  about 
her  head,  Avhich  she  Avas  resisting  vath  all  her  might ;  but  Gunga 
had  succeeded  in  catching  her  hands,  and  Tara  Avas  much  exhausted. 
Another  instant,  and  she  Avould  have  been  helplessly  in  their  power; 
but  at  this  moment  Gunga  saAv  the  curtain  pushed  aside,  and  one  of 
the  men  enter  Avith  his  SAvord  draAvn;  and,  loosing  Tara,  she  upset 
the  cruise  burning  in  the  niche,  and  fled  into  an  inner  portion  of  the 
dark  apartment.  ' 

“Who  art  thou?”  cried  the  man,  darting  foriAmrd  and  seizing 
!Moro  Trimmul’s  arm  ;  “  Avhat  murder  is  this  thou  art  doing  ?” 

lie  had  had  no  time  to  escape,  or  even  to  rise  from  his  kneeling 
posture  to  shake  off  the  soldier’s  grip,  and  tAvo  others  also  caught 
him  at  the  same  moment ;  Avhile  the  elderly  man,  calling  earnestly 
for  a  light,  raised  up  Tara,  and  disengaged  her  from  the  shaAvl  Avhich 
had  been  throAvn  about  her.  “  Art  thou  Avounded  ?”  he  said. 

“  By  the  Holy  Mother,”  cried  one  of  the  men  Avith  Avhom  !Moro 
Trimmul  was  struggling  violently,  “be  quiet,  else  I  Avill  drive  my 
knife  into  thee.  Bind  him,  brothers,  he  may  be  armed.  Quick  I  ” 
At  this  moment  a  man  bearing  a  lighted  torch  came  into  the  court 
from  the  street,  and  ran  rapidly  up  the  steps  into  the  room.  As  the 
light  flashed  upon  the  struggling  group  of  men,  the  leader  of  the 
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party  recognized  Mofo  Trimmul,  and  bid  bis  retainers  release  him. 
As  they  did  so,  Tara,  who  had  partly  risen,  sank  again  to  the  ground, 
clasping  his  knees,  and  crying  piteously  for  protection. 

The  old  Brahinun  understood  the  situation  at  a  glance.  “  There 
■was  another  woman  here, — seize  her !  ”  he  exclaimed.  She  was  not, 
however,  to  be  found,  “  Peace,”  he  said  to  Tara,  “  peace,  my 
daughter ;  be  comforted,  no  one  shall  harm  thee.  Who  art  thou  ? 
"What  has  happened  ?” 

“I  am  the  unhappy  daughter  of  Vyas  Shastree  of  Tooljapoor,  who 
was  murdered,  and  I  am  an  orphan,”  she  cried  sobbing.  “O,  defend 
me  from  him ;  he  would  have  done  me  violence  and  dishonour.” 

“  Moro  Trimmul,”  said  the  old  man  sadly,  “  how  often  hast  thou 
been  warned,  and  what  new  wickedness  is  this? — against  a  Brahmun 
girl  too,  and  the  daughter  of  the  man  to  whom  thy  sister  was  given ! 
O,  shame!  ” 

“  She  is  a  Moorlee,”  he  replied  sulkily,  “  and  has  done  dishonour 
to  the  Mother  by  living  with  Mussulmans  in  camp.  It  was  from 
them  I  have  rescued  her,  and  would  have  taken  her  to  Wye,  but  she 
resisted,  I  have  done  no  evil.  Pundit,  nor  intended  any.” 

“  Is  this  true,  gii'l  r  ”  asked  the  Brahmun. 

“  Quite  true,  Maharaj,”  answered  Tara,  sobbing  hysterically,  and 
hardly  knowing  what  she  said  :  “  only  take  me  hence,  and  I  will  tell 
thee  all ;  but  I  am  not  impure, — I  am  not  defiled, — I  have  nothing 
to  be  ashamed  of.  0,  put  your  hand  on  my  head,  and  take  me  to 
my  people  in  Wye,  Save  me,  else  I  shall  die ;  or  kill  me,  rather 
than  let  him  or  the  woman  come  near  me.  When  I  am  alone  with 
your  family  I  will  tell  them  all.” 

“  Come,”  said  the  man,  who  was  Govind  Narrayen,  the  principal 
envoy  of  the  Rajah  Sivaji,  and  a  Brahmun  of  wealth  and  high  station 
in  the  country,  best  known  among  the  people  under  the  familiar  title 
of  Baba  Sahib.  “  I  am  well  known,  and  I  knew  and  honoured  your 
father,  and  grieve  his  death.  Come  with  me,  and  you  shall  go  on 
with  my  people  at  once  to  Wye.  They  leave  the  camp  to  avoid  the 
confusion,  and  will  take  care  of  you,  and  the  bearers  and  palankeen 
are  still  in  the  street. 

“  As  to  you,  Moro  Trimmul,”  he  continued,  turning  to  him,  “  I 
reserve  my  judgment  till  I  have  inquired  from  this  girl  of  what  she 
complains,  I  bid  you,  however,  beware.  The  Maharaja  is  not  what 
he  used  to  be,  and  will  submit  to  no  profligacy  now.  I  take  this  girl 
as  my  daughter,  and  she  is  safe  against  you.  Beware  !  ”  And  so 
saying,  and  giving  his  arm  for  Tara  to  lean  on,  while  he  partly  sup¬ 
ported  her  with  the  other,  he  led  her  out,  and  once  more  placed  her 
in  the  litter,  -which  was  taken  up  and  carried  forward  rapidly. 

The  Envoy  and  his  escort  had  also  moved  with  the  camp,  and  he 
had  sent  on  his  family  to  a  stage  some  miles  distant.  As  he  passed 
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tlirougli  the  street  of  tlie  village  where  Tara  had  been  set  do-vra,  the 
beai’ers  of  her  litter,  who  had  remained  with  it,  hearing  the  stifled 
scream  from  within  the  court,  and  alarmed  by  the  sudden  closing 
and  fastening  of  the  door,  had  stopped  Baba  Sahib  as  he  went  by, 
and  besought  him  to  see  whether  Tara  was  not  in  danger.  He  had 
dismounted,  some  of  his  men  had  burst  in  the  court  door,  and  we 
know  the  rest. 

“Again,  baffled,  O  witch  that  thou  art!  ”  cried  Moro  Pandit,  fling¬ 
ing  himself  on  the  ground  as  Tara  passed  out,  and  tearing  up  the 
clay  of  the  floor  in  the  agony  of  his  passion :  “  what  sent  that 
meddling  fool  to  aid  thee  ?  If  it  had  been  only  that  proud  boy  she 
loves,  ah !  I  would  have  slain  him  and  her  together.  Gunga ! 
Gunga!  where  art  thou?  0  girl,  I  burn — I  choke  I  She  too  is 
gone,  devil  that  she  is.  If  thou  hadst  only  helped  me  sooner  I  had 
stopped  the  scrcam.s,  and  no  one  could  have  heard  them.  Gunga ! 

dost  thou  hear  ?  By - ,”  and  he  swore  a  frightful  oath,  “come 

hither,  or  I  will  come  and  stab  thee  :  art  thou  too  playing  with  me  ? 
Beware!” 

The  girl  advanced  from  a  dark  corner  trembling,  yet  without  fear; 
and  as  she  did  so,  he  raised  himself  on  his  ai'ui,  and  she  saw  him 
grasp  a  knife  at  his  v.'aistband.  “  Kill  me,”  she  said,  “  if  thou  wilt; 
twice  I  have  aided  thee,  and  twice  tlie  Mother  hath  saved  her  from 
us.  I  will  have  no  more  of  it.” 

“No  more!”  (*ried  the  Brahnmn,  starting  to  his  feet,  and  seizing 
her  arm  he  shook  her  roughly — “  no  more  !  This  from  thee  ?  I  tell 
thee  we  have  gone  too  far  to  recede.  AVill  that  old  dotard  be  quiet? 
Will  he  .spare  my  character  ?  Not  he.  He  has  been  my  enemy  from 
the  first,  supplanted  me  in  my  authority,  crossed  me  in  every  design, 
and  lastly  in  this. — Why  didst  thou  bungle  with  the  shawl?  Coward! 
witch!  devil!” — and  he  struck  her  violently  on  the  face  with  his 
open  hand  at  each  word.  “•  Why  didst  thou  fail  me  ?  Go  !”  jtnd  he 
flung  her  away  from  him,  so  that  she  tottered  and  fell  heavily  against 
the  wall  beyond.  “  Go  !  may - ” 

Her  fall  and  agon}'  of  inind  prevented  her  hearing  the  frightful 
curses  which  followed.  Once  l)efore,  when  his  sister  had  come  to 
him,  the  paroxysm  of  passion  had  been  like  this,  but  only  once,  and 
yet  he  had  not  dared  to  strike  her.  She  was  not  stunned,  but  0,  the 
misery  of  her  mind  !  She  felt  her  lips  Avere  cut,  and  her  mouth  was 
bleeding.  The  pain  of  this,  the  degradation  of  having  been  struck, 
made  the  giid  desperate.  If  she  had  had  a  dagger  she  would  have 
stabbed  Moi’o  or  hei’sclf.  She  could  see  him  very  dimly,  for  the  place 
Avas  dark  except  the  faint  light  which  came  in  from  the  drawn 
curtains.  She  saw  that  he  Avas  sitting,  leaning  against  oue  of  the 
Avooden  pillars  of  the  room,  I’ocking  himself  to  and  fro.  He  had 
(IraAA'u  his  knife,  and  a  faint  gleam  of  the  naked  blade  Avas  seen  now 
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and  again  as  lie  moved.  Was  slie  to  die,  or  he  ?  No  matter,^  In  a 
fi'ame  of  mind  like  hers  death  has  no  terror.  It  is  only  the  return 
to  consciousness  which  brings  fear  vdth  it,  and  she  lay  crouching  on 
the  ground,  but  watching  him  intently.  If  he  moved  towards  her, 
she  knew  she  must  die;  but  he  did  not  move,  and  suddenly  tl  3 
rocking  ceased,  he  seemed  to  fall  heavily  to  one  side,  and  lay  there 
motionless. 

Was  he  feigning,  in  order  to  get  her  into  his  power  ?  No,  it  did 
not  seem  so,  for  he  lay  still,  breathing  heavily.  She  had  heard  that 
thick  heavy  breathing  once  before,  and  now  recognized  it  again. 
Still  she  was  cautious.  She  rose  gently,  and  stepping  lightly  for¬ 
ward  stood  over  him,  yet  near  enough  to  the  steps  to  escape  if  he 
moved.  The  knife  had  fallen  from  his  hand,  and  lay  beside  him. 
She  took  it  up,  and  placed  it  in  her  own  waistband.  He  was  insen¬ 
sible  ;  his  turban  had  partly  fallen  off,  and  his  face  lay  towards  the 
light,  turned  upwards.  He  could  not  harm  her  now, — he  -was  in  her 

power . The  evil  spirit  within,  tugged  hard  at  her  heart,  and 

she  drew  the  knife.  Then  the  blood  from  her  lip  trickled  into  her 
mouth,  and  the  wound  smarted  and  urged  on  her  hand.  If  he  had 
risen  and  spoken  a  word  to  her,  she  would  have  killed  him ;  but  as 
he  lay  so  helpless,  the  girl’s  heart  once  more  softened.  “  It  is  my 
death,  I  know,”  she  said  ;  “  let  him  kill  me  ;  I  cannot  kill  him,  and 
this  faint  will  pass  away.  Now  she  is  gone,  he  may  love  me  again.” 
Poor  fool,  to  think  it ! 

Then  she  watched  a  few  moments,  and  as  she  sat  down  by  him 
i*aised  his  head  into  her  lap.  The  face  was  cold  and  clammy  ;  was 
this  death  ?  There  was  no  water,  else  she  would  sprinkle  some  on 
him,  but  she  fanned  him  with  the  end  of  her  garment,  and  after  a 
while  he  opened  his  eyes  gently.  “Gunga!”  he  said,  stretching  out 
his  arms,  “  where  art  thou,  girl  ?  come  to  me.”  It  was  the  old  tone 
of  kindness,  almost  sad.  Poor  fond  fool,  she  did  not  resist  it ;  and, 
wiping  the  blood  from  her  lips,  kissed  his  forehead. 

Meanwhile,  Tara,  sorely  shaken  in  body  and  mind,  had  been  put 
into  the  litter.  She  heard  the  bearers  ask  the  old  Brahmun  whether 
they  were  to  take  her  to  Afzool  Khan’s  tents ;  and  he  had-  opened 
the  door,  and  said  to  her  kindly  that  she  had  better  come  to  her  own 
people,  and  that  his  wife  and  sister,  who  knew  them,  would  take 
charge  of  her,  and  be  kind  to  her ;  that  they  were  at  a  village  some 
miles  further  on,  and  he  himself  would  escort  her  there. 

She  was  helpless  to  object :  in  the  first  place,  she  dare  not  prefer 
the  Mussulman  noble’s  house,  as  strangers  to  her  faith  and  to  her 
ovm  people;  nor  dare  she  resist  a  Brahmun  of  the  Envoy’s  powerful 
position  in  whatever  he  chose  to  do.  She  had  no  alternative,  indeed, 
for  he  shut  the  door  ere  she  could  reply,  the  bearers  took  her  forwsud 
at  a  rapid  pace,  and  the  night  was  somewhat  advanced,  ere  »he  was 
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again  set  down  at  the  door  of  a  respectable  house  in  a  village,  and 
several  women-sei  rants,  such  as  are  menials  in  Brahmun  families, 
kindly  assisted  her  to  alight,  bringing  what  there  was  in  the  palan¬ 
keen  after  her. 


CHAPTER  LXVIII. 

It  was  a  house  something  like  their  own  at  Tooljapoor.  There  was 
the  master’s  seat,  with  its  flowers  and  holy  text  painted  on  it ;  the 
verandah  open  to  the  court;  the  thick  curtains  between  the  pillars 
let  down  to  exclude  the  night  air,  which  was  chill.  The  room  was 
neat  and  scrupulously  clean.  She  was  once  more  in  a  Brahmun’s 
house. 

Before  Tara  sat  two  women,  both  elderly.  One  a  stout  and 
matronly  figure,  with  a  grave  but  kind  countenance,  and  grey  hair 
neatly  braided,  with  heavy  gold  rings  round  her  neck,  wrists,  and 
ankles,  plainly  but  richly  dressed,  indicating  rank  and  wealth  ;  the 
other  evidently  a  widow,  clad  in  coarse  white  serge,  her  head  clean 
shaved,  and  her  wrists,  ankles,  and  neck  without  any  ornaments. 
She  had  strong  coarse  features,  much  wrinkled,  small  piercing  eyes 
deep  set  in  her  head,  and  her  skin  was  flaccid  and  shrivelled.  She 
was  the  elder  sister  of  the  Envoy,  and  lived  with  him  a  life  of  austere 
penance  and  privation,  and,  as  a  Hindu  widow,  was  a  pattern  of 
scrupulous  attention  to  the  rules  of  her  faith.  Neither  rose  to 
meet  her. 

Tara  advanced  and  touched  their  feet  in  token  of  reverential  sub¬ 
mission  and  .  salutation.  By  the  lady,  whose  evident  rank  had  • 
attracted  Tara  first,  the  action  was  received  at  least  without  repug¬ 
nance,  and  perhaps  with  interest;  but  by  the  other  with  marked 
aversion — she  drew  back  her  feet  as  though  to  prevent  pollution, 
and  shrank  aside,  evidently  to  avoid  contact. 

“  Thou  art  welcome,  daughter  of  Vyas  Shastree,”  said  the  one  : 

“  peace  be  Avith  thee.” 

“  And  that  gilded  thing  is  called  a  widow  and  a  Mcorlec !  ”  cried 
the  other,  Avith  a  scornful  glance  at  Tara.  “  0  sister,  admit  her  not ! 
Why  has  she  any  hair  ?  Why  is  she  more  like  a  bride  than  a  AvidoAV  ? 
— a  harlot  rather  than  a  virtuous  woman?  ” 

“  I  am  a  Avidow  and  an  orphan,”  returned  Tara  meekly,  sinking 
doAAm  and  treml  ling  Anolently,  as  she  addressed  the  first  speaker. 
“I  have  been  saved  from  dishonour,  lady.  0  be  kind  to  me!  I 
have  no  one  on  earth  to  protect  mo  now.  They  are  all  gone — all — 
may  God  help  mo  I  ” 

‘‘Your  mother  was  one  of  the  Durpeys  of  Wye,  Avas  she  not?  ” 
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asked  the  Envoy’s  wife,  whose  name  was  Amha  Ii\^e.  “  Do  they 
know  of  thee  ?  ” 

“  I  do  not  know,  lady,”  returned  Tara  ;  “  they  have  never  been  to 
us,  nor  we  to  them  ;  but  my  mother  was  a  Durpey,  and  used  to  speak 
of  them,” 

“  Her  father  lately  married  that  wild  sister  of  Moro  Trimmul’s, 
and  Sukya  Bye  is  sure  to  know  her,”  said  the  widow, 

^  “  0,  not  to  her  ! — not  to  her !  ”  cried  Tara  passionately — “  do  not 
give  me  to  her?  I  beseech  yon  by  your  honour,  by  your  childi’en, 
lady,  by  all  you  love  on  earth,  not  to  give  me  to  her.  Do  with  me 

as  ye  will  yourselves,  ye  are  matrons,  but - ” 

“  And  why  not,  girl  ?  ”  asked  the  widow,  interrupting  her. 

“  Peace!  Pudma  Bye,”  said  her  brother,  now  entering,  and  seeing 
that  his  sister’s  question  had  caused  pain,  “  the  girl  hath  had  a  sore 
trial ;  listen  to  her,  ere  thou  art  hard  on  her.  Speak,  daughter,  let 
ns  know  from  thine  own  lips  how  and  why  thou  wast  suffering’' 
violence  from  Moro  Trimmul.”  ° 

“  From  Moro  Trimmul  I  ”  exclaimed  both  ladies  in  a  breath. 

“  Yes,  from  him  did  I  rescue  her,  sister,  else  she  had  fared  badly, 
I  fear,”  returned  the  Envoy.  “  A  violent  and  wicked  man,— who 
must  be  brought  before  the  council,  to  prevent  further  scandal.  But 
speak,  daughter, — thy  name?  ” 

“  Tara.” 

Tara;  well,  fear  not.  Amba  Bye  is  strict,  but  kind.  Speak 
truly,  we  listen.” 

And  lara  told  her  little  story  :  how  she  had  become  a  priestess 
when  the  goddess  called  her ;  what  she  knew  of  holy  books  ;  hoAV 
she  had  been  carried  off  from  the  temple  by  Moro  Trimmul,  and 
how  he  had  persecuted  her  before.  How  .she  was  taken  by  Fazil 
Khan,  and  had  been  saved  by  him  from  the  King’s  harem  at 
Beejapoor.  Finally,  how  they  had  treated  her  "with  honour  and 
respect,  and  were  taking  her  to  her  only  refuge  at  Wye, 

Ah,  it  Avas  a  sad  story  now  :  a  glimpse  of  a  heaven  of  delight  noAV 
shut  out  from  her  for  ever !  She  saAv  the  stony  eyes  of  the  grim 
old  AA-idow  wandering  over  her,  from  her  glossy  braided  hair  and 
the  garland  of  jessamine  floAvers  which  Zyna  had  put  into  it  just 
before  they  left  camp,  to  the  gold  ornaments  about  her  neck  AA'^hich 
Zyna  Avould  have  her  Avear ;  and,  above  all,  to  the  silken  saree,  and 
the  golden  anklets  Avhich  Fazil  liked,  because  the  tiny  bells  to  them 
clashed  so  mxisically  as  she  Avalked.  Over  and  over  again,  as  she 
told  her  simple  story,  and  Avas  believed  by  the  Baba  Sahib  and  his 
Avife,  did  his  sister  evince  decided  unbelief  and  scorn.  But  at  the 
last  her  bi’othcr  rebuked  her. 

I  rescued  her  myself  from  violence,”  he  said,  “and  what  she  tells 
me  confirms  her  Avhole  story.  Peace,  i'lidma!  one  so  helpless  and 
po  beautiful  should  have  thy  pity,  not  thy  scorn.” 


TARA : 


4(j() 


“  Let  her  have  her  head  shaved,  and  be  such  as  I  am ;  let  her  live 
with  me,  and  bathe  in  cold  water  before  dawn ;  let  her  say  the  name 
of  God  on  her  beads  a  thousand  times  an  hour  during  the  night;  let 
her  do  menial  service,”  cried  the  widow  rapidly;  “and  then,  if  she 
can  do  these  things,  brother,  she  is  a  Brahmun  widow,  and  true ; 
else  cast  her  out  to  the  Mussulmans  with  whom  she  lived.  Art  thou 
ready  to  do  all  this,  girl  ?  ”  she  continued,  stretching  out  her  long 
skinny  flaccid  arm,  which  was  naked  to  the  shoulder,  and  showed 
that  the  serge  about  her  was  her  only  garment. 

Tara’s  spirit  sank  within  her.  Yes,  such  as  the  being  before  her 
were  Hindu  widows — such  they  would  claim  her  to  be.  “  It  were 
better  if  I  were  dead,”  she  groaned — “better  if  I  were  dead.” 

“Better  if  thou  wast  dead!”  echoed  the  nddow.  “Ay,  much 
better.  Such  as  thou  art,  were  better  dead  than  live,  in  a  harlot’s 
guise,  to  be  a  disgrace  to  the  faith  I  ” 

“  Nay,  peace,  sister,”  said  her  brother — “  I  will  have  none  of  this. 
Wliile  she  is  with  us,  she  is  our  guest  and  daughter,  and  shall  be 
cared  for  tenderly.  Take  her  away,  Amba,  and  let  her  rest.  I  will 
see  Afzool  Khan  at  the  Durbar  to-morrow,  and  inquire  if  what  she 
says  be  true ;  but  my  heart  already  tells  me  it  is  so.” 

Amba  Bye  rose  and  said  a  few  soothing  words  to  Tara  as  she  stood 
over  her  and  raised  her  up.  “  Come,”  she  said,  “  I  will  not  harm 
thee — come.”  And  Tara  rose  and  followed  her  to  an  inner  room. 
The  old  lady  had  perhaps  been  afraid  of  her  sister-in-law,  or  she  was 
softened  by  Tara’s  beauty  and  grief,  for,  as  she  closed  the  door,  she 
sat  down  and  took  her  to  her  heart,  laying  her  head  on  her  bosom. 
“  Thou  art  a  gentle  lamb,”  she  said,  stroking  her  head.  “  God  help 
thee,  child,”  and  Tara  clung  to  the  kind  heart,  and  felt,  aa  it  were, 
loving  arms  once  more  closed  around  her. 

That  night  she  slept  with  Amba  Bye.  Her  sleep  was  at  first 
broken,  and  full  of  fearful  dreams ;  but  Avearied  nature  and  youth 
in  the  end  obtained  their  mastery  over  her,  and  she  sank  into  a 
deep  slumber, — so  deep,  that  the  sun  Avas  high  in  the  morning  ere 
she  aAvoke. 

It  had  been  a  weary  time  to  Zvna,  Lurlee,  and  the  Khan’s  house- 
hold,  and  even  the  Khan  and  the  priest  sat  up  far  into  the  night, 
speaking  of  Tai-a.  No  oiie  had  slept.  As  to  Fazil,  he,  AAuth  Shere 
Khan,  Lnkshmun,  and  a  body  of  horse,  rode  round  the  country  for 
miles,  all  thi’ongh  the  night,  seeking  Tara.  No  one  dared  speak  to 
him,  and  the  men  had  never  seen  him  so  excited  before.  He  and 
Lukshmiin,  Avhose  activity  even  surpassed  his  oavu,  had  stopped 
every  palankeen  ;  every  cart  or  carriage  Avhich  Avas  covered  ;  every 
veiled  female  they  could  see.  Villages  had  been  searched  also,  btit  no 
trace  of  Tara  was  foxTnd — none;  and  Fazil  retux’ned  home  dejected 
and  Avorn  out,  only,  however,  to  change  his  horse  and  the  men,  and  to 
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start  once  more  with  Lukshmun,  who  would  not  leave  him,  on  an 
errand  equally  fruitless.  That  day  (Fazil  was  still  absent)  Baba 
Sahib  sought  Afzool  Khan  after  the  afternoon  Darbar,  and  told  him 
what  had  happened  :  how  ho  had  rescued  Tai’a,  how  he  had  sent 
her  on  to  Wye  with  his  wife  and  sister,  and  how  she  would  be  safe 
in  his  hands ;  and  he  heard  in  return  how  she  was  respected  and 
loved  in  the  Khan’s  family. 

“We  cannot  allow  her,  Khan,”  he  said  kindly,  “to  remain  with 
you,  much  as  you  have  respected  her  faith.  It  would  be  a  scandal  to 
Brahmuns,  if  the  daughter  of  Vyas  Shastree  Avere  the  guest  even  of 
Afzool  Khan  and  his  household.  It  is  not  compatible  with  her  purity 
or  her  honour,  which,  noAv  her  father  is  dead,  her  people  must  pro¬ 
tect!  We — that  is,  my  Avife  and  myself — haA^e  charged  ourselves 
Avith  her  for  the  present ;  and  her  people,  the  Durpeys  of  Wye,  are 
rich  and  devout, — they  will  receive  and  protect  her.” 

Afzool  Khan  remonstrated  as  far  as  possible.  Tara  had  grown  to 
be  a  familiar  and  beautiful  object  to  him  ;  but  he  felt  the  Brahmun 
AA’as  right,  and  he  mu.st  not  connect  her  name  with  his  son’s.  He 
dare  not  mention  to  Lurlee  Avhat  had  been  done,  but  he  told  Fazil, 
when  he  returned,  and  so  all  kneAV  of  it. 

“At  least  she  is  safe  and  in  honourable  keeping,”  said  Fazil,  Avhen 
he  had  heard  all,  “  and  for  the  rest,  as  God  Avills.  But  as  for  that 
Brahmun,»father,  he  escaped  me  once — it  may  not  be  again.” 

“  Look  !  ”  cried  Lurlee  to  Zyna,  Avho  Avas  sitting  sobbing  bitterly — 
“  look  !  Had  I  only  been  careful,  this  Avould  never  have  happened. 
It  AA'as  Sunday  night,  and  Saturn  ruled  from  the  second  hour  of  the 
first  AA’atch  to  the  end.  Could  anything  be  Avorse  ?  We  should  not 
have  moved  at  all.  My  pearl,  my  love,  she  should  not  have  left  us  ! 
Hai !  Hai !  May  the  peace  of  the  Prophet  be  Avith  her,  and  the  pro¬ 
tection  of  Alla  be  upon  her  till  Ave  meet  again  !  ” 

“  Ameen  !  Amecn !  ”  sighed  Zyna,  but  she  Avas  not  comforted,  nor 
Avas  Fazil. 


CHAPTER  LXIX. 

• 

Magnificent  as  is  the  scenery  of  the  Western  Ghauts  of  India 
throughout  their  range,  it  is  noAvhere,  perhaps,  more  strikingly 
beautiful  than  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  great  isolated  plateau 
Avhich — rising  high  aboA’e  the  mountain-ranges  around  it,  and  knoAvn 
under  the  name  of  Maha-bul-eshwur,  from  the  temple  at  the  source 
of  the  sacred  river  Krishna  on  its  summit — is  noAv  the  favourite 
summer  retreat  and  sanatorium  of  the  Bombay  Presidency.  Trim 
roads,  laid  out  so  as  to  exhibit  the  beauties  of  the  scenery  to  the 
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best  advantage — pretty  English-looking  cottages,  with  brilliant 
gardens,  and  a  considerable  native  tomi,  are  now  the  main  features 
of  the  place ;  but  at  the  period  of  our  tale  it  was  uninhabited,  except 
by  a  few  Brahmuns  and  devotees,  who,  attracted  by  the  holiness 
of  the  spot,  congregated  around  the  ancient  temple,  and  occupied 
the  small  village  beside  it.  Otherwise  the  character  of  the  wild 
scenery  is  unchanged.  From  points  near  the  edges  of  the  plateau, 
where  mighty  precipices  of  basalt  descend  sheer  into  forests  of  ever¬ 
lasting  verdure  and  luxuriance,  the  eye  ranges  over  a  sea  of  rugged 
mountain-tops, — some,  scathed  and  shattered  peaks  of  barren  rock 
— others  with  extensive  flat  summits,  bounded  by  naked  cliffs  Avhich, 
falling  into  deep  gloomy  ravines  covered  with  dense  forests,  would 
seem  inaccessible  to  man. 

To  some  readers  of  our  tale,  this  scenery  will  be  familiar ;  but  to 
others  it  is  almost  impossible  to  convey  by  description  any  adequate 
idea  of  its  peculiar  character,  or  of  the  beauty  of  the  ever-changing 
aerial  effects,  that  vary  in  aspect  almost  as  the  spectator  turns  from 
one  point  to  another.  Often  in  early  morning,  as  the  sun  rises  oyer 
the  lower  mists,  the  naked  peaks  and  precipices,  standing  apart  like 
islands,  glisten  with  rosy  tints,  while  the  mist  itself,  as  3'et  dense 
and  undisturbed,  lies  wrapped  around  their  bases,  filling  every 
ravine  and  valley,  and  glittering  like  a  sea  of  molten  silver. 

Again,  as  the  morning  breeze  rises  in  the  valleys  below,  this 
vapour  breaks  up  slowly:  circling  round  the  mountain  summits, 
lingering  in  wreaths  among  their  glens  and  precipices,  and  clinging 
to  the  forests,  until  dissipated  entirely  by  the  fierce  beams  of  the 
sun.  Then,  quivering  under  the  fervid  heat,  long  ridges  of  rugged 
valleys  are  spread  out  below,  and  range  beyond  range  n  .elts  tenderly 
into  a  dim  distance  of  sea  and  sky,  scarcely  separated  iu  colour,  yet 
showing  the  occasional  sparkle  of  a  sail  like  a  faint  cloud  passing  on 
the  horizon.  Most  glorious  of  all,  perhaps,  in  the  evening,  when,  in 
the  rich  colours  of  the  fast-rising  vapours,  the  mountains  glow  like 
fire;  and  peak  and  precipice,  forest  and  glen,  arc  bathed  in  gold 
and  crimson  light ;  or,  as  the  light  grows  dimmer,  shrouded  in  deep 
purple  shadow  till  they  disappear  in  the  gloom  which  quickly  falls 
on  all. 

Westward  from  this  gi-eat  mountain  plateau,  and  divided  from  it 
by  a  broad  deep  valley  clothed  with  forests,  the  huge  mountain  of 
Pertabo-urh  rises  with  precipitous  sides  out  of  the  woods  and  ravmes 
below.  °  The  top,  irregularly  level,  furnished  space  for  dwelling- 
houses  and  magazines,  while  ample  springs  of  pure  water  sufficed 
for  the  use  of  a  large  body  of  men,  by  which  it  could  be  easily  de¬ 
fended.  At  various  periods  of  time — by  the  early  iMahratta  chieftains 
of  the  country  in  remote  ages,  and  afterwards  by  their  iMus-sulniau 
conquerors — walls  and  towers  had  bocnaddf'fl  to  the  natural  defences 
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of  the  place,  ns  well  as  strong  gateways,  protected  by  bastions  and 
looplioled  traverses,  on  the  only  ap’oroach  to  the  summit — a  rugged 
pathway,  which  could  hax*diy  be  called  a  road.  iJiidc-r  very  ordinary 
defence,  the  place  v/as  pcri'cctly  impregnable  to  all  attacks  by  e.ii 
enemy  from  without;  and,  at  the  periotl  of  our  tale,  it  was  held  as 
Ills  capital  and  choicest  stronghold,  among  many  such  fastnesses  in 
(hose  mountains,  by  Sivaji  Bhoslay,  a  man  destined  to  play  a  con¬ 
spicuous  part  in  the  history  of  his  country  and  people  in  particuhir, 
and  of  India  at  large. 

Vio  have  already  infbrincd  the  reader,  in  a  soniew^hat  desultory 
manner  perhaps,  for  we  are  not  writing  his  history,  of  tl.e  attempt.; 
made  by  Sivaji  to  establish  an  independent  power;  and,  by  takiny; 
advantage  of  the  weakness  and  distraction  of  the  kingdom  of  Bee- 
japoor,  of  which  he  v/as  a  vassr.l,  on  the  one  hand,  and  of  the  am¬ 
bitious  designs  of  the  Emperor  Anrungzeeb  on  the  other,  to  raise 
liimself  to  a  position  in  which  he  coa.ld  secure  the  actual  administra¬ 
tion,  and  eventually  the  sovereignty,  of  his  native  wilds. 

Hiudii  history  is  in  all  cases  unsatisfactory;  and  that  of  the  early 
I'.Iahratta  chiefs  and  principalities  of  the  Dckhaii  eminently  so.  On 
the  invasion  of  the  Dekhaii  by  Alla-oo-dcen,  nephew  of  the  then 
King  of  Belhi,  in  a.d.  the  fort  and  city  of  Deognrh,  now 

Doulatabad,  vras  held  by  Bajab  Ramdeo  Jadow,  v  ho  appeared  then 
to  have  been  prince  of  the  wliole  country.  Whether  he  was  so  or 
not,  whether  the  chiefs  of  the  vrild  tracts  of  the  Ghauts  and  pro¬ 
vinces  lying  on  the  western  sea-coast  Avere  his  ti’ibutaries  or  vassals, 
or  whether  they  Avere  actually  independent  of  each  other,  has  never 
been  ascertained;  but,  on  the  doAvmfall  of  the  i^i'iiicely  house  of 
JadoAv,  no  other  ruler  or  chieftain  seems  to  haAm  made  any  resistance, 
ami  the  I'Iahcmedan.s,  gedhering  strength,  and  founding  a  kingdom 
at  Gulburgah,  in  the  centre  of  the  Dokhan,  gradually  subdued  the 
AViiole  tract,  establishing  garrisons  in  the  Avildest  parts,  fortifying 
hills  not  already  used  as  strongholds,  and  improving  the  defences  of 
others,  in  that  noble  and  pi-eturesque  style  of  fortification  Avhicli 
noAV  excites  our  AAmnder  and  admiration. 

One  of  the  Mahi’atta  families  of  ancient  native  nobility,  though 
not  of  the  highest  grade,  Averc  the  Bhdslays.  The  JadoAvs,  though 
no  longer  possessing  princely  power,  had  descended  into  tlio  rank  of 
landed  proprietors,  or  liereditary  officers,  under  the  ancient  Hindu 
tenure,  of  the  districts  over  Avhich  their  ancestors  had  once  held 
SAvay.  Under  ordinary  circumstances,  an  alliance  between  tlm 
families  AA'ould  have  been  rejected  by  the  JadoAvs ;  but  one  fell  out 
nevertheless,  and  after  a  strange  manner. 

At  the  marriage  of  a  mutual  friend,  Shahji  Blidslay,  then  a  pretty 
boy,  was  present  Avith  bis  father,  and  tlie  head  of  the  family  of  the 
Jadows  Avith  his  daughter,  Jeejee,  a  chiid  younger  than  the  boy 
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Sliahji.  The  children  began  to  play  together,  and  the  girl’s  father 
remarked  jocosely  what  a  pretty  couple  they  would  make.  Ihe 
remark  was  heard  by  the  boy’s  father,  who  claimed  it  as  a  promise 
of  betrothal,  and,  after  some  discussion,  and  objection  as  to  disparity 
of  rank,  the  children  were  eventually  married.  From  these  parents 
sprung  Sivaji,  who,  with  his  mother,  as  remarkable  a  person  in 
many  respects  as  himself,  became  the  originators  and  leaders  of  the 
renewed  independence  of  the  Hindus  of  the  Dekhan. 

The  women  of  India,  particularly  those  of  the  higher  classes  and 
families,  are  invariably  the  treasuries  of  family  events,  and  of  deeds 
of  departed  or  existent  greatness.  Jeejee  Bye,  an  ambitous,  perhaps 
unscrupulous  woman,  strove  hard  to  excite  her  husband,  Shahji 
Bhoslay,  to  exertion  in  the  Hindu  cause.  She  filled  his  mind  with 
legends  of  the  JadoAvs’ power ;  she  sought  out  the  histories  of  his 
own  family;  she  urged  him  to  assert  his  right  to  districts  in 
sovereignty  of  Avhich  he  was  only  the  official  head ;  and  she  actively 
canvassed  all  the  heads  of  the  IMahratta  families,  with  a  vieAV  to  a 
combined  resistance  against  the  Mahomedan  powers,  then  beginning 
to  show  symptoms  of  a  final  decadence. 

And  not  without  effect.  Shahji,  the  servant  and  vassal  of  the 
Emperor  of  Delhi  as  of  the  King  of  Beejapoor,  rebelled  in  turn 
against  both  ;  was  restless  and  unfaithful,  lacking,  while  a  bold, 
enterprising  partisan  soldier,  the  higher  qualities  Avhich  could  direct 
and  take  advantage  of  such  movements.  He  Avas  frequently  im¬ 
prisoned,  fined,  and  otherwise  punished,  but  nothing  checked  his 
wife’s  ambition.  Left  to  herself  during  his  long  absences  and  cap¬ 
tivities  with  her  young  son  among  their  native  wilds,  sui’rounded  by 
rude  retainers,  she  turned  to  him  as  soon  as  he  could  comprehend 
her  plans ;  and  by  the  mother  and  son  those  designs  were  sketched 
out  Avhich,  in  respect  of  utter  hopelessness  at  first,  and  splendid 
success  afterwards,  have  fcAV  comparisons  iii  the  world’s  history. 

As  the  boy  grew  up,  his  immediate  retainers  joined  him  in  wild 
enterprises  against  the  Mahomedans,  which  to  the  people  savoured 
of  madness,  but  which,  as  they  increased  in  boldness  of  design  and 
execution,  were  believed  to  be  the  deeds  of  one  especially  protected 
by  the  Goddess  Bhowani,  the  tutelar  divinity  of  the  JadoAv  family. 
His  mother,  an  ardent  votary,  pretended  to  be  occasionally  visited 
by  the  godde.ss  in  person,  and,  filled  Avith  her  divine  afflatus,  spoke 
prophecy.  Her  son  believed  in  her  inspiration  :  and  gradually  Lis 
friends,  Maloosray,  Palkur,  and  others,  Avith  a  superstitious  faith, 
believed  also.  Undi.sciplined,  often  unai-med  men  of  the  ^Mawul.^, 
or  mountain  valleys  above  the  Ghauts,  Avho  Avere  called  ]\rawullec.<?, 
and  of  those  beloAvthe  mountains  toAvards  the  sea,  called  Hetkurecs, 
joined  the  young  leader:  sealed  mountain  forts,  or  descended  into 
tl'c  plains  beyond  the  valleys,  gathering  arms  and  booty,  occupying 
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r^Ioslem  garrisons,  putting  their  defenders  to  the  sword,  and  never 
relinquishing  what  they  had  obtained. 

So  year  after  year  passed,  and  the  young  Sivaji,  as  he  grew 
stronger,  became  more  daring  and  entei"prising.  Originally  a  few 
hundreds  of  half-naked,  ill-armed  mountain  peasants,  his  forces  of 
i\fawullees  and  Hetkurees  at  last  numbered  many  thousands  of  active, 
determined  men.  He  had  possession  of  some  of  the  strongest 
inountain  forts  in  the  Western  Ghauts ;  he  had  built,  and  was  build¬ 
ing,  defences  to  other  isolated  and  naturally  almost  inaccessible 
mountains.  He  was  arming  them  with  cannon  purchased  by  stealth 
from  the  Portuguese  of  Goa,  or  cast  by  his  o^vn  skilful  artificers ; 
and  as  he  gained  more  perfect  local  strength,  he  was  silently  extend¬ 
ing:  his  intriofues  to  all  the  Mahratta  families  of  ancient  Maharastra 
by  agents  like  Moro  Trimmul,  and  awaiting  the  time  patiently,  till 
all  could  rise  to  overthrow  the  Mussulman  govei’nments  which  held 
them  in  subjection. 

Had  those  governments,  after  the  spirit  of  the  earlier  Mussulman 
Invaders  of  the  Dekhan, .  been  intolerant  of  Hindus,  denied  them 
privileges  of  worship,  defiled  their  temples,  confiscated  their  ancestral 
rights,  or  otherwise  harassed  and  oppressed  them, — it  is  probable 
that  Shahji’s  first  attempts  towards  throwing  off  the  Mahomedan 
yoke  would  have  met  with  better  success.  But,  on  the  contrary, 
there  was  now  little  or  no  oppression  or  interference  with  them  in 
any  way ;  and  many  of  the  Mahratta  chieftains  not  only  held  estates 
in  fief  for  service,  but  joined  the  armies  of  the  Mahomedan  kings, 
and  fought  with  them  bravely  and  faithfully.  We  have  ourselves  a 
countciqiart  of  this,  in  some  respects,  in  the  Norman  occupation  of 
our  own  country ;  inasmuch  as,  while  some  Saxon  thanes  then  held 
themselves  aloof,  and  retired  to  the  management  of  their  own  estates, 
.others  were  found  who  joined  the  invaders,  or,  gradually  imitating 
their  manners,  became  incorporated  with  them. 

That  Sivaji’s  prospects  had  assumed  a  more  encouraging  fomi 
than  any  of  his  father’s,  may  easily  be  imagined  from  the  method  in 
which  they  had  been  maintained.  The  Dussera,  or  festival  of 
Bhowani,  throughout  Maharastra,  of  1657,  the  year  of  which  we 
write,  was  to  show,  by  a  private  muster  of  the  people,  wliat  forces 
were  available  for  a  general  rising;  and  after  that  it  would  be 
determined  how  they  were  to  be  employed. 

We  know  what  the  object  of  Maloosray’s  mission  to  Beejapoor 
had  been,  and  its  result,  Sivaji  had  heard  already  by  express  from 
the  capital,  of  the  death  of  the  Wuzecr,  the  discovery  of  some  of  his 
own  correspondence  by  the  King,  and  the  acceptance  of  the  gage 
by  Afzool  Khan  to  undertake  a  campaign  against  him  with  a  picked 
army.  He  had  not  heard  since,  nor  had  Maloosray  arrived ;  but 
Sivaji  knew  that  Afzool  Khan  was  no  laggard  in  war,  and  that  he 
must  prepare  himself  to  meet  the  emergeucy. 


I 


iU(i  TARA  : 

A  fascination  for  sacred  plays  wliicli  Lad  possessed  him  from 
cLildhood,  -was  a  strange  peculiarity  of  this  man’s  character.  As 
Sivaji  grew  up,  no  distance,  no  personal  danger,  deterred  him  froi^i 
being  present  at  any  which  could  by  any  possibility  be  reached. 
Sometimes  openly,  and  more  frequently  in  a  peasant’s  or  common 
soldier’s  garb,  the  young  prince,  with  a  few  chosen  associates,  would 
appear  at  places  where  his  arrival  was  incomprehensible,  and  his 
disappearance  equally  abrupt  and  mysterious.  In  the  latter  days, 
these  “  Kuthas,”  as  they  are  termed,  became  means  of  assembling 
his  men  without  attracting  suspicion ;  but  his  adherents  v/ell  knew 
that  the  most  exciting  enterpi’isos  immediately  followed  them. 

Soon  after  the  arrival  of  the  news  from  Beejapoor,  notice  of  one 
to  bo  held  at  Pertabgurh  had  been  sent  through  the  country,  and 
from  the  earnestness  and  celerity  with  which  the  orders  were  cir¬ 
culated  from  village  to  village,  the  people  at  largo  were  assured  of 
the  proximity  of  some  notable  event,  and  ho])ed,  in  their  own  ex¬ 
pressive  phrase,  that,  at  last,  the  “lire  would  light  the  hills.” 

With  this  partial  digression,  and  introduction  to  the  Rajah’s  play, 
the  day  of  which  had  aiTivcd,  our  history  will  proceed. 


CHAPTER  LXX. 

Fro}.i  a  str.:\ggling,  irregular  village,  which  could  hardly  be  called  a 
toAvii>  nestling  in  a  hollow  under  the  mountain  of  Pertabgurh,  a  rude 
pathway,  for  it  was  little  else,  ascended  to  the  fort  above.  Very 
rough,  but  very  lovely,  was  this  road.  The  forest,  or  jungle,  had 
been  partly  cleared  av.'ay  from  its  sides,  but  noble  trees  still  hung 
over  it  .affording  grateful  shade  as  it  wound  round  ravines  and 
shoulders  of  the  mountain  in  gradual  but  easy  ascent ;  and  the  huge 
broad  leaf  of  the  teak  tree,  the  graceful  and  feathery  bamboo,  and 
other  masses  of  luxuriant  foliage,  rich  -with  great  creepers  now 
covered  with  flowers,  which  hung  from  tree  to  tree  in  graceful 
festoons,  or  clung  in  dense  masses  about  their  tops, — presented  end¬ 
less  and  beautiful  combinations  with  the  bold  upper  precipices  of  the 
mountain  itself,  and  the  distant  ranges  behind  it.  Farther  up,  as 
the  air  grew  fresher  in  the  ascent,  and  you  looked  down  into  deep 
gloomy  dells,  or  abroad  over  the  valley,  or  up  to  the  rugged  sides  of 
the  groat  mountain  beyond, — a  subtle  blue  atmosphere  appeared  to 
pervade  everything ;  ajid  this,  the  peculiar  chaiucteristic  of  those 
high  tropical  regions,  seemed  to  increase  in  depth  of  colour, — and, 
without  in  reality  obscuring  the  features  of  the  scenery,  to  soften  its 
rugged  outlines,  and  blend  its  almost  savage  elements  into  harmonj'. 

It  Las  been  said  of  natives  of  India  that  they  are  inser'siblo  to 
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Lean  ties  of  natural  scenery.  We  admit  that  Mussulmans  to  a  great 
extent  are  so,  hut  not  Hindus,  still  less  Mahrattas,  of  these  glorious 
mountains.  Their  saci’ed  books,  their  ballads,  and  recited  plays, 
abound  Avith  beautiful  pictures  of  natural  objects ;  and,  living  amono- 
combinations  of  the  most  glorious  foians  in  nature,  peopling  every 
remarkable  rock,  deep  dell,  or  giant  tree  vdth  spiritual  beings 
belonging  peculiarly  to  each,  AA'ho  are  worshipped  with  a  rude  A^cne- 
ration, — insensibility  to  outAA'ard  impressions  and  their  influence 
upon  character  would  be  impossible. 

So  now,  at  the  time  we  speak  of,  a  numerous  company  of  men  on 
foot  were  ascending  by  the  pathAvay  already  mentioned'  to  the  fort, 
and  that  light  merriment  prevailed  among  them  Avhich  ever  accom¬ 
panies  the  enjoyment  of  fine  scenery  and  pure  mountain  air,  and 
excites  physical  capability  for  the  endurance  of  the  heaviest  fatigue. 
Some  ran  or  leaped,  as  occasional  IcA^el  portions  of  road  occurred; 
others  climbed  among  the  crags  and  rocks  by  its  side,  or,  knowino- 
shorter  paths  to  the  summit,  struck  out  of  the  main  road,  and 
breasted  the  steep  mountain  Avith  a  freedom  and  agility  only  knoAvn 
to  mountaineers. 

Keen-eyed,  lithe,  spare,  yet  muscular  men  ;  Ioav  in  stature,  yet  of 
extraordinary  poAA’er  of  endurance ;  often  heavily  armed  Avith  long 
matchlock,  and  its  accompaniment  of  poAA^der-homs,  bullet-bags,  and 
other  accoutrements  tied  round  the  Avaist, — a  long,  straight, '’heavy 
tAA'o-handled  sword  hanging  over  the  left  shoulder,  or  a  smaller 
CAArved  sabre  fastened  into  tlie  Avaistband,  with  a  dagger  or  two,  and 
a  bi’oad  shield  at  the  back — such  AA'ere  Si\’aji’s  MaAViAllecs.  Oi*di- 
narily  unburdened  Avith  much  clothing— a  pair  of  drawers  fitting 
tight  bcloAv  the  knee,  a  coarse  haAidkcrchief  AvoAind  aboAAt  the 
head,  and  a  black  blanket  throAATi  over  all,  or  crossed  over  the  chest, 
IcaA'ing  the  arms  free,  SAAfficed  for  ordinary  pAAi’poses ;  on  festiA^al 
days,  hoAA'CA'er,  all  AA^ei’e  clad  in  a  clean  suit  of  coai’sc  cotton  cloth, 
Avith  a  gay  t’arban,  and  scarf  round  the  Avaist,  and  bundles  of  Avild 
floAA'crs  tucked  fantastically  into  the  folds  of  their  head-dress. 

This  Avas  a  festival  day— for  their  Rajah  had  ordered  a  Kutha ; 
and  all  knoAv  Avhen  this  took  place  that  it  Avas  the  prelude  to  soauc 
raid  or  foi\ay— some  distant  expedition  in  which  honour  and  booty 
Avoi'e  to  be  gained — and  Avhen  the  MaAvullees  Avould  strike  in,  hard 
and  fierce,  on  the  unsuspecting  Moslems.  The  “DhAAnni,”  or  master, 
as  they  called  him,  had  been  unaccountably  quiet  for  some  time  past  ; 
but  to  a  man  they  kncAv  he  AA'as  not  idle,  and  thi’oughoAAt  that 
countr}',  as  in  more  remote  provinces,  the  conviction  prcA'ailcd  that 
something  unusual  Avas  to  happen — some  manifestation  of  the  Avill 
of  the  goddess,  Avhom  all  feared  and  most  Avorshipped.  There  Avas 
nothing  a]ipp.A’cnt  or  tangible;  but  expectation  and  excitement 
pi’CA'ailc<-l  iieA'ci’thcless. 
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For  several  days  previously,  the  usual  messengers  had  run  from 
village  to  village  among  the  Mawuls  or  valleys  of  the  ranges  near 
Pertabgurh,  giving  news  of  the  Kutha.  The  players  had  come  from 
Wye,  from  Sattara,  and  other  towns,  and  the  Rajah’s  hill-men  had 
been  clearing  the  usual  place  of  celebration,  and  were  now  decorating 
the  royal  seat,  and  stage  for  the  players,  with  green  boughs  and 
wild  flowers.  The  little  town  was  already  full  of  people,  and  others 
were  crowding  up  the  mountain  to  make  their  salutation  to  their 
beloved  prince  who,  now  seated  in  his  hall  of  audience,  surrounded 
by  a  few  friends,  soldiers,  and  priests,  denied  no  one  the  privilege  sc 
dearly  prized,  that  of  making  a  “  salam”  to  their  Rajah,  and  receiving 
one  in  return. 

Up  the  mountain-side,  through  the  grim  gateways,  till  they 
emerged  upon  the  irregular  plateau  at  the  top,  the  men  poured  in  a 
continuous  stream.  Some  singly  or  in  small  groups ;  others  in  larger 
companies  headed  by  a  pair  of  “gursees,”  or  pipers,  one  playing  a 
drone,  the  other  a  reed  flageolet,  very  strong  and  shrill  in  tone,  the 
combination  of  which,  as  well  as  the  wild  melodies  played,  being 
curiously  like  bagpipes  in  effect.  Others  had  with  them  their  village 
trumpeters ;  and  shrill  quivering  blasts  of  their  horns,  accompanied 
by  the  deep  monotonous  notes  of  large  tambourine  drums,  not  un- 
frequently  arose  together  or  singly  from  different  parts  of  the  ascent, 
and  were  answered  by  the  Rajah’s  hom-blowers  stationed  on  the 
bastions  above  the  gates,  and  elsewhere  in  the  towers  above  the 
precipices.  The  fort  was  full  of  men,  for  several  thousands  were 
assembled  in  it :  sitting  in  groups,  rambling  about  the  walls,  or  by 
the  side  of  springs  and  wells,  untying  the  bundles  of  cakes  which 
each  man  had  bound  to  his  back,  and  making  a  noonday  meal ;  or 
proceeding  to  their  chieftain’s  kitchen,  received  the  daily  allowance 
of  meal  bread,  which  was  served  out  without  stint  to  all  comers  on 
those  occasions,  and  of  which  huge  piles  stood  on  the  kitchen  floor 
ready  for  distribution. 

All  the  morning  Sivaji  had  sat  in  his  humble  hall  of  audience, 
surrounded  by  some  of  his  tried  friends,  and  some  Brahmun  priests 
and  scribes.  No  gorgeous  palace  was  this,  like  that  at  Beejapoor,  but 
a  broad  shed  made  by  poles  fastened  together,  and  thatched  with 
grass  and  teak-leaves,  decorated  gracefully  and  appropriately  with 
leafy  branches  and  wild  flowers.  At  the  upper  end  was  the  l^jah’s 
seat,  a  low  dais  covered  with  coarse  cotton  carpets,  on  which  the 
“guddee”  or  royal  seat — ^a  velvet  pillow  covered  with  gold  em¬ 
broidery,  and  a  seat  to  match — had  been  placed  temporarily.  Below 
the  dais,  the  leaders  of  large  and  small  parties  of  men  came — saluted 
— seated  themselves  by  turns,  and  got  up  and  departed  with  the 
usual  salutation,  but  seldom  without  notice;  and  while  other  men 
passed  quickly  by,  the  chief  had  a  kind  word  of  greeting  or  reminis- 
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cence  or  salute  for  every  one.  Many  saw  that  his  features  wei 
clouded  with  care ;  but  the  news  from  the  capital  concerned  no  one^ 
and  the  Kutha  to  come  off  that  night  would,  they  knew,  prove  the 
usual  prelude  of  active  service. 

Seated  as  he  was  amidst  a  crowd  of  friends  and  attendants,  the 
Mahratta  Rajah  seemed,  in  the  distance,  almost  contemptible,  from 
his  small  stature  and  plain,  insignificant  appearance.  Dressed  in 
ordinary  w'hite  muslin,  the  only  ornament  he  wore  was  the  “  jika,” 
or  jewel  for  the  turban,  w^hieh  sparkled  with  valuable  diamonds.  A 
light  red  shawl  drawn  over  his  shoulders  protected  him  from  the 
somewhat  chill  w'ind,  and  before  him  lay  his  terrible  sword  Bhowani, 
and  the  large  black  shield  of  rhinoceros  hide  which  he  usually  wore. 
A  nearer  view,  however,  gave  a  different  impression.  Somewhat 
dark  in  complexion,  with  a  prominent  nose,  broad  in  the  nostril ; 
large,  soft  eyes,  small  determined  mouth  and  chin  ;  a  thin  moustache 
curled  up  at  the  ends,  and  bushy  black  whiskers  shaved  on  a  line 
w'ith  his  ear, — formed  a  countenance  at  once  handsome  and  intelli¬ 
gent  :  while  his  slight  figure,  apparently  more  active  than  strong, 
evinced,  by  its  lithe  movement  even  ^vhile  sitting, “a  power  of  en¬ 
durance  Avhich  was  confirmed  by  the  expression  of  his  face. 

No  one  who  had  once  seen  the  Maharaja  ever  forgot  him.  Though 
now  mild  in  expression,  if  not  sad,  most  about  him  had  seen  and 
remembered  the  face  in  other  and  wilder  moods  of  excitement :  in 
war,  or  in  the  actual  hand-to-hand  combats,  in  which  he  delighted, 
and  from  which  he  could  with  difficulty  be  restrained ;  while  the 
impression  that  he  was  an  incarnation  of  divinity,  mingled  awe  with 
the  respect  and  love  which  all  bore  him. 


CHAPTER  LXXI. 

The  morning  ceremony  was  at  length  over,  and,  somewhat  wearied 
by  it,  and  by  sitting  inactive  so  long,  Siviji  rose  and  passed  into 
his  private  apartments,  to  whieh  the  shed  or  pavilion  was  a  tem¬ 
porary  addition.  The  rough  mountain  fortress  afforded  no  royal 
palaces.  A  few  terraced  houses,  divided  by  courts,  with  some 
thatched  out-ofifices  and  stables,  stood  on  an  elevated  spot  near  the 
walls  ;  and  the  Rajah’s  favourite  retreat  was  a  small  vaulted  apart¬ 
ment,  which  joined  the  fort- wall — indeed,  formed  portion  of  it — and 
from  which  a  small  projecting  window,  placed  immediately  above 
one  of  the  deepest  precipices,  looked  out  over  the  valley  and  moun¬ 
tains,  and  commanded  a  view  of  part  of  the  ascent. 

It  was  a  habit  of  Sivaji’s  to  go  to  no  ceremony,  nor  return  from 
any,  without  saluting  hig  mother.  Did  he  ever  leave  the  house  or 
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rctuiii  to  it,  he  touched  her  feet  reverently,  while  she  gave  him  her 
blessing.  Tlie  son’s  faith  in  his  mother  was  only  equalled  by  her 
faith  and  love  for  him ;  and  as  a  pattern  of  filial  piety  and  devotion, 
his  example  is  still  inculculated  ujJon  the  Mahratta  youth  by  many 
a  village  schoolmaster. 

She  mot  him  at  the  threshold  of  the  door,  and,  as  was  her  wont, 
passed  her  hands  over  his  face  and  neck,  kissing  the  tips  of  her 
lingers  ;  while,  boAving  Ioav,  he  touched  lioth  her  feet,  then  his  OAvn 
eyes  and  forehead. 

“  Is  Tannajee  arrived,  son,”  she  asked,  “  that  thou  hast  broken  np 
the  reception  so  early  ?  ” 

“  No,  mother,”  he  said  ;  “but  come  Avith  me,  for  my  spirit  is  heaiy, 
and  there  is  a  shadoAv  of  gloom  OA'cr  mo  Avhich  thou  only  canst 
dispel.  No,  there  is  no  neAA's,  and  that  vexes  me.” 

Siio  folloAA'od  him  into  the  apartment  avc  have  m.ontioned.  A  plain 
cushion  had  been  placed  near  the  AA'indow  upon  a  soft  mattress,  and 
he  Hung,  rather  than  seated  himself,  upon  it,  and  buried  his  face  in 
his  hands,  turning  aAvay  from  her. 

She  sat  doAA  ii  by  him,  and  again  passed  her  hand  over  his  face 
and  neck,  and  kissed  her  fingers  AA’ithout  sneakim?. 

A  mothers  loving  hand!  0  ye  Avho  knoAv  it,  Avho  possess  it  as 
the  rude  Avaves  of  life  come  breaking  one  by  one  against  you,  bo 
thankful  that  it  is  there  in  its  old  place,  soothing  and  sustaining 
like  nought  else  of  earthly  comfort!  Ye  AAdio  have  lost  it,  never 
forget  hoAv  lovingly  it  used  to  do  its  blessed  Avork.  In  times  of 
anxious  trial,  perplexity,  and  sickness  most  of  all, — ye  shall  feel  it 
still,  in  the  faith  AA'hich  leads  ye  Avhereit  is  gone  before,  and  aAA’aits 
your  coming.  So,  forget  it  not ! — forget  it  not ! 

For  a  Avhile  both  Avei’C  silent.  The  mother  kncAV  the  feelings  which 
filled  her  son’s  mind  too  Avell  to  interfere  A\dth  their  course.  Still 
she  sat  by  him,  and  patted  him  occasionally  as  she  used  to  do  AA'hen 
she  soothed  him  to  rest  as  a  child.  “  If  he  could  sleep,”  she  thought, 
“  this  gloom  Avould  pass  aAA'ay  ;  but  it  aauII  do  so  nevertheless.” 

He  lay  still,  sometimes  looking  out  into  the  blue  air,  AA'atching  the 
SAA'alloAA’s  as  they  passed  and  repassed  the  AA’incloAv  in  rapid  flight  to 
and  from  their  nests,  Avdiich  hung  to  the  ledges  of  the  precipices — 
or  the  groups  of  people  ascending  and  descending  the  pathAA'ay  to 
the  gates.  Again,  burying  his  face  in  the  eushion,  he  lay  still,  and 
his  mother  AA  atched,  and  gently  waved  the  corner  of  her  garment 
OA'cr  his  head,  lest  any  insect  should  light  on  him  and  disturb  him. 
There  aa'us  no  sound  save  the  dull  buzzing  of  flies  in  the  room,, and 
sometimes  the  loud  monotonous  note  of  a  gi’cat  woodpecker  from 
the  depths  of  the  ravine  beloAv. 

He  turned  at  length,  andsb.e  kncAv  the  crisis  was  past,  “^fotlicr,” 
he  said,  “hast  thou  been  AAd!!\  the  goddess  to-day  To  me  she  is 
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dim  and  mournful ;  I  ask  nij  heart  of  her  designs,  but  there  comes 
no  answer.  Is  her  favour  gone  from  us  ?  ”  ' 

“  "Who  can  tell  her  purposes,  my  life  ?  ”  she  replied,  “  we  are  only 
her  instruments,  0,  fail  not  in  heart !  If  there  be  troubles,  should 
we  not  meet  them  ?  If  she  bid  us  sufTer,  shall  ^■.'e  not  suffer  ?  But, 
0,  fail  not — doubt  not !  Remember  thy  father  doubted  and  failed, 
amd  what  came  of  it  but  weary  imprisonment,  fine,  pain,  shame, 
and  failure  ?  0,  not  so,  my  son  :  better  thou  wast  dead,  and  I  with 

thee,  than  to  doubt  aiad  fail.” 

“  The  trial  will  be  heavy,  mother,”  he  retuiaicd,  “  Here  we  are  safe, 
and  I  fear  not  for  thee  :  but  for  the  rest,  the  cairse  is  hopeless,  and 
that  is  Avhat  vexes  me.  Yeai’s  of  stratagem  and  arrangement  are 
gone  with  that  man’s  death,  and  all  we  have  planned  is  known.’ 

“  And  if  it  be  known,  son,  dost  thou  fear  ?  ”  she  exclaimed. 
“  What  has  been  gained  by  these  communications  with  a  traitor  ? 
0  son,  ho  who  is  not  faithful  to  the  salt  ho  eats,  is  untrue  to  all 
besides,  I — a  woman  only — and  the  priests  will  tell  thee  not  to 
trust  a  woman’s  thoughts  or  designs — I  tell  thee  I  am  glad  :  I  rejoice 
that  a  trial  has  come  to  thee.  One  hour  such  as  thoxi  liast  passed 
now,  with  thine  own  heart  to  sj^eak  to  thee,  is  worth  more  to  the 
cause  than  a  thousand  priests  or  a  lakh  of  swordsmen.  I  tell  thee  I 
am  glad :  for  such  things  only  can  teach  thee  to  trust'thyself,  and 
not  to  look  to  others.” 

•  “  And  thee,  mother  ?  ”  he  said,  smiling. 

“  Ho,  no — not  to  me,”  she  replied  cpiickly,  “  except  the  goddess 
speaks  by  my  mouth.  Ho,  not  to  me.  I  am  but  a  woman  else,  fear¬ 
ful  of  thee,  my  son — fearful  of  the  bullet,  the  sword,  the  lance,  the 
wild  fray  of  battle — fearful  of - ” 

“  Hay,  mother,”  he  cried,  sitting  up  and  interrupting  her,  “  not 
of  the  sword  or  the  battle;  there  I  am  safe,— •there  I  fear  not. 
Were  I  but  there  now,  this  heaviness  at  my  heart  would  pass  away. 

‘  Hur,  Ilur,  Mahadeo !  ’  the  cry — the  shout  I’ings  in  my  cars  and 
urges  me  on;  then  there  is  no  time  for  thought,  as  new  in  this 
silence.” 

“And  it  shall  ring  again,  my  son,”  she  replied.  “  Fear  not — 
doubt  not,  only  act :  that  is  all.  Wilt  thou  be  like  thy  father, 
drifted  here  and  there  by  every  current  of  rumour  like  a  straw  upon 
the  sea  ?  ‘  Such  a  one  will  not  join,  what  can  I  do?  Such  a  thing 

threatens,  what  can  I  do  ?  This  man  says  this,  shall  I  follow  it? 
That  man  says  the  other,  shall  I  follow  it  ?  ’  So  he  followed  as  others 
led  ;  so  he  acted  as  others  advised.  What  came  of  all  ?  only  shame, 
my  son.  Had  ho  said  to  all.  Do  this,  they  would  have  done  it.  0 
Mother,  0  Holy  Mother,”  she  cried,  standing  up  and  lifting  her 
joined  hon);ls  towards  the  deep  blue  sky,  “come  from  thence — come 
from  the  air  into  thy  dauglitcr’s  heart ;  teach  me  what  to  say,  how 
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to  direct  .him,  or  direct  him  thyself !  0  ]\Iother,  'svc  do  all  for  thy 

name  and  honour,  and  for  the  faith  so  long  degraded:  let  us  not  fail 
or  be  shamed ! 

“ Not  thus,  son,”  she  continued  after  a  pause — “not  thus  will  the 
spirit  come  upon  me,  but  in  the  temple  must  I  watch  alone  and  pray 
and  fast,  ere  she  will  disclose  herself  to  mo ;  and  I  Avill  do  so  from 
>night.  Yes,  she  Avill  be  entreated  at  last.  Perhaps,”  she  con- 
t'nued  simply,  but  reverently,  “the  Mother  is  in  sorrow  herself,  and 
needs  comfort.  No  matter,  I  will  entreat  her.” 

“  Purely  she  hath  heard  already,”  replied  her  son  after  another 
pause,  “  for  my  soul  is  better  for  thy  words — stronger,  mother.  Yes, 
I  see  how  it  will  be  ;  nor  Moro  Trimmul,  nor  Tannajee,  nor  Palkur, 
nor  any  one  but  myself.  I  had  thought  to  lay  all  these  matters 
before  the  people  at  the  Kutha  to-night,  but  I  will  not.  I  will  only 
say  we  must  work  for  ourselves — agamst  the  Emperor,  against  the 
King,  and  most  against  Afzool  Khan.  If  they  will  only  trust  in  me 
mother,  if  they  Avill  only  trust  in  me — we  shall  have  victory, 
and  I  will  not  disappoint  them  or  you.” 

“  Now,  a  thousand  blessings  on  thee,  Sivaji  Bhoslay,  for  those 
words,”  cried  his  mother,  passing  her  hands  over  his  head.  “I  have 
no  fear  now — none.  Go  to  the  Kutha — tell  them  all  that  their  time 
is  come ;  and  u'hen  you  cry  ‘  Hur,  Hur,  Mahadeo !  ’  each  shout  of 
theirs  in  reply  A\'ill  echo  the  death-cry  of  a  thousand  infidels.  Now, 
let  me  depart,  my  son ;  it  is  well  for  me  to  go  to  the  Mother,  and 
sit  before  her ;  haply  she  may  come  to  me.  Better  to  be  there,  than 
that  a  Avoman  should  be  near  thee,  when  the  woman’s  spirit  has 
passed  out  of  thee.” 

“Bless  me,  then,  my  mother,  and  go;  nor  will  1  stay  here  long,” 
he  replied.  “  The  shadows  are  even  now  lengthening  in  the  valleys, 
and  I  should  have  the  people  collected  ere  it  is  dark.” 

She  placed  her  hands  upon  his  head  solemnly  :  “  Thus  do  I  bless 
thee,  my  son — more  fervently,  more  resignedly  than  ever.  Go, 
as  she  aauII  lead  thee  in  her  OAvn  time.  To  all  thy  people  thou  wilt 
not  alter,  but,  to  the  Moslems,  be  stone  and  steel.  Trust  no  one — 
ask  of  no  one  what  is  to  be  done,  not  even  of  me.  Do  Avhat  is 
needful,  and  what  thy  heart  tells  thee.  SIioav  no  mercy,  but 
cut  out  thine  own  path  Avith  the  sword.  If  thou  Avilt  be  great,  do 

these  things ;  if  not - :  but  no,  thou  wilt  be  great,  my  son.  She 

hath  told  me  so  ;  and  thou  wilt  reckon  the  true  beginning  of  it  from 
that  silent  watch  there,  by  the  AvindoAv.  I  go  now,  but  stay  not 
thou  here.  See,  there  are  none  ascending,  and  even  those  descendino* 
the  hill  are  feAA’er.  Go  to  them.”  ° 

He  Avatched  her  intently  as  she  left  him  and  disappeared  behind  a 
curtain,  Avhich  f  11  before  a  door  of  the  apartment  leading  to  the 
small  household  temple.  An  expression  of  triumph  lit  up  his  largo 


A  MAHliATTA  TALE, 


418 


dark  eyes  and  expressive  features.  “  She  said  I  must  act  for  myself,” 
he  cri^  aloud.  “  Yes,  mother,  I  will  act  for  thee  fii-st,  and  then  for 
the  people ;  and  there  shall  be  no  idle  words  again — only  ‘Hur,  Hur, 
i^Iahadeo  !  ’  when  the  fire  is  on  the  hills.” 


CHAPTER  LXXII. 

The  servants  and  attendants  of  the  lady  awaited  her  without,  and 
preceded  her  to  the  temple,  which  was  situated  in  a  court  by  itself, 
— a  small  unpretending  building,  which  her  son  had  built  at  her 
request.  The  usual  priests  sat  by  the  shidne,  feeding  the  lamps  with 
oil,  and  offering  flowers  and  incense  for  those  who  needed  their 
services.  This,  too,  had  been  a  busy  day  for  them,  for  the  Rajah’s 
temple  had  been  opened  to  those  who  came  to  the  fort ;  and  many  a 
humble  offering  and  donation  of  copper  coins  to  the  priests,  from 
the  soldiery,  had  been  the  result.  The  court  had  now  been  cleared 
of  all  visitors,  and  the  doors  shut.  As  the  lady  advanced  and  sat 
down  before  the  shrine,  the  priests  made  the  customary  libations  and 
offei’ings,  and  stood  apart,  not  daring  to  speak,  for  her  visions  of  the 
goddess  were  well  known,  and  much  feared,  and  this  might  be  the 
occasion  of  one  of  them.  So,  as  she  sat  down,  the  priests  and  her 
attendants  shrank  back  behind  the  entrance  to  the  sanctum,  and 
awaited  the  issue  in  silence. 

Very  different  from  Tara,  as  she  had  sunk  down  in  her  strange 
delirium  before  the  shrine  at  Tooljapoor,  the  Maha  Ranee,  as  she  was 
called,  but  more  simply  and  lovingly  the  “  Lady  Mother,”  was  per¬ 
fectly  calm  and  self-possessed.  A  small,  grey-headed,  slightly- 
formed  woman,  of  graceful  carriage  and  shape,  which  had  altered 
little,  if  at  all,  from  the  best  period  of  her  youth :  nor,  except  in  her 
hair,  had  age  apparently  told  much  upon  her  :  for  the  arms  were  still 
as  round,  the  skin  of  her  cheek  as  soft  and  downy  as  ever,  and  the  firm 
springy  tread  of  the  small  naked  foot  showed  no  decline  of  vigour. 
Her  son  often  told  her  she  was  yet  the  most  beautiful  woman  in 
Maharastra  ;  nor  indeed,  in  the  clear  golden  olive  of  her  skin,  in  the 
delicate  mould  and  sweet  expressive  character  of  her  features,  above 
all,  in  the  soft  lustre  of  her  eyes,  had  she  many  rivals. 

She  had  seated  herself  directly  before  the  shrine,  on  which  was  a 
small  gold  image  of  the  goddess  upon  a  golden  pedestal ;  and  the 
water-vessels,  lamps,  and  other  articles  of  service  were  also  of  gold. 
The  full  light  of  the  lamps  within  shone  out  on  her,  and  glistened  on 
the  white  silk  garment  she  -wore,  with  its  broad  crimson  and  gold 
border — upon  the  jewelled  bracelets  on  her  arms — and  the  large  pearls 
about  her  neck.  The  end  of  her  saree,  heavy  ■with  gold  thread,  had 


fallen  a  little  aside  as  she  seated  herself,  and  her  soft  throat,  and  a 
little  of  the  crimson  silk  bodice  below,  could  be  seen — enough  to 
show  that  if  the  face  Avere  calm,  the  bosom  was  heaAung  rapidly,  and 
uiidei  the  inlluence  of  no  common  emotion.  No  one  dared  to  speak 
to  her,  or  interrupt  her  thoughts  or  pi*aycrs,  whatever  they  might 
1)0 ;  and  when  she  seated  herself  before  the  shrine  in  this  manner, 
the  priests  and  attendants  knew  she  expected  a  “  revelation,”  and 
had  to  Avait,  even  though  it  might  be  for  many  hours,  for  the  issue. 

When  it  came,  it  Avas  Avith  various  effect.  At  times  calm,  Avith 
glistening  eyes  and  throbbing  bosom,  hei’  hands  clenched  con¬ 
vulsively,  she  Avould  speak  strange  words,  Avhich  Avere  heard  Avith  a 
mysterious  reverence,  and  recorded  by  an  attendant  priest ;  atother.s. 
the  result  AAms  Avild  delirium,  aa'Iicu  they  AA^ere  obliged  to  hold  her, 
and  Avhen  the  excitement  Avas  folloAved  by  exhaustion,  Avhich  re¬ 
mained  for  days.*  Noav,  however,  she  sat  calmly,  her  eyes  cast 
down,  but  raised  occasionally  Avith  an  imploring  look  to  the  image, 
seldom  altering  her  position,  and  seemingly  unconscious  of  the  tim.o 
Avhich  passed. 

Long  she  sat  there ;  the  shadoAA'S  of  the  mountains  lengthened, 
till  only  their  peaks  shone  like  fire,  and  then  sud.dcnly  died  out. 
The  moon  rose,  and  the  little  court  Avas  Avhite  under  her  silver  beams, 
and  still  the  lady  sat  and  moA’^ed  not.  The  chill  night  breeze  at  that 
elevation  had  caused  an  iuA'oliintary  shiA'er  to  pass  OA'^er  her,  which 
her  fuAmurite  attendant  thought  Avas  the  precursor  of  the  usual 
affection,  but  nothing  folloAA'cd ;  and  seeing  it  Avas  caused  by  cold, 
had,  apparently  unobseiwed,  cast  over  her  a  large  red  shaAvl,  Avhich 
fell  in  soft  folds  round  her  person.  It  Avas  far  in  the  night  Avhen 
sue  arose  from  that  strange  vigil ;  and,  dreamily  passing  her  hands 
over  her  face  and  neck  as  if  to  arouse  herself,  sighed,- and  advancino- 
to  the  threshold  of  the  shrine,  joined  her  hands  together,  and  bGAAdug 
reverently  before  the  image,  saluted  it,  and  silently  turned  aAA'ay. 

“  Not  to-night,  Bheemee,”  she  said  to  a  Avoman  Avho  approached 
her  beai’ing  her  sandals,  and  laid  them  doAA'n  at  the  entrance  to  the 
temple,  “  not  to-night.  1  he  Mother  bids  me  go  ;  she  is  sad,  and  will 
come  anotlier  time.  Hark  !  what  is  what  ?  ”  and  she  paused  to  listen. 

A  hoarse  roar,  a  cry  as  though  of  a  AA'ail  of  thousands  of  voices, 
came  ri'om  all  sides  at  once,  floating  up  the  precipices,  echoed  from 
the  rocks,  and  reverberating  from  mountain  to  mountain.  It  seemed 
to  those  present,  who  were  already  filled  Avith  superstitious  expecta¬ 
tion,  as  if  spirits  cried  out,  being  invisible,  and  that  some  unearthly 
commotion  was  in  progress  around  them.  In  the  pure  mountain  air 
still  as  it  Avas,  these  sounds  seemed  to  float  about  them  mysteriouslv* 

*  A  eerles  of  very  curious  and  most  interesting  papers  on  this  subject  by 
the  late  Xavier  Murphy,  Esq.,  were  published  some  years  ago  in  the  “Dublin 
university  Magazine.” — M.  T. 
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now  dying  a,way,  and  now  returning  more  faintly  than  before,  till 
they  ceased,  or  only  a  confused  perception  of  them  remained.  The 
fierce  shout  or  wail,  however,  occurred  but  once  ;  wluit  followed 
■\.as  more  diffuse  and  undecided. 

“  Something  has  moved  the  people  more  than  ordinaril}-,  lady,” 
said  a  priest  who  advanced  from  the  outer  court.  '•  The  assembly 
can  be  seen  from  the  bastion  yonder,  and  I  have  l.>ecn  watching  it 
while  you  were  within;  if  you  would  look,  folloAV  me.” 

She  cbeAV  the  shawl  more  closely  around  her,  and  went  with  him 
through  the  court  to  the  bastion,  which,  situated  on  the  edge  of  an 
angle  of  the  precipice,  commanded  a  view  of  the  town  and  valley 
IdcIov/.  The  moon  shone  clear  and  bright,  else  .she  had  looked  into 
a  black  void;  but  the  air  was  soft  and  white,  of  a  tint  like  ojsal.  as 
the  moon’s  rays  caught  the  thin  vajjours  now  rising.  Some  thou¬ 
sands  of  feet  below,  was  a  bright  spot  in  a  dell,  filled  with  torches, 
which  scut  up  a  dull  smoke,  v/hile  they  diff'used  a  bright  light  on  all 
around.  There  w'ere  many  thousands  of  people  there,  mostly  men, 
and  there  was  a  glitter  as  of  weapons  among  them,  as  the  masses 
still  heaved  and  sw’ayed  under  the  influence  of  .some  stran^'-e  excite¬ 
ment.  She  could  make  out  no  particular  forms,  but  she  knew^  that 
her  son  sat  in  the  pavilion  at  the  end,  and  about  that  there  was  no 
movement.  As  she  looked,  the  shout  they  had  first  heard  ai’oso 
more  clearly  than  before — “  Hur,  Hur,  Mahadeo  !  Donguras-lavilo 
Deva!”* 

“  0  Mother,”  she  cried,  stretching  out  her  arms  to  the  sky,  and 
then  to  the  dcil  below,  “enough!  thou  hast  hoard  the  prayer  of  thy 
daughter:  thou  w'ast  there  with  him,  not  with  me.  Koav  I  under¬ 
stand,  and  it  is  enough.  Come,  Bheemcc,  it  is  cold,”  she  said,  after 
a  pause,  and  in  her  usual  cheerful  voice,  “  thou  shouldst  have  lieen 
yonder  in  the  Kutha,  girl,  and  all  of  you.  Well,  the  next,  to-morrow 
night,  w'ill  be  a  better  one,  and  you  shall  all  go,  for  I  wnll  go  myself 
W'iththe  Maharaja;  come  now,  they  wall  not  return  till  daylight;” 
and  descending  the  steps  of  the  bastion,  she  followed  her  servants, 
who  preceded  her,  to  the  private  aparments. 

Below,  Sivaji  had  been  busy  since  before  sunset.  He  Lad  de¬ 
scended  the  mountain  on  foot,  attended  by  his  body-g'uar<l,  and  a 
large  company  of  the  garrison  of  the  fort— a  gay  procc.ssion,  as, 
accompanied  by  the  pipers  and  horn-blowers  of  Hie  fortress,  it’had 
Avound  dowm  the  rugged  pathivay  in  the  full  glare  of  the  evening 
sun ;  and,  amidst  the  shouts  of  thousands,  and  a  confused  and 
hideous  clangour,  caused  by  the  independent  performances  of  all  the 
pipers  and  drammem  of  the  clans  assembled — the  screaming,  quiver¬ 
ing  notes  of  the  long  village  horns,  the  clasli  of  cymbals,  and  the 

“  O  Mahadeo !  the  fire  has  lit  the  hills  !”— the  M.ahiatta  invocation  to  battlo 
which  is  used  also  ns  the  heading  to  all  threatening  notice.s. 
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leejD  tones  of  some  of  the  large  brass  trumpets  belonging  to  the 
temple,  -Nyhich  had  been  brought  down  from  the  fort, — Sivaji  passed  on 
round  the  village  to  the  spot  which  had  been  cleared  for  the  Kutha. 

It  was  a  glen  from  which  all  Avood  had  long  been  cleared  aAvay, 
and  short  crisp  grass  had  grown  up  in  its  place,  Avhich,  moistened 
by  the  perpetual  drainage  of  the  mountain,  Avas  alAA'ays  close  and 
A'crdant.  Near  enough  to  the  village  to  serve  as  a  grazing  gi’ound 
for  its  cattle,  the  herbage  Avas  kept  short  by  them ;  and  the  passage 
round  and  round  its  sides  of  beasts  of  all  kinds,  goats  and  sheep, 
coAvs,  bullocks,  and  buffaloes,  had  AA'orn  them  into  patlis  Avhich 
formed,  as  it  Avere,  a  scries  of  steps,  rising  gradually  to  the  edge  of 
the  forest  above. 

In  the  midst  Avas  a  bright  green  SAvard,  soft  and  close,  and  of 
some  extent,  and  at  all  times  of  the  year  the  resort  of  the  village  youth 
for  athletic  exercises — Avrestling,  leaping,  archery,  shooting  Avith 
the  matchlock,  or,  most  favoured  of  all  perhaps,  the  SAVord-playing 
for  Avhich  the  Mahratta  soldiery  Avere  almost  celebrated.  A  pro¬ 
jecting  mound,  Avhich  might  haA'e  been  artificial,  and  aa'US  jAossibly 
the  partly  completed  embankment  of  some  intended  reservoir, 
stretched  nearly  across  its  mouth,  and  Avhile  its  grassy  surface 
afforded  seats  to  many  of  the  spectators,  it  shut  out  the  A'alley 
beyond,  from  all  observei*s. 

At  the  upper  end  of  the  dell,  AA'hich  in  shape  was  a  long  oval,  and 
slightly  raised  above  the  level  SAvard,  Avas  the  Rajah’s  seat,  a  plat¬ 
form  of  sods  and  earth,  covered  Avith  dry  grass,  and  then  Avith 
carpets  from  the  fort,  upon  Avhich  the  Guddee,  or  seat  of  state,  Avas 
jjlacecT.  Directly  the  Rajah  had  retired  from  the  morning  cere¬ 
mony,  the  cushions  had  been  taken  doAvn  the  mountain  and  placed 
on  this  dais,  Avhich  afforded  room  also  for  many  personal  friends 
and  pr'-^sts  Avho  attended  the  ceremony  Avith  him. 

In  the  centre  of  the  SAvard,  but  near  the  upper  end,  vn  s  the  place 
for  the  players.  The  smoothest  portion  of  tm-f  had  be<  n  selected, 
and  aroAind  it  AAattlcd  screens  Avere  built,  made  of  leafy  branches, 
for  entrance  and  exit,  and  also  to  allow  of  changes  of  dress,  rest 
during  intervals  of  performance,  and  the  like.  The  stage,  if  it 
might  be  called  one,  Avas  bounded  by  Avild  plantain  trees  cut  off  at 
the  root,  and  set  in  the  ground  so  that  the  broad  leaves  continued 
fresh  and  green ;  and  above  these  Avere  tAviued  branches  of  teak 
Avith  their  large  rough  foliage,  bamboos,  and  oJ.her  slender  trees 
readily  felled  and  transported,  Avhile  long  masses  of  floAvery  creepei’s 
had  been  cut  from  the  forest,  and  hung  from  poles  at  each  side 
above  the  players’  heads  in  graceful  festoons.  Inside  all  this 
foliage,  Avere  huge  cressets  of  iron  filled  with  cotton-seed  soaked  in 
oil.  and  all  round  the  area  beloAV,  and  especially  round  the  Rajah’s 
seat,  similar  torches  had  been  ari’anged,  Avhieh  AA'ould  be  lighted  as 
the  ceremony  began,  and  illuminate  the  Avholc. 
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Before  the  stage,  there  was  a  small  altar,  of  earth,  on  which 
brightly  polished  brass  vessels  for  pouring  libati(^  were  set  out, 
and  above  them,  upon  a  silver  pedestal,  a  small  silver  image  of  the 
goddess  had  been  placed  for  worship. 

Early  in  the  afternoon,  people  had  begun  to  assemble  there,  and 
after  the  Rajah’s  arrival  in  the  town,  a  new  procession  was  formed 
to  accompany  him  to  the  place.  Thousands  had  rushed  on  before 
it ;  along  the  valley,  over  the  shoulders  of  the  mountain,  and  as  best 
they  could,  so  as  to  secure  good  places  for  the  sight ;  and  by  the 
time  the  head  of  the  procession  crossed  the  little  brook  which  bubbled 
out  beneath  the  mound,  and  ran  leaping  and  tinkling  down  the 
valley,  and  had  entered  the  glen, — the  whole  of  its  sides  and  the 
mound  had  grown  into  a  dense  mass  of  human  beings  closely  packed 
together.  There  were  comparatively  few  women ;  those  who  sat 
there  were  for  the  most  part  the  Rajah’s  Mawnllees  and  Hetkurees, 
armed  as  if  for  battle,  ready,  if  needed,  to  march  thence  on  any 
enterprise,  however  distant  or  desperate. 

A  clear  space  had  been  left  for  the  advancing  procession.  In 
front  the  Rajah’s  pipers,  playing  some  of  the  wild  mountain  melodies, 
which  echoed  among  the  woods  and  crags  above,  broken  now  and 
then  by  blasts  of  horns  and  trumpets,  and  the  deep  monotonous  beat 
of  many  large  tambourine  drums,  the  bearers  of  which  were  mar¬ 
shalled  by  the  chief  dftimmer  of  the  fort,  who,  with  his  instrument 
decked  with  flowers  and  silken  streamers,  strutted  or  leaped  in  front 
of  all,  beating  a  wild  march.  Then  followed  Brahmuns,  bareheaded 
and  naked  to  the  waist,  carrying  bright  copper  vessels  of  sacred 
water,  flowers  and  incense,  with  holy  fire  from  the  temple  on  the 
mountain,  chanting  hymns  at  intervals.  After  them,  the  players 
and  reciters,  male  and  female,  in  fantastic  dresses,  wearing  gilt 
tiaras  to  resemble  the  costumes  seen  in  carvings  of  ancient  temples, 
among  whom  were  the  jesters  or  clowns,  who  bandied  bold  and  free 
remarks  with  the  crowd,  and  provoked  many  a  hearty  laugh  and 
sharp  retort.  After  these  the  Rajah’s  own  guard,  some  with  sword 
and  buckler  only,  others  bearing  matchlocks  with  long  bright 
barrels,  who  marched  in  rows  with  somewhat  of  military  organiza¬ 
tion  ;  then  the  servants ;  and  last  of  all  Sivaji  himself.  Slowly  the 
procession  passed  up  the  centre;  then  the  leading  portions  of  it 
dividing  on  each  hand,  the  Rajah,  advancing,  mounted  the  small 
platform.  Ere  he  seated  himself  he  saluted  the  assembly,  turning 
to  each  side  of  it  with  his  hand  raised  to  his  head,  and  all  rose  to 
welcome  him  with  clapping  of  hands  and  shouts  which  made  the 
wooded  glen  and  the  precipices  above,  ring  with  the  joyous  sound. 
Then  all  subsided  into  their  seats,  and  the  preliminary  sacrifices 
and  offerings  began. 
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W E  need  not  describe  tneni.  After  the  sacrifice  of  several  sbecp 
before  the  altar,  to  propitiate  the  goddess  in  the  form  of  worship 
peculiar  to  lower  castes,  the  Brahmuns  continued  the  rest  of  the 
ceremonies.  Here  were  the  same  recitations  of  religious  books,  the 
Shastras  and  Poorans  ;  the  same  processions  sweeping  round  the  altar 
with  olferings,  and  hymns  chanted  by  the  priests  at  stated  periods ; 
the  same  invocations  of  the  deity  to  be  present,  as  we  have  already 
seen  in  the  temple  at  Tooljapoor ;  and  as  they  proceeded,  shadows 
lengthened,  the  sun  disappeared  behind  the  mountains,  and  gloom 
fell  rapidly  on  the  glen  and  its  people. 

Very  soon,  however,  it  was  lighted  up;  men  bearing  huge  copper 
vessels  of  oil  on  their  shoulders,  went  round  the  area  pouring  cans 
full  upon  the  cotton-seed  in  the  iron  cressets,  and  then  lighting 
them,  and  a  blaze  arose  from  each  which  illuminated  a  large  space 
around.  Gradually  the  whole  were  lit ;  and  the  effect  was  as  strange 
as  beautiful. 

Tier  upon  tier  of  closely-wedged  human  beings,  whose  white 
dresses  and  gay  turbans  and  scarves  appeared  even  brighter  by  night 
than  by  day,  arose  on  all  sides,  those  nearest  the  light  being  clearly 
seen,  while  the  others,  rising  gradually  to  the  top,  were  less  and  less 
distinct,  till  they  seemed  to  blend  with  the  fringe  of  wood  above, 
and  disappear  in  the  gloom.  Below,  about  the  place  of  performance, 
and  around  the  Rajah’s  seat,  the  illumination  was  brightest ;  and  the 
thick  smoke  of  incense  rising  from  the  altar  hung  over  all  like  a 
canopy,  diffusing  its  fragrance  to  the  farthest  edges  of  the  assembly. 
Above,  the  grim  mountain  precipices  hung  threateningly  over  all, 
fringed  at  the  top  by  walls  and  towers,  hardly  perceptible  in  the  dis¬ 
tance,  except  where  they  projected  against  the  sky ;  and  on  which, 
and  on  the  woods,  as  the  night  advanced,  the  bright  light  of  the 
moon  fell  with  a  silvery  lustre  which  our  northern  climate  does  not 
know. 

To  act  a  Hindu  play  is  by  no  means  so  simple  a  matter  as  to  act 
an  English  ohe.  It  frequently  lasts  several  days.  On  this  present 
occasion  it  would  occupy  three  nights.  There  was  the  introduction, 
the  middle,  and  the  catastrophe.  There  would  be  pleasant  witty 
interludes  of  broad  farce  between  the  scenes,  acted  by  the  clo^vns  in 
various  characters ;  satire's  upon  Brahmuns,  and  priests  generally, 
being  a  favourite  subject:  upon  landlords  and  tenants:  upon  servants 
and  masters :  upon  lovers — merchants — in  short,  upon  all  social 
topics.  There  would  be  political  satires  also ;  and  the  Rajah  would 
see  himself  represented  according  to  the  popular  belief,  whatever  it 
might  be,  flatteringly  or  the  contrary,  and  would  take  the  joke  good- 
humouredly. 
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So  the  entertainment  proceeded.  We,  who  sit  for  an  hour  or  two 
with  a  languid  indifference,  or  real  approbation,  as  it  may  be,  of 
theatrical  representation  here,  can  hardly  appreciate  the  intense 
absorption  of  a  Mahratta  audience  at  one  of  their  religious  plays, 
where  gods  and  demigods,  represented  by  clever  players  and  singers, 
engage  in  earthly  struggles  of  love  or  war,  and  evince  human  sym¬ 
pathies  and  passions.  So  hour  after  hour  passed,  and  Rajah  and 
people  alike  sat  and  listened  and  watched ;  now  to  a  grand  scene 
from  the  Mahabarut  or  Ramaynn ;  now  to  a  merry  farce,  or  descrip¬ 
tion  by  the  “  chorus  ”  of  what  was  to  come  next ;  now  to  a  plaintive 
mountain  ballad  introduced  into  the  general  performance. 

It  was  near  midnight,  perhaps,  when  a  single  horseman  suddenly 
turned  the  corner  of  the  mound,  and,  entering  the  area  unperceived, 
where  it  was  not  crowded,  rode  slowly  up  the  centre.  Hjs  noble 
horse  seemed  jaded  and  weary,  for  it  moved  languidly,  yet,  when  it 
saw  the  lights  and  people,  raised  its  head  and  gave  a  shrill  and  pro¬ 
longed  neigh.  Its  flanks  were  smoking,  and  its  coat  a  mass  of  foam, 
proving  that  it  had  been  ridden  hard  and  fast. 

The  rider’s  face  was  tied  up,  as  is  customary  with  Mahratta  horse.- 
men ;  but  as  he  advanced  he  uir\vound  the  scarf  about  it,  and  the 
stem  features  and  flashing  eyes  of  Tannajee  Maloosray  appeared  to 
all.  For  an  instant  he  was  not  recognized,  and  his  advance,  indeed, 
had  hardly  been  noticed  at  the  upper  end  of  the  assembly ;  but  some 
one  Avho  saw  him  cried  “Tannajee!”  and  the  name  spread  from 
mouth  to  mouth,  rising  into  a  roar  of  welcome  among  the  people,  as 
the  rider  struggled  on  through  the  crowd  which  now  pressed  about 
him.  Dismounting  near  the  altar,  Tannajee  gave  his  horse  to  a  ser¬ 
vant  ;  and  as  Sivaji  and  all  about  him  rose  to  meet  him,  he  ascended 
to  the  royal  seat,  and  was  embraced  by  his  prince  in  a  loving  greeting. 
He  had  been  long  absent,  and  was  expected  ;  but  his  sudden  arrival 
alone,  and  at  that  time  of  night,  boded  strange  tidings ;  and  while 
his  arms  were  yet  around  his  friend,  Sivaji  anxiously  asked  what 
news  he  had  brought. 

“  Of  sorrow,  yet  of  joy,  my  prince,”  replied  Maloosray,  disengaging 
himself.  “  I  heard  the  news  at  Jutt,  and  I  made  a  vow  which  only 
that  altar  can  clear  me  of,  that  I  would  not  sit  or  rest  till  I  had 
told  it  to  you  and  to  the  people. — Rise,  all  of  ye  1  ”  he  shouted  to  the 
as.scmbly  in  that  voice  which,  clear  and  sonorous,  they  had  often 
beard  above  the  wildest  din  of  battle,  “  and  listen  to  my  words  !  ” 

They  rose  to  a  man  instantly,  and  with  a  rustling  sound :  after 
which,  there  was  perfect  silence.  Every  face  of  those  thousands^was 
turned  towards  the  speaker.  Every  form,  from  the  highest  tiers  to 
tlie  lowest,  bent  forward  in  eager  expectation  of  what  should  follow. 

“  Listen,”  he  continued,  “  O  beloved  prince  and  people :  we  have 
fallen  upon  evil  days,  for  the  goddess,  our  Mother,  has  been  insulted, 
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and  her  temple  at  Tooljapoor  desecrated.  Yes,”  he  continued,  lift¬ 
ing  np  his  hand  to  stay  the  cry  which  was  about  to  break  out, 
“  Afzool  Khan  has  cast  down  the  image  of  Toolja  Mata,  plundered 
the  temple  of  its  wealth,  slain  the  Brahmuns,  and  sprinkled  the  blood 
of  sacred  cows  over  the  shrine ;  and  now  the  altar  there,  and  the 
Mother,  are  my  witness  that  I  have  told  this  grief  to  ye  truly !  ” 

Then  burst  forth  that  strange  wild  cry  which  the  lady  mother  had 
heard  above  in  the  fort.  Some  wept,  others  shrieked  and  beat  their 
mouths,  or  cast  their  turbans  on  the  ground.  Individual  cries,  no 
matter  whether  of  grief  or  revenge,  were  blended  into  one  common 
roar  from  those  thousands,  which  ascended  to  the  sky,  and,  rever¬ 
berating  from  side  to  side  of  the  glen,  went  out  through  the  woods, — 
up  the  mountain-sides  and  precipices  of  the  fort, — ^softened  by  dis¬ 
tance, — yet  uniting  to  produce  that  unearthly  yell  or  wail  which  had 
arrested  her  as  she  left  the  shrine,  and  caused  the  watching  priests  to 
shudder. 

Apparently,  the  people  waited  to  hear  from  their  prince  a  confirm¬ 
ation  of  the  news,  or  intimation  of  what  was  to  be  done  ;  for,  at  a 
motion  of  his  hand,  they  were  once  more  silent,  and  listening  with 
rapt  attention. 

“  I  thought  the  Holy  Mother  was  in  sorrow,”  he  said,  “  for  she 
has  hidden  her  face  from  me  these  many  days,  and  my  mother  too 
sought  her,  but  in  vain.  And  now  we  know  the  reason.  0  friends ! 
O  people !  shall  it  be  so  ?  Shall  the  Mother’s  temples  be  desolate  ? 
Not  while  Sivaji  Bhoslay  lives,  and  ye  live !  Better  we  died  in  honour 
than  lived  to  be  pointed  at  as  cowards,  while  she  is  unrevenged ! 
Listen,”  he  continued,  using  the  same  gestures  as  Tannajee  to  keep 
the  people  quiet,  as  he  took  up  the  sword  lying  at  his  feet.  “  This, 
ye  all  know,  is  named  after  the  Mother;  see  !  ”  and  he. drew  it  slowly 
from  the  scabbard,  “  she  hath  a  bright  and  lovely  face,  but  it  must 
be  dimmed  in  Moslem  blood :  let  her  drink  it  freely !  So  I  swear, 
and  so  ye  will  answer  to  my  cry — Hur,  Hur,  Mahadeo  !  ” 

As  he  spoke  he  flung  the  scabbard  passionately  on  the  ground,  and 
waved  the  glittering  blade  high  in  the  air.  Already  was  men’s  blood 
fiercely  stirred  by  his  words,  and  the  Rajah’s  action  rendered  them 
almost  uncontrollable.  Not  one  of  all  that  assembly  who  wore  a 
sword  was  there,  that  did  not  draw  and  wave  it  as  his  chieftain  had 
done ;  and  the  light  flashing  from  polished  weapons,  and  the  frantic 
shouts  of  the  old  war-cry,  as  men  swayed  to  and  fro,  still  more 
excited  the  rude  soldiery — “  Hur,  Hur,  Mahadeo  !  Donguras-lavile 
Deva!” 

No  wonder  that  the  sound  had  gone  up  the  lofty  mountain,  and 
was  the  more  clearly  heard  as  the  Ranee,  looking  from  the  towp” 
above,  saw  far  below  the  heaving  masses  in  the  glen,  and  caught  tho 
bright  glitter  of  their  weapons. 
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But  there  was  silence  at  last.  It  seemed  as  if  the  men  expected  to 
be  led  there  and  then  against  their  hereditary  foes.  That,  however, 
was  not  to  be  yet.  Daring  the  clamour,  Maloosray  had  told  his 
chieftain  that  Afzool  Khan’s  army  was  on  its  march,  and  Uiat  means 
must  be  taken  to  oppose  it.  So  the  Rajah  once  again  spoke  out  in 
those  clear  ringing  tones  which  were  heard  by  all. 

“Not  now,  my  people,’’  he  cried — “not  now.  If  we  have  sworn 
to  revenge  the  Mother,  she  will  wait  her  time,  and  herself  deliver 
this  arrogant  Moslem  into  our  hands.  Then,  O  my  friends,  shall  she 
drink  infidel  blood,  and  be  satisfied  to  the  full.  So  fear  not :  if  this 
news  is  terrible,  it  is  yet  good ;  so  let  us  rejoice  thart  we  have  the 
more  cause  to  be  united  in  avenging  it.  And  now  sit  down  once 
more ;  and  play  on,  0  players !  Who  shall  say  that  Sivaji  Bhoslay 
and  his  people  were  scared  from  their  Kutha  by  Afzool  Khan  ?  ’’ 

“  That  means,  my  friends,’’  cried  Pundree,  one  of  the  clowns,  aftei 
turning  a  preliminary  somersault  in  the  air,  then  resting  his  hands 
on  his  knees,  and  wagging  his  head  with  mock  gravity,  “  that  the 
master  intends  to  kill  the  old  Khan  himself,  and  that  the  Mother  will 
cat  him.  Now,  as  I  am  going  to  eat  the  sheep  that  have  been  killed 
there,  just  to  save  her  the  trouble,  she  will  be  very  hungry — very 
hungry  indeed ;  and  if  her  belly  is  not  filled  by  Afzool  Khan,  ye  are 
to  kill  all  his  people  and  satisfy  it.  Else  beware  ! — No  one  likes  to 
be  hungry,  good  folks ;  and  I,  for  one,  am  always  ill-tempered  and 
beat  my  wife  when  there  is  no  dinner,  or  it  is  badly  cooked.  I  dare 
say  the  Mother  is  much  the  same^  and  if  she  be  so,  nothing  goes 
right  in  the  world ;  so  see  that  ye  strike  hard,  my  sons,  and  get 
plenty  of  food  for  her  when  the  master  bids  ye.  Do  ye  hear  ?  Do 
ye  undeistand  ?  As  for  the  cooking  of  it,  ye  may  leave  that  to  the 
devil ;  and  remember  that  I,  Pundrinath,  the  son  of  Boodhenath, 
have  told  ye  all  this,  and  will  bear  witness  against  ye  and  Tannajee 
^Maloosray  if  ye  do  it  not ;  and  so — beware,  beware  !’’ 

And  then,  amidst  the  laughter  caused  by  the  quaint  speech  and 
actions  of  the  privileged  jester,  the  play  proceeded,  while  Sivaji 
heard  from  his  friend  ^Maloosray  the  tale  of  the  Wuzeer’s  death,  the 
Kotwal’s  execution,  and  the  sack  of  Tooljapoor. 

It  was  more  than  ever  evident  to  Sivaji,  that  to  attempt  to  oppose 
Afzool  Khan  in  the  field  mth  the  men  about  him,  would  be  madness; 
but  he  might  be  drawn  on,  by  specious  promises  of  submission,  into 
wilds  where  his  cavalry  and  artillery  would  be  useless,  and  in  those 
jungles  the  men  then  present  would  be  ample  against  ten  thousand 
Mahomedan  infantry. 

Then  it  was  determined  to  send  those  agents  to  Afzool  Khan’s 
camp  with  whose  arrival  there  we  are  already  acquainted. 
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But  tlie  an*ival  of  an  Envoy  from  the  Mahometan  General  was  an 
event  of  no  small  importance  to  the  Rajah  Sivaji.  In  order  to  fur¬ 
ther  the  plan  he  had  conceived,  and  partly  executed,  in  the  despatch 
of  envoys  to  the  Mahomedan  camp — it  was  his  object  to  disarm  all 
suspicion ;  and  while  assuming  an  appearance  of  insignificance  and 
weakness  Avhich  should  impress  upon  the  mind  of  a  new-comer  his 
insufficiency  to  make  any  resistance,  the  Rajah  was  making  arrange¬ 
ments  which,  Qf  Maloosray  and  other  friends  knew,  boded  action  of 
no  ordinary  kind.  When  the  time  came,  he  would  act,  he  said,  as 
the  goddess  directed.  His  mother  had  been  silent  for  many  days, 
and  almost  constantly  sat  in  the  temple  before  the  altar ;  and  it  was 
certain  there  would  be  some  special  revelation.  She  had  spread  the 
end  of  her  garment  *  before  the  Mother,  and  she  had  never  done  so, 
they  said,  in  vain ;  but  she  was  silent,  and  so  they  waited. 

Afzool  Khan’s  Envoy  had  been  received  with  the  utmost  distinc¬ 
tion.  When  within  a  few  miles  of  the  fort  he  had  been  met  by  a 
deputation  of  Brahmuns  and  inferior  military  officers,  and  delayed 
only  long  enough  to  have  the  necessary  astrological  calculations 
made  as  to  a  propitious  moment  for  entrance  into  the  town.  There, 
a  house  was  assigned  to  him :  servants  of  the  Rajah  appointed  to 
attend  on  him  :  and  his  escort  was  supplied  with  forage  and  food  in 
abundance.  Nothing  was  wanting  to  give  assurance  of  simple  but 
earnest  hospitality. 

The  day  after,  an  audience  of  the  Rajah  was  fixed  upon.  The 
Envoy  was  desired  to  choose  his  own  time ;  and  the  astrologer  in  his 
suite,  with  that  of  the  Rajah,  having  ascertained  a  lucky  conjunction 
of  planets,  the  Envoy  was  carried  up  the  mountain-side  in  a  palan¬ 
keen  to  the  fort-gate,  where  sheep  were  sacrificed  before  him,  cannon 
fired  from  the  ramparts,  and  the  fort  pipers,  drummers,  and  hom- 
blowers,  performed  a  rude  and  very  noisy  welcome.  Then  the  men 
on  guard  at  the  gate,  with  others  of  the  garrison  of  the  fort,  formed 
a  street,  which  reached  as  far  as  the  Rajah’s  pavilion ;  and  the 
palankeen  being  carried  along  this,  amidst  the  firing  of  matchlocks 
and  shouting  of  the  title  of  the  King  of  Beejapoor  by  the  royal  bard 
and  herald  in  his  suite,  the  Envoy  was  set  down  before  the  same  rude 
pavilion  which  we  have  before  described,  where  the  Rajah  Sivaji 
awaited  him. 

To  all  appearance  an  insignificant  little  man,  dark,  youthful  in 
appearance,  with  only  one  ornament  in  his  turban,  dressed  in  the 
plainest  clothes,  and  without  even  the  gold  embroidered  cushion  on 

*  Pulloo  fusami — the  most  earnest  and  humble  supplication  that  a  Mahratta 
woman  can  make. 
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which  he  had  been  seated  on  the  day  of  the  Kutha.  Punto  Gopinath 
wondered  much  when  he  remembered  the  exaggerated  accounts  of 
the  Prince  which  were  sung  in  ballads,  told  by  bards  and  reciters, 
and  were  believed  by  the  peopl^.  Was  this  the  saviour  who  was  to 
come  ?  Was  this  the  man  who  was  to  rescue  the  Hindu  faith  from 
obloquy,  if  not  from  destruction  : — ^protect  Brahmuns,  foster  leam- 
ing,  endow  and  enrich  temples  ?  Above  all,  was  this  the  man  who 
was  to  defy  the  forces  of  Beejapoor,  the  fierce  Abyssinians,  the  fiery 
Dekhanies — the  noble  park  of  artillery  ?  There  were  no  troops,  no 
means  of  offence  visible.  True,  the  fort  itself  was  strong,  but  the 
gaiTison  was  small,  and  unworthy  of  consideration  in  comparison 
with  the  thousands  who  wei'c  even  now  nigh  at  hand. 

These  thoughts  hurried  rapidly  through  the  Envoy’s  mind  as  he 
passed  up  the  street  of  men,  and'the  Rajah’s  authorities  and  higher 
order  of  servants,  who  stood  on  each  side  of  this  approach  to  the  hall 
itself.  Puntojee  Gopindth  was  a  big  man  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 
His  body  was  large  and  corpulent,  and  he  stooped  much.  His  head 
was  wrapped  in  a  white  cashmere  shawl,  which  increased  its  naturally 
disproportionate  size.  His  features  were  massive  but  flaccid,  and  his 
cheeks  shook,  while  his  head  wagged  from  side  to  side  as  he  walked. 
His  eyes  were  large,  but  red  and  watery ;  and  the  protruding  under¬ 
lip,  full,  and  set  in  deep  lines  at  the  corners,  gave  him  an  air  of 
pompous  self-sufficiency. 

With  all  this,  the  Brahmun  was  a  shrewd,  astute  person.  He  was 
vain,  and  usually  confident.  Now,  however,  as  he  saluted  the  Rajah, 
he  felt  the  eyes  which  scanned  him  from  head  to  foot  had  ah’eady 
taken  a  measure  of  him,  which  might  be  favourable  or  otherwise. 
P erhaps  it  was  flattering,  perhaps  moi’tifying ;  he  could  not  say 
which.  They  were  in  any  case  different  eyes  to  those  of  his  own 
rulers  and  officers,  who  were  Mahomedans.  Their  eyes  took  things 
for  granted,  and  he  was  accustomed  to  placid  acquiescence,  or  per¬ 
haps  to  occasional  fierce  bursts  of  passion,  which  never  affected  him. 
These  eyes,  on  the  contrary,  were  res’tless  and  inquisitive,  leaving  an 
impression  that  they  had  seen  and  understood  hidden  thoughts,  and 
won  Id  bring  them  out,  lurk  where  they  might. 

^  Perhaps,  for  the  first  time  in  his  public  life,  the  JiJrahmun  was 
disconcerted;  but  it  was  no  time  to-show  this;  and  recovering  him¬ 
self,  he  offei’ed  the  prescribed  salutation,  and  sinking  into  the  seat 
pointed  out  to  him,  which  was  beside,  but  rather  in  front  of  the 
Rajah,  with  a  loud  exclamation  of  Ramchunder !  which  was  his 
habit  he  settled  himself  on  his  heels  after  the  most  approved  courtly 
fashion,  placed  his  hands  gravely  upon  his  knees,  twisted  up  his 
moustaches,  and  felt  his  habitqal  confidence  return. 

We  need  not,  perhaps,  follow  the  conference.  The  Envoy,  as  in¬ 
structed,  at  first  took  a  high  tone  as  to  outrages  and  treason  on  the 
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part  of  the  Rajah,  and  of  the  clemency  and  wisdom  of  the  sovereign 
he  represented.  There  should  have  been  no  attempts  at  insurrection, 
because  the  cause  was  hopeless  by  force,  and  the  royal  ear  was  ever 
open  to  suppliants  tor  justice,  if  timely  submission  w'ere  made.  ‘ 

The  Rajah  did  not  reply  personally,  but  this  pitiless  scrutiny  of 
the  Envoy  continued  without  interruption,  and  the  address  was 
answ’ered  by  Krishnajee  Bhaskur,  one  of  his  owm  Brahmun  officers, 
eloquently  and  yet  respectfully': — What  had  been  done  ?  No  redi’ess 
had  been  given  for  injury,  for  extortion,  and  local  oppression.  In 
despair,  some  retaliation  had  been  made.  It  was  the  mountain 
custom,  even  by  village  against  village ;  and  did  not  affect  higher 
relations,  w'hich  would  only  become  the  moi'e  firmly  consolidated 
when  the  cause  of  quarrel  was  past.  “But,”  he  added,  in  conclusion, 
“  the  details  are  private  matters,  and  will  be  discussed  better  in 
privacy,  and  through  Afzool  Khan  alone,  does  the  Rajah  wish  to 
have  them  arranged.  What  have  we  here  to  oppose  him  ?  We  have 
no  concealments,  no  means  of  defence  against  such  a  force  as  his  ?” 

“Indeed,  no,”  said  Sivaji,  smiling.  “An  army  of  elephants  has 
been  sent  to  crush  ants’  nests,  as  the  proverb  hath  it ;  and  if  the 
noble  Khan  will  remain,  and  take  charge  of  the  country  now  under 
me,  I  will  resign  it  to  him  cheerfully,  and  become  his  servant.  Wilt 
thou  say  this  to  him  ?  ” 

“Indeed,  my  prince,”  returned  the  Brahmun,  putting  up  his  joined 
hands,  “we  who  w'ere  in  Beejapoor  well  know  how  much  Afzool 
Khan  helped  your  father,  when  he  w'as  confined,  in  the  old  Sultan’s 
time ;  and  how  much  the  rigour  of  his  imprisonment  was  softened 
by  the  Khan’s  kindness.  Ah !  he  ^s  a  humane  and  generous  man, 
and  has  no  personal  enmity  against  you,  my  lord.” 

“  We  will  at  least  put  it  to  the  proof,”  returned  the  Rajah  good- 
humouredly.  “  You  are  witness  that  you  have  seen  no  preparations 
for  defence  or  resistance,  and  the  sooner  he  comes  the  better.  We 
cannot  hurry  him  and  the  force,  but  we  will  at  least  make  prepara¬ 
tions  for  a  peaceful  entertainment ;  and  if  the  Khan  will  accept  of  our 
rude  mountain  hospitality  instead  of  the  Jehad  we  hear  he  has  been 
preaching  against  us,  it  will  be  a  happy  thing  for  all.” 

“A  happy  thing  indeed!”  said  Bulwunt  Rao,  who,  in  the  suite  of 
the  Eq.voy,  had  as  yet  sat  silently,  and  had  not  been  recognized ; 
“  and  when  public  affairs  are  settled,  pjuvate  justice  may  be  done  to 
suppliants  like  me,  w'ho,  only  for  state  quarrels,  dare  not  have 
entered  this  fort.” 

“Who  art  thou,  friend  ?”  asked  Sivaji;  “a  suitor  to  me,  and  from 
Beejapoor  ? — a  Mahratta  among  Moslems  ?  Who  art  thou  ?  ” 

“  I  may  not  mention  my  name  here,  my  lord,”  said  Bulwunt  Rao, 
i-ising,  and  again  saluting  the  Rajah  reverently ;  “  but  I  can  tell  it 
in  private.  One  whom  injustice  and  evil  fate  have  led  where  he  is, 
and  who,  only  for  them,  would  have  been  serving  you.” 
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“How  can  I  serve  thee?”  asked  the  Rajah  sharply;  “I  am  not 
usually  hard  of  access ;  therefore  come  to  me  when  thou  wilt,  and  I 
will  hear  thee.” 

“I  will  come,”  returned  Bulwunt  Rao,  looking  round  to  all,  “and 
put  thee,  Sivaji  Bhoslay,  to  the  proof.  Men  vaunt  the  Rajah’s 
justice,”  he  continued — “  he  will  find  much  to  do  for  me  ,”  and  he 
sat  down  again. 

An  awkward  pause  ensued  in  the  assembly,  which  no  one  seemed 
inclined  to  break :  and  the  person  who  officiated  as  master  of  the 
ceremonies,  having  observed  a  signal  from  the  Rajah,  brought  in 
flowers,  with  pan  leaves,  and  distributed  them  in  order  of  precedence 
to  the  Envoy  and  all  his  suite.  Bulwunt  Rao,  however,  would  take 
nothing. 

“If  justice  is  done  me,”  he  said,  rising  again,  “my  share  of  flowers 
will  come  with  it,  and  will  be  hung  about  my  neck  in  honour;  if  not, 
they  will  hang  here,” — and  he  touched  his  sword-hilt — “  better.” 

“  This  savours  of  a  threat,  sir,”  said  Sivaji,  with  flashing  eyes. 

“The  meanest  will  turn  against  oppression,”  returned  Bulwunt; 
“and  Sivaji  Bhoslay  has  just  pleaded  this  in  extenuation  of  his  own 
acts.  I,  too,  make  the  same  reply,  my  prince  ;  and  when  you  know 
my  history,  you  will  confess  I  am  no  traitor  to  Mahrattas.” 

“  All  are  dismissed,”  said  the  Rajah,  rising ;  “  see  that  these 
gentlemen  are  safely  escorted  below ;”  and  amidst  the  confusion 
which  occurred  in  many  persons  rising, 'and  as  the  Durbar  broke  up, 
be  whispered  to  the  Brahmun  who  had  been  spokesman,  and  who 
was  one  of  his  most  confidential  servants,  “  See  that  the  Khan’s 
Envoy  be  separately  accommodated.  1  must  visit  him  privately  to¬ 
night,  and  thou  must  be  with  me,  Krishnajee ;  I  will  come  to  thee 
at  the  first  watch.” 


CHAPTER  LXXV. 

The  Rajah  passed  into  the  inner  chamber,  and  found  his  mother 
sitting  at  the  window  alone,  looking  over  the  road  which  ascended 
to  the  fort-gate.  He  prostrated  himself  before  her,  as  was  his 
wont,  and,  sitting  down  opposite  to  her  in  silence,  fell  apparently 
into  deep  thought.  She  did  not  interrupt  him  ;  but  as  the  trumpet 
sounded,  and  a  salute  of  cannon  was  fired  from  the  ramparts,  and 
the  Envoy’s  procession  passed  out,  and  wound  down  the  pass — she 
saw  him  following  the  palankeen  with  his  eyes,  while  his  lips  moved 
gently,  as  though  be  spoke  to  himself.  As  it  disappeared  behind  a 
shoulder  of  the  mountain,  he  turaed  to  her  and  smiled. 

“  ^lother,”  he  said,  “you  saw  the  Khan’s  Envoy.  I  expected 


TARA: 


426 


some  stupid,  wrong-headed,  supercilious  Mussulman,  but  behold  he 
has  sent  a  Brahmun,  and  with  him  a  Mahi*atta,  whom  we  should 
know,  but  no  one  recognizes  him.  I  think  the  Mother  will  give 
both  to  me,  yet  you  said  one  only.” 

“  My  vision  was  but  of  one,”  she  replied,  “  and  it  will  be  enoufch. 
Who  is  the  Malu*atta  ?  ” 

“  They  said  his  name  was  Bulwunt  Rao,  mother,  but  he  did  not 
mention  his  surname,  and  no  cme  knew  it,”  returned  the  Rajah. 

“  It  must  be  Bulwunt  Rao  Bhoslay,  Tannajee’s  cousin,”  replied 
the  lady.  “  I  know  of  no  other  Mahiatta  of  good  family  in  Beeja- 
poor.  He  is  a  relative  of  our  own.” 

“Ah!  exclaimed  her  son,  “yes,  it  must  be  he;  and  I  have  pro¬ 
mised  him  justice,  mother ;  but  what  of  Tannajee  ?  ” 

“  It  cannot  be,  son,”  she  said ;  “  that  is  a  blood  feud,  and  blood 
only  will  quench  it.  Tannajee  did  but  revenge  a  murder,  and  you 
cannot  quarrel  with  him.  Let  it  be ;  no  good  will  come  of  it.” 

“Nevei’theless  I  will  try,  mother;  and  if  the  Brahmun - ” 

“Fear  not,”  she  returned.  “If  he  be  a  true  Brahmun,  the  god¬ 
dess  hath  g^ven  him  to  thee.  I  will  go  to  her.  It  is  my  hour  for 
watching,  and  I  will  pray  her  to  guide  thee.” 

Sivaji  sat  as  before,  looking  out  over  the  rugged  mountain-side 
and  the  pass,  now  glowing  in  the  rich  tints  of  an  afternoon  sun. 
If  he  could  only  get  Afzool  Khan  into  his  power,  and  hold  him  sure 
as  a  hostage,  he  might  make  his  own  terms.  Would  the  Brahmun 
aid  him  in  this  ?  A  word  from  him  and  the  matter  was  secure. 
If  he  could  only  be  persuaded  to  write,  a  swift  messenger  might  be 
sent  to  the  camp,  with  one  of  his  own  ofl&cers  to  guide  on  the  army. 
Once  the  troops  entered  the  defiles  they  were  at  his  mercy.  There 
was  no  escape — the  whole  must  surrender  or  be  slain-;  but  he  well 
Knew  the  old  Afghan  would  not  agree  to  dishonour,  and  to  separate 
him  from  his  force  was  therefore  his  chief  anxiety.  As  yet  the 
temptation  within  him  had  assumed  no  more  definite  form ;  and  in 
respect  to  the  final  result,  his  mother,  strange  to  say,  was  altogether 
silent;  but, she  had  again  taken  up  the  position  she  had  assumed 
before  the  shrine  for  many  days  past,  and  his  belief  in  her  inspii*a- 
tion  was  not  to  be  shaken. 

Late  that  night,,  muflfled  in  a  coarse  blanket,  and  accompanied 
only  by  the  Brahmun  before  mentioned,  and  a  few  attendants,  the 
Rajah  descended  from  the  fort  by  a  steep  and  rugged  pathway, 
which  led  from  a  postera  directly  to  the  town,  and,  leaving  the  men 
at  the  gate,  they  pessed  rapidly  on  to  the  house  where  the  Envoy 
had  been  located.  It  belonged  to  the  Josee  or  astrologer  of  the 
town,  in  whose  science  the  Rajah  had  much  faith  ;  and,  as  was 
usual  with  him  on  all  occasions  of  great  enterprise,  the  aspects  of 
the  planets  had  been  consulted,  and  declared  to  be  favourable  at 
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the  hour  at  which  they  had  purposely  timed  their  arrival.  The 
Josce  met  them  at  the  door.  “The  Pundit  is  sitting  within,”  he 
said,  “reading,  and  there  is  no  one  with  him.  I  have  prepared  the 
writing  materials,  too,  as  directed,  and  they  will  be  brought  if  you 
call.” 

“Wait,  then,  in  the  outer  court,  friends,”  said  the  Rajah  to  his 
attendants.  “  This  must  be  done  between  us  alone.  Not  even  thou, 
Krishnajee,  must  know  what  passes  between  us.” 

■Punto  Gopinhth  was  sitting  in  the  inner  verandah  of  the  second 
court  of  the  house,  as  the  J^see  had  said,  reading.  He  looked  up  as 
the  old  man  entered  and  said,  “There  is  one  here  from  the  Rajah, 
who  would  speak  Avith  you.” 

“  Admit  him,”  was  the  reply  ;  and  Sivaji  could  see  as  he  entered, 
that  the  Brahmun  drew  towards  him  a  short,  heavy  dagger-sword, 
and  placed  it  so  that  the  hilt  lay  close  to  his  right  hand.  “  Be  seated, 
friend,”  said  the  Envoy,  “and  tell  thy  business.  What  doth  Sivaji 
Bh6slay  desire  of  me  ?  ” 

The  Rajah’s  face  Avas  tied  up  with  a  handkerchief,  which  partly 
concealed  his  mouth  and  changed  the  tone  of  his  voice,  and  he  had 
passed  his  hand,  covered  with  white  wood-ashes,  across  his  nose, 
eyes,  and  forehead,  as  he  entered,  Avhich  altered  the  expression  of 
his  eyes  very  considerably.  It  was  eAudent  that  he  was  not  recog¬ 
nized. 

“Sivaji  Bhoslay  desires  the  prosperity  and  advancement  of 
Brahmuns,”  replied  the  Rajah,  “and  to  enrich  .them  is  his  sole  care. 
He  worships  them;  and  would  fain  have  them  as  powerful  as  in 
the  days  of  the  ancients,  and  in  this  desire  thou  canst  assist.” 

“  I  assist !  How,  friend  ?  I,  a  Brahmun,  am  a  receiver,  not  a 
giver, — and  am  only  a  servant  to  the  unclean,”  he  added  with  a 
sigh. 

“  It  need  not  be  so,  Pundit.  The  fame  of  thy  learning  hath  pre¬ 
ceded  thee,  and  the  Maharaja  desires  thy  friendship  and  welfare.  I 
am  sent  to  tell  thee  this.” 

“  What  can  I  do  ?  ”  said  the  Envoy  restlessly.  “  What  would  he 
have  me  do  ?  and  who  art  thou  to  speak  thus  to  me  ?  ” 

“  No  matter  avIio  I  am — I  am  authorized  to  speak,”  replied  Sivaji. 
“Look,  here  is  his  ring  as  my  authority.  ‘Is  he  a  Brahmun,’  the 
Rajah  said,  ‘  and  come  Avith  Moslem  folloAvers  to  sit  in  my  Durbar  ? 
Alas,  alas  !  that  such  should  be,  that  the  pure  and  holy  should  servo 
the  unclean.  This  is  indeed  the  age  of  iron,  and  of  debasement.’” 

The  Brahmun  AA^rithed  in  his  seat.  “  There  are  many  besides  me,” 
he  said,  “  Avho  serve  the  people  of  Islam.” 

“Who  serve  the  destroyers  of  Toolja  Mata,  the  defilers  of  her 
temple,  the  slayers  of  Brahmuns,  and  of  sacred  kine  everywhere  ! 
0,  shame — shame  !  ”  cried  the  Rajah  eagerly. 
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“  I  was  not  at  the  shrine  when  the  affray  took  place,”  said  the 
Brahmun  apologetically.  “  I  could  not  help  it.” 

“  Has  then  a  Brahmnn’s  holiness  become  so  debased  that  he  says 
only,  I  could  not  help  it?”  returned  the  Eajah.  “Is  it  pleasing  to 
the  Mother,  think  you,  that  her  people  should  fawn  on  those  whose 
hands  are  red  in  the  blood  of  her  votaries  ?  ” 

“  I  would  fling  my  service  at  the  feet  of  Afzool  Khan,  and  even  of 
the  Sultan  himself,  could  I  but  serve  with  Hindus  as  I  desire  to 
serve,”  exclaimed  the  Brahmun. 

“The  opportunity  might  be  found,  friend,”  answered  the  Rajah, 
“  if  it  were  ti’uly  desired  ;  but  proof  of  fidelity  would  be  required, — 
would  it  be  given  ?  What  is  the  Maharaja’s  desire  ?  Dost  thou 
know  it  ?  ” 

“  I  guess  it,”  said  the  Brahmun,  “  for  I  am  not  easily  deceived  by 
appearances,  and  I  understood  his  looks  to-day,  if  I  mistake  not. 
Could  I  only  speak  with  him  ?  Canst  thou  take  me  to  him  ?” 

“I  can  tell  thy  message  to  him,”  replied  the  Rajah,  “and  will 
deliver  it  faithfully.  He  chose  me,  else  I  had  not  dared  to  come.” 

The  Envoy  appeared  to  hesitate  for  a  moment.  “  Impossible,”  he 
said — “  impossible  that  I  could  tell  another,  what  Sivaji  himself 
should  alone  hear;  it  could  not  be.” 

“Dost  thou  know  me,  friend?”  returned  the  Rajah,  as  he  untied 
the  handkerchief  which  concealed  his  face,  and  with  it  wiped  the 
white  ashes  from  his  eyes  and  forehead — “  dost  thou  know  me  ?  It 
is  thus  that  I  salute  a  holy  Brahmun ;”  and  he  rose  and  made  a 
lowly  reverence,  touching  the  feet  of  the  Envoy  respectfully. 

The  man  strove  to  return  it,  but  was  prevented.  “It  cannot  be,” 
continued  Sivaji ;  “  here  thou  art  a  Brahmun,  and  I  a  Sudra.  Let 
it  be  as  I  wish.  It  is  for  thee  to  receive  the  honour,  not  I.” 

“  What  would  you  have  me  do,  Maharaja  ?”  replied  the  Envoy, 
now  trembling  much.  “  I  have  done  evil  in  helping  the  unclean, 
and  would  now  expiate  it  if  possible.” 

“1  have  had  many  things  in  my  mind.  Pundit,”  replied  the  Rajah, 
“  and  the  Mother  sends  perplexing  thoughts  ;  but  one  thing  is  clear 
to  me — she  must  be  avenged.” 

The  man  echoed  the  words — “  She  must  be  avenged.” 

“  Yes,”  continued  the  Rajah,  “  day  and  night,  by  old  and  young, 
rich  and  poor,  man  or  woman,  there  is  but  one  cry  going  up  from 
Maharastra — ‘  Avenge  the  Mother !  ’  a^^d  yet  before  that  force  wo 
are  powerless.” 

“  Where  are  the  Mawullees  ?  where  are  the  Hetkurees  we  have 
heard  of,  and  the  gallant  Tannajee  ?  ”  cried  the  Brahmun  excitedly. 

“  What  art  thou  doing,  Sivaji  Bhoslay  ?  Men  say  of  thee  that  thy 
mother  holds  thee  back,  else  ‘  the  fire  should  be  on  the  lulls.’  ” 

“  Good  !  ”  returned  Sivaji,  smiling  ;  “  it  is  as  I  thonght,  and  there 
is  yet  a  Brahmun  who  is  true.  AVhat  dost  thou  advise  ?  ” 
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“  Hark  !”  said  Gopinatli,  “  come  nearer.  If  I  bring  Afzool  Khan 
and  his  men  within  the  defiles,  will  it  content  thee?  If  I  do  this, 
what  wilt  thou  do  for  me  ?  ” 

“  I  have  prepared  for  that  ah*eady, — a  Jahgeer,  a  high  office, 
secular  or  among  the  priesthood,  as  thou  wilt, — double  thy  present 
pay,  whatever  it  be, — an  ensign  of  rank,  and — my  friendship.  Look, 
Pundit,”  cried  the  Rajah,  springing  closer  to  him,  and  drawing  a 
small  bright  knife  from  his  breast,  “  it  were  easy  to  slay  thee,  for 
my  knee  is  on  thy  weapon, — and  so  jjrevent  my  proposal  being 
known :  but  it  is  not  needed.  Fear  not,”  he  added,  for  the  drops 
of  sweat  were  standing  on  the  Brahmun’s  brow,  under  the  terror 
Pe  felt — “fear  not !  only  be  true,  and  Sivaji  Bhoslay  will  not  fail 
thee.  "When  he  has  a  kingdom  thou  shalt  share  its  honour.” 

“  Give  me  time  to  write,”  said  the  man,  trembling  under  convic¬ 
tion  of  his  own  treachery  and  the  excess  of  temptation  to  which  ho 
was  exposed;  “  I  will  give  the  letter  to-morrow.” 

“Impossible,  Pundit,”  replied  the  Rajah:  “the  messengers  arc 
ready  without,  and  they  will  bear  what  must  be  written  to  the 
Khan.” 

“Who  will  take  the  letter ?” 

“  The  Brahmun  who  spoke  for  me  this  momiug ;  he  and  some 
horsemen  are  now  ready.” 

“  But  to  the  Khan  himself  there  must  be  no  harm  done,”  said  the 
Pundit.  “  To  him  and  his  son  I  owe  many  kindnesses  :  for  the  rest, 
as  thou  wilt.  Keep  the  family  as  hostages.” 

“As  guests  yonder,”  replied  the  Rajah  ;  “he  will  be  safe,  he  and 
his.  Shall  I  send  for  writing  materials  ?  Krishnajee  !  Sit  there,” 
he  continued,  as  his  attendant  entei’ed ;  “  see  that  what  is  Avritten  is 
plain.” 

And  the  Envoy  wrote  in  the  Persian  character,  in  which  he  was  a 
proficient,  and  which  the  other  secretary  understood : — 

“  I  have  seen  the  Rajah,  his  fort,  and  his  people,  and  there  is 
nothing  to  apprehend.  They  are  all  beneath  notice  :  but  in  order  to 
settle  everything  perfectly,  and  to  inspire  terror,  my  lord  should 
advance  with  all  the  force,  according  to  the  plan  devised  here,  which 
the  bearer,  one  of  the  Rajah’s  seci’etaries,  Avill  explain  personally, 
and  which  would  be  tedious  to  Avrite.  In  a  strictly  private  inter¬ 
view,  which  Avill  be  arranged,  the  Rajah  Sivaji  Avill  thi’ow  himself 
at  the  feet  of  the  Envoy  of  the  king  of  kings,  and  receive  the 
pardon  which  he  desires.  More  would  be  beyond  respect.” 

“It  is  enough,”  said  Sivaji,  when  this  writing  was  explained  to 
him — “  it  will  have  the  desired  effect.  Take  this  Icttei',  Krishnajee, 
and  set  out  for  camp  at  once.” 

“  Stay,”  added  the  Envoy,  “  let  him  accompany  my  messenger, — 
the  Mahratta  officer  Avho  spoke  so  boldly  to-day.  It  Avere  better  he 
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went,  and  lie  will  not  refuse  duty.  Enter  that  room  and  close  the 
door,  my  lord,  while  I  send  for  him and  he  called  to  an  attendant 
to  summon  Bulwunt  Rao. 

It  was  not  long  ere  he  came  in,  flushed  somewhat,  as  it  seemed 
with  drink.  “  Who  is  this  ?”  he  said.  ’ 

“  The  Maharaja’s  Secretary,  who  will  accompany  thee  to  camp. 
Go  at  once,  if  thou  art  fit,  Bulwunt  Rao ;  it  is  needful  that  Afzool 
Khan  receive  this  as  soon  as  may  be.” 

“  I  am  ready,  Maharaj,  to  ride  up  Pertabgurh,”  he  replied  ;  “  and 
he  ?” 


I  attend  you,”  said  the  Secretary ;  “  come,  we  must  leave  this 
when  the  moon  rises  and  they  Avent  out  together. 

“  Enough,”  said  the  Rajah,  emerging  from  his  concealment. 
“  Generations  hereafter  Avill  record  hoAv  Punto  Gopinath  served  his 
prince.  Pejir  not  it  Avill  be  well  with  thee  and  thine  hereafter.” 


CHAPTER  LXXVI. 

The  letter  despatched  by  the  Rajah  Sivaji,  as  we  have  recorded,  was 
received  in  a  few  days  by  the  Khan,  and  its  tenor  Avas  not  doubted. 
There  was  nothing  in  it  which  could  in  any  degree  disturb  the 
Khan’s  complacency,  or  awaken  suspicion.  If  he  chafed  at  the  idea 
of  a  bloodless  campaign,  and  his  friend  the  Peer,  in  the  ardour  of 
his  bigotry,  sighed  at  what  now  promised  to  be  a  tame  conclusion 
to  an  exciting  commencement,— Fazil,  on  the  other  hand,  and  Avith 
him  the  commander  of  the  Mahratta  contingent  in  camp,  and  others 
Avho  had  more  sympathy  Avith  the  people  of  the  country  than  their 
elders,  rejoiced  that  it  was  to  be  so ;  and  that  a  valuable  ally  and 
confederate  was  to  be  secured  to  the  dynasty  which  they  seiwed  by 
means  which  appeared  at  once  just,  merciful,  and  bindinr^  upon 
both.  ®  ^ 

The  new  Envoy  who  brought  the  letter,  pleased  the  Khan  and  the 
Peer  extremely.  In  the  first  place,  he  spoke  the  Dekhan  court 
language  fluently,  and  was  a  fair  Persian  scholar.  He  Avas  known 
to  the  Khan  as  having  served  in  a  subordinate  department  Avhen  ho 
himself  held  the  administration  of  Wye,  and  he  gratefully  acknow- 
ledged— as  he  reminded  the  Khan  of— foianer  benefits.  The  first 
envoys  could  not  communicate  Avith  the  Khan  except  through 
interpreters.  ^  Ti  e,  his  son  Avas  usually  present,  or  occasionally  the 
holy  priest  himself,  who  might  be  induced  to  assist ;  but  the  Khan 
have  better  liked  to  manage  these  Mahratta  envoys  himself, 
and  now  there  Avas  the  desired  opportunity.  Day  after  day,  as  the 
army  advanced  Avithout  check,  by  easy  but  continuous  stages,  tho 
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new  agent  was  in  close  attendance,  and  very  frequently,  with  the 
others,  was  summoned  to  private  conferences.  Fazil,  too,  had  his 
share  in  them,  and  to  every  outward  appearance.no  room  existed  for 
suspicion  of  any  kind. 

They  had  now  entered  the  Rajah’s  own  jurisdiction,  and  were 
treated  more  as  honoured  guests  than  as  an  invading  army.  Sup¬ 
plies  were  provided  at  eveiy  stage,  forage  was  abundant,  diflGicult 
places  in  the  roads  were  found  cleared  for  the  artillery,  and  the 
people  met  them  with  goodwill  and  courtesy,  which  was  as  pleasant 
as  unexpected.  Any  idea  of  resistance  was  out  of  the  question. 
The  usual  village  guards,  or  here  and  there  a  few  horsemen  in  attend¬ 
ance  on  a  local  functionary,  were  all  that  was  seen  of  the  Rajah’s 
forces ;  and  the  Elhan  was  amused  and  gratified  with  the  Envoy’s 
descriptions  of  how — to  attract  attention  to  his  affairs — his  master 
had  caused  the  belief  to  gain  ground  that  he  was  possessed  of  an 
army  of  vast  power. 

In  short,  all  the  obstructions  and  dangers  which  had  appeared  so 
great  at  a  distance  had  passed  away;  and  g,s  the  Khan  led  his  troops 
more  and  more  deeply  into  the  mountainous  district,  he  could  not 
but  feel  that  if  they  had  been  opposed  in  those  rugged  defiles,  the 
struggle  woiild  have  been  difficult  as  well  as  desperate.  The  enemy 
would  have  had  a  stronger  country  to  retreat  upon,  and  one  more 
easily  defended,  while,  in  proportion,  the  advance  to  him  would 
have  been  beset  with  peril  which  could  hardly  be  estimated. 

Very  frequently  Fazil  asked  particulars  of  the  fort  of  Pertabgurh 
from  Buhvunt  Rao,  who  described  it  clearly  enough, — an  ordinary 
hill  fort,  with  a  garrison  strong  for  local  purposes,  but,  after  all, 
only  such  as  Mahratta  chiefs  and  gentry  kept  about  them;  strong  in 
their  own  position,  but  helpless  for  offence.  Where,  then,  were  the 
armies  which  Sivaji  was  said  to  possess?  Bulwunt  Rao,  in  reply, 
pointed  to  the  village  people,  all  soldiers,  he  said,  from  their  youth, 
and  accustomed  to  arms :  but  among  them  there  was  no  symptom 
of  excitement,  nor  could  Bulwunt  Rao,  suspecting  nothing  himself, 
discover  any  cause  for  alarm :  and  so  they  proceeded. 

]\Ieanwhile,  the  programme  of  a  meeting  had  been  arranged  by 
the  agents  between  the  Khan  and  Sivaji.  Both  parties  had  mooted 
points  of  etiquette,  which  could  hardly  be  overcome.  The  Rajah, 
as  a  prince,  could  not  visit  the  Khan  first,  nor  could  Afzool  Khan, 
as  the  representative  of  royalty,  visit  the  Rajah ;  but  they  could  both 
meet,  and  the  barrier  of  ceremony  once  broken,  it  mattered  little 
what  followed.  Ko  troops  were  to  be  present.  Attended  each  by  a 
single  armed  follower,  the  place  of  meeting  was  fixed  on  a  level 
spot  at  some  little  distance  up  the  mountain  of  Pertabgurh,  where 
the  Rajah,  the  Envoy  said,  had  already  prepared  a  pavilion,  which 
would  be  fitted  up  for  the  occasion.  If  the  Khan  pleased,  he  might 
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bring  a  thousand  of  his  best  horse — more,  if  convenient — to  witness 
the  ceremony  from  below ;  but  only  one  attendant  besides  tho 
palankeen-bearers  could  advance  to  the  conference.  Nothing  was 
to  be  written,  and  the  agent  already  at  the  fort  would  attend  the 
Khan  on  the  one  hand,  while  another  of  the  Rajah’s,  if  possible  or 
needful,  would  accompany  him  from  above.  No  objection  appeared, 
and  none  ■s\’as  made,  to  these  arrangements. 

So  the  army  reached  its  final  stage  near  the  village  of  Jowly,  a 
few  miles  distant  from  the  fort ;  and  the  last  preparations  were 
made  that  night  by  both  parties.  The  morning  would  see  the  Khan 
set  out  early  accompanied  by  fifteen  hundred  chosen  horse — some 
Abyssinian,  some  Dekhani,  others  his  own  I'etainers, — all  picked 
men;  -svhile  the  remainder  of  the  army  should  rest  from  its  labour 
and  exertion,  which,  on  account  of  the  rough  mountain  roads,  had 
been  exceedingly  great  for  the  last  three  days. 

At  Jowly,  too,  the  camp  was  more  than  ordinarily  pleasant.  A 
plain  of  some  extent,  and  which  for  tho  most  part  was  under  culti¬ 
vation,  afforded  ample  room  for  all  the  force.  The  grassy  slopes  of 
the  mountains,  by  which  the  plain  was  surrounded,  furnished  abun¬ 
dant  supplies  of  forage ;  a  brawling  stream  ran  under  the  hills  on 
one  side,  and  the  Rajah’s  usual  supplies  of  food  of  all  kinds  were 
abundant  at  moderate  prices  in  a  bazar  which,  consisting  of  rough 
sheds  and  small  tents,  was  located  near  the  village  on  the  other. 

Let  us  see  how  the  night  was  passed  by  both  parties. 

The  Khan’s  tents  had  been  pitched  on  an  even  sward  which 
bordered  the  rivulet,  and  several  fine  trees  were  included  in  the  area 
enclosed  by  the  canvas  w^alls.  Under  the  shade  of  these,  Zyna  and 
Fazil  had  sat  most  part  of  the  day.  A  few  carpets  and  pillows  had 
been  spread  there,  and  the  cool  fresh  mountain  air,  the  brawling 
murmur  of  the  brook,  and  the  grand  and  beautiful  scenery  by  Avhich 
they  were  suiTounded,  so  different  to  the  bare  monotonous  undula¬ 
tions  of  tho  Dekhan,  were  in  themselves  moi*e  exciting  than  it  was 
possible  for  them  to  have  imagined  from  any  previous  descinption. 
But  the  loss  of  Tara’s  society  was  pressing  heavily  upon  both.  All 
they  heard  daily  was,  that  she  was  well  and  among  her  people,  who 
were  taking  cai’e  of  her.  She  would  remain  with  them  at  Wye ;  and 
as  the  army  returned,  she  should  see  Lurlee  Khanum  and  Zyna  once 
more,  and  take  leave  of  them,  for  she  could  not  be  permitted  to 
sojourn  with  Mahomedans.  This  the  Envoy  had  told  the  Khan  and 
Fazil  the  day  before. 

It  was  a  dreary  prospect  for  Fazil,  and  apparently  a  hopeless  one. 
Should  he  ever  see  that  sweet  face  more  ?  ever  hear  the  music  of 
the  gentle  voice,  at  once  so  timid  and  yet  so  reliant  ?  There  was  no 
hope  that  the  Brahmuns  among  whom  she  had  fallen  would  now 
give  her  up  voluntarily.  It  was  impossible  to  think  it.  Did  they 
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know  what  he  had  asked  and  she  had  half-promised  ? — would  her 
life  be  safe  even  if  they  did  ?  Hardly  so,  indeed ;  or,  if  safe,  •w'ould 
be  spared  at  the  price  of  the  disfigurement  which  awaited  her, 
according  to  the  strict  rules  of  her  faith.  What  they  had  arranged 
among  themselves,  therefore,  could  not  be  openly  prosecuted ;  and, 
ill  defiance  of  his  father’s  cautions,  and  the  apparently  smooth  pro- 
gi’ess  of  public  affairs,  no  effort  to  demand  her,  or  to  recover  her  by 
force,  could  be  made  as  yet, 

“Let  us  settle  eveiything  with  this  Mahratta  first,  and  as  we 
return  by  Wye,  we  will  have  the  girl,  or  know  why,”  the  stout  old 
Khan  used  to  say ;  for  he  had  growm  to  love  Tara  very  dearly,  and 
missed  her  presence,  though  in  a  different  manner,  as  much  as  any 
of  them.  “Fear  not,  Fazil,  the  Kafirs  shall  not  possess  her.” 

So  Zyna  and  Fazil  had  sat  most  part  of  the  day,  revolving  over 
and  over  again  how  best  Tara  might  be  assisted  or  rescued,  while 
blaraing  themselves  a  thousand  times  for  that  neglect  of  special  pre¬ 
cautions  for  her  safety  which  had  resulted  in  her  abduction, 

“  If  only  Moro  Trimmul  could  be  found,  and  brought  once  more 
to  account,”  Fazil  said,  grinding  his  teeth,  “it  would  go  hard  with 
him ;  ”  but  he  was  not  to  be  heard  of.  The  Envoys  in  camp  declared 
he  had  at  once  proceeded  to  Pertabgurh  to  clear  himself  to  the 
Rajah  Sivaji  and  the  lady  mother,  of  whom,  in  paiticular,  he  was  an 
especial  favourite ;  but  he  was  not  now  even  there :  he  had  been 
sent  to  a  distance ;  where  or  why  it  w^as  not  known ;  and  it  w'as 
impossible  to  trace  him.  Bulwunt  Rao,  Lukshmun,  and  the  lad 
Ashruf,  had  all  been  employed  in  turn  as  spies,  but  had  failed  to 
discover  him — he  was  not  to  be  heard  of. 

It  was  now  late,  and  the  lady  Lurlee  came  and  joined  them  before 
the  evening  prayer.  She  had  been  busy  after  her  own  fashion,  and 
as  the  priest  and  some  others  were  to  dine  with  the  Khan,  had  pre¬ 
pared  several  of  her  most  scientific  dishes.  She  had  no  doubt  as  to 
the  issue  of  the  morrow’s  interview.  In  the  first  place,  who  could 
resist  her  husband  ?  and  were  not  the  planets  unusually  favourable  ? 
She  and  the  pi-iest  had'  compared  notes  from  behind  the  screen  in 
the  tent ;  and  though  he  laughed  at  the  curious  jargon  she  had 
collected  on  the  subject,  yet,  a  steadfast  believer  in  astrology  himself, 
liad  explained  to  her  how  peculiarly  fortunate  the  conjunction  was 
to  be  at  the  hour  cast  for  the  meeting,  and  she  had  fully  believed  it. 
If  Tai-a  had.  been  there,  all  would  have  been  perfectly  happy ;  but, 
as  Lurlee  said,  the  planets  told  her  it  was  only,  after  all,  a  matter  of 
a  few  days’  delay ;  and,  indeed,  perhaps,  after  to-morrow  she  might 
be  demanded. 

Fazil,  however,  in  spite  of  these  assurances,  was  not  easy ;  and 
after  he  left  the  tents  for  the  evening  prayer,  had  taken  counsel  with 
Lukshmun  who,  in  regard  to  Tara,  had  taken  the  place  of  Bulwunt 
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Rao,  to  whom  Fazil  dare  not  intrust  his  secret.  The  day  she  had 
disappeared,  and  Fazil’s  misery  was  apparent,  the  hunchback  had 
divined  the  cause  ;  and  a  few  inquiries  in  his  capacity  of  spy  had 
confirmed  his  suspicions. 

“I  know  but  of  one  thing  to  do,  master,”  he  said,  as  the  young 
man  confided  to  him  his  dread  of  violence  to  the  girl — “  send  me 
back  to  Wye,  where  she  is ;  give  me  but  ever  so  small  a  note,  and  I 
will  deliver  it  into  her  o^vn  hand ;  and  if  I  can  bring  her  away,  trust 
to  me  to  do  so.  I  can  traverse  these  forests  and  mountains  by  night; 
I  can  hide  her  away  or  disguise  her ;  and  if  she  be  true  to  thee,  she 
will  come.  Give  me  the  boy  Ashruf,  and  a  little  money,  and  let  us 
go,  even  now.  He  is  without ;  call  him.” 

“Ashruf,”  cried  the  young  Khan  to  the  lad,  who  was  standing 
near  the  tent  door,  and  who  entered  at  once  ;  “  wilt  thou  so  with 
Lukshmun  ?  ” 

“  :My  lord,”  replied  the  lad,  “he  and  I  have  arranged  this  already. 
They  do  not  know  us  here,  and  he  has  been  teaching  me  a  Mahratta 
ballad  which  she  knows,  and  we  can  sing  it  in  Wye  to-morrow.  If 
he  had  not  spoken  I  should  have  told  you  of  our  plan.  My  lord,  we 
M'ill  bring  her  away  silently,  and  no  one  shall  be  the  wiser.  Yes,  I 
will  go  into  the  fire  for  my  lord,  if  he  will  but  prove  me.” 

“  And  Bulwunt  Rao  ?  ”  said  Fazil. 

“He  is  in  the  clouds,”  replied  Lukshmun,  “in  the  hope  of  getting 
back  the  family  estate ;  wind  has  got  into  his  head,  and  he  is  beside 
himself.  To  my  mind,  the  Rajah  would  be  far  better  pleased  to 
have  him  put  out  of  the  way  than  to  favour  his  pretensions ;  but 
Bulwi.iit  says  he  has  been  promised  ‘  justice ;  ’  and  so,”  added 
Lukshmun,  with  a  hideous  grimace,  “he  will  have  hisoivn  way,  and 
what  is  to  be  is  to  be  ;  only  write  the  note,  master,  quick,  and  let  us 
go  ;  he  won’t  help  us.” 

“  Alas !  ”  replied  Fazil,  “  I  can  only  write  Persian ;  but  she  knows 
my  signature,  for  she  used  to  see  me  write  it.  Stay,  however,”  he 
continued,  unfastening  a  thin  gold  ring  from  his  wiast,  “  she  will 
remember  this  better,  and  understand  it :  take  it  with  ye,  and  may 
God  speed  ye.  Go  at  once  !  Bring  her,  if  possible,  or  mark  where 
she  is,  and  we  v/ill  go,  Tushalla  !  and  fetch  licr.” 

Tiie  priest  was  chanting  the  Azan,  and  Fazil  passed  out  into  the 
u.sual  place  of  prayei-,  which  was  numerously  attended.  After  its 
close,  the  Peer,  his  father,  and  all  who  were  to  stay  to  dinner, 
asscmlded  for  the  repast,  which  was  served  immediately.  There 
was  no  forward  movement  of  tents  that  night;  and  the  guests  sat  till 
a  late  hour  discussing  the  probable  events  of  the  morrow,  and  the 
possibility  of  an  early  countermrch,  at  least  as  far  as  Wye,  where 
the  open  country  was  preferablato  their  prese  nt  confined 'situation 
among  the  mountains. 
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Was  there  equal  confidence  in  the  fort  ?  We  must  now  go  there, 
and  listen  to  the  midnight  consultation,  which  may  be  prolonged 
till  daylight ;  and  yet  men  on  the  eve  of  some  desperate  enterprise 
for  which  they  have  prepared  themselves,  need  more  rest,  and  often 
sleep  more  calmly,  than  at  any  other  period  of  their  existence. 

It  was  the  same  chamber  that  w'e  have  formerly  seen ;  but  the 
window  of  the  oriel  is  shut,  for  the  night  wind  at  that  height  is  cold 
and  bleak,  and  thick,  quilted  curtains,  which  have  been  let  fall 
before  it  and  the  doorway,  exclude  all  air.  Sivaji,  Maloosray,  and 
Palkur  are  sitting  together,  but  are  silent,  for  the  Rajah’s  mind  is 
troubled. 

“  If  I  only  knew  what  she  would  have  me  do,”  he  said  at  length, 
looking  up.  “  Hast  thou  prepared  all,  Tannajee?  ” 

“  Master,”  he  replied,  “  everything  is  ready.  By  midnight,  or  a 
little  later,  Moro  Trimmul  and  the  rest  of  the  veterans  will  be  in 
the  woods  near  Jowly,  around  the  camp.  Every  position  has  been 
marked  out,  and  will  be  silently  taken  up.  Nothing  can  escape  out 
of  that  plain,  and  they  will  await  the  signal  of  the  five  guns  from 
hence.  The  Brahmun  swears,”  he  continued,  after  a  pause,  “that 
he  will  take  the  pretty  sister  of  the  young  Khan,  in  revenge  for  his 
seduction  of  the  Tooljapoor  Moorlee.” 

“He  dare  not,”  said  Sivaji  quickly.  “I  have  heard  that  girl  was  an 
honoured  guest  in  Afzool  Khan’s  family ;  the  Brahmuns  say  she  was. 
No,  he  dare  not  touch  her ;  and  x  have  warned  him  not  to  do  so.” 

Maloosray  shrugged  his  shoulders.  “Perhaps,”  he  said  ;  “God 
knows  !  but  Moro  says  otherwise.  Let  it  pass ;  it  is  not  our 
business ;  but  he  wiU  be  none  the  less  active  to  get  the  whole  family 
into  his  power.” 

“  And  you,  Nettajee  ?”  said  the  Rajah,  turning  to  him. 

“  Thei'e  are  five  thousand  of  ruy  best  Mawullees  sleeping  in  the 
thickets  east  of  the  fort- gate.  They  will  close  in  behind  the 
Beejapoor  people  as  they  pass,  and  when  we  hoar  the  horn,  I  think, 
master,  few  will  escape — yes,”  he  continued,  fixing  his  large  black 
eyes  on  the  Rajah,  and  slightly  twisting  his  moustaches,  “few  will 
escape.” 

“  0,  the  blind  confidence  of  these  Beejapoor  swine !  ”  cried  the 
Rajah,  laughing,  as  he  lifted  up  his  hands.  “  They  have  neither  eyes 
nor  ears,  else  they  had  guessed  we  are  not  as  we  seem.  But  the  god- 
dcas  Mother  has  blinded  and  deafened  them,  and  it  is  as  my  mother 
said  it  would  be.” 

“  Where  is  she  ?  ”  asked  Maloosray ;  “  she  should  bless  us  ere  we 
tfo  forth.” 
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“  She  is  in  the  temple,  and  uneasy.  As  the  time  comes  on,  they 
think  she  will  have  a  visitation,  ”  he  replied.  “  Ah !  here  is  some 
one  to  tell  ns.  What  news,  Bheemee  ?  ” 

“  The  lady  mother  is  uneasy,  Maharaj,  and  rocking  herself  to  and 
fro.  It  is  coming  on  her,  and  ye  should  be  near  to  listen.” 

“Come,  friends,  let  us  go,”  said  the  Rajah  ;  “on  this  revelation 
depends  my  course  to-morrow.” 

It  was  but  a  few  steps,  and  the  place  is  already  familiar  to  us.  The 
low  porch  and  dark  vestibule,  the  small  shrine  within,  from  Avhence 
a  strong  light  is  shining  into  the  gloom,  resting  sharply  upon  the 
figure  of  the  Ranee  as  she  sat  before  it,  not  quietly  now,  as  when  we 
saw  her  once  before, but  with  her  shoulders  and  bosomheaving  rapidly, 
her  eyes  shut,  or  if  opened  for  a  moment  flashing  with  excitement, 
her  lips  trembling  and  already  speckled  with  foam ;  and  that  pecu¬ 
liar  sharp,  rocking  motion  of  her  body,  which  always  preceded  the 
final  attack. 

The  men  stood  by  reverently.  No  one  dared  to  speak.  The  attend¬ 
ant  Brahmun  offered  flowers  from  time  to  time,  and  kept  up  a  low 
chant  or  incantation,  while  occasionally  he  threw  grains  of  coloured 
rice  upon  the  altar. 

Suddenly  the  lady  stretched  forth  her  arms  and  shrieked  wildly. 
Maloosray  would  have  rushed  forward,  but  Sivaji  held  him  back. 
“Wait,”  he  said  in  a  low  tone,  “  no  one  dares  to  interrupt  her  ; 
wouldst  thou  go  to  death  between  her  and  the  Mother  ?  She  will 
come — listen.” 

There  was  fii’st  a  low  muttering  in  which  nothing  could  be  dis¬ 
tinguished;  but  words  at  last  followed,  to  them  terrible  and  awful, 
as,  believing  in  the  dread  presence  of  the  goddess,  the  lady  poured 
them  forth  with  gasps. 

“  O,  I  thirst !  My  children  were  slain — and  no  one  has  avenged 
them.  Blood  !  blood  !  I  thirst.  I  will  drink  it !  The  blood  of  the 
cnxel — of  the  cow- slayers !  All,  all: — the  old  and  the  young ;  the  old 
woman  and  the  maiden  ;  the  nurse  and  the  child  at  her  breast ;  all — 
all — all !  ”  she  continued,  her  voice  rising  to  a  scream.  “  They  who 
love  me,  kill  for  me  ;  for  I  thirst, — for  I  thirst  now,  as  I  did  for  the 
blood  of  the  demons,”  and  the  voice  again  sank  to  a  low  whisper 
which  was  not  audible. 

These  words  had  come  from  her  by  spasms,  as  it  were  ;  painfully, 
and  with  much  apparent  suffering.  She  shrieked  repeatedly  as  she 
uttered  them,  and  clutched  at  the  air  with  a  strange  convulsive 
movement  of  both  hands  :  sometimes  as  if  apparently  drawing  to  her, 
or  again  fiercely  repelling  an  object  before  her.  At  last  she  sh’ctched 
forth  her  hands  and  her  body,  as  if  following  what  she  saw,  and 
looking  vacantly  into  the  space  before  her  with  a  terrified  expression 
of  countenance,  the  hands  fell  listlessly  on  her  lap,  and  her  features 
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rclpoJ  into  a  weary  expi’ession,  as  of  one  wLo  had  endured  acute 
pain.  Then  she  sighed  deeply,  opened  her  eyes,  looked  around,  and 
spoke.  “  Bheemee,  I  thirst,”  she  said  gently, — “  bring  me  water.” 

Sivaji  alone  had  remained  with  his  mother  and  the  lirahmun  of 
the  temple,  who,  as  she  spoke  them,  recorded  the  disconnected 
sentences.  The  Rajah’s  companions,  fearless  before  an  enemy,  Avero 
cowards  before  the  di’ead  presence  in  Avhich  they  believed. 

“Ah,  thou  ai’t  here,  son,”  she  said,  turning  to  him.  “Did  I  si^cak? 
Surely  the  Mother  Avas  Avith  me,”  and  she  sighed  deeply,  again 
drawing  her  hand  Avearily  across  her  eyes. 

“  Como  and  I'cst,  mother,”  he  replied,  raising  her  up  and  support¬ 
ing  her  tenderly.  “  Come,  thou  art  Aveary.” 

“  Weary  indeed,  my  son,”  she  said,— there  is  no  rest  for  me  till 
all  is  finished.  Come,  and  I  aauII  tell  thee  everything  ;  ”  and  he 
folloAved  her  into  her  own  apartments,  Avhere  she  lay  down.  The 
attendant  brought  Avater,  and  she  drank  a  deep  draught. 

“  What  did  i  say,  .son  ?”  she  continued.  “  But  no  matter.  It  is 
all  blood  before  me — carnage  and  victory!  Blood!”  she  cried  ex¬ 
citedly,  grasping  his  ?irm  and  looking  intently  into  his  face.  “  Art 
thou  ready  ?  ready  for  victory  I — ready  to  cry  ‘  Jey  Kalee  !  Jev 
Toolja  Mata!’”  ^  .  j- 

“  Readv,  mother — yes.  There  is  no  failing  anywhere.  The  men 
ai-e  at  their  posts,  and  the  signals  haA'e  been  decided  upon.  No  one 
will  escape  us  noAV.” 

“No  one  Avill  escape,”  she  echoed, — “no  one  must  escape — no — 
iiot  one — not  even  he.” 

“Ah,  mother,”  cried  SNaji,  “  not  so;  siirely  Avith  pledged  honour, 
soldier  to  a  soldier,  and  a  solemn  invitation,  it  could  not  be.” 

It  must  be,  son,”  she  said  gloomily,  “  else  the  sacrifice  is  in¬ 
complete  and  of  no  aA’ail.  M  ilt  thou  risk  that  for  thine  own  sake — 
for  my  sake— for  the  sake  of  our  faith  ?  I  see  it  all,”  cried  the  lady 
excitedly,  “  passing  before  me — a  triumph  of  gloi’y  over  those 
defilers  of  the  temples  of  the  gods  ;  thy  rapid  rise  to  poAver  ;  the 
legions  of  the  hateful  Mahoinedans  tramjded  in  the  dust  by  greater 
legions  of  thine  own.  ‘Jey  Sivaji  Rajah!’  shall  be  cried  from 
Dehli  to  RameshAvur.*  Wilt  thou  noAV  turn  back  ?  Avilt  thou  be 
fonsAvorn  to  her— to  the  Mother  Avho  is  our  life  ?  Wilt  thou  be  as 
vacillating  as  thy  father BcAvare  !  thou  art  more  committed  to 
her  than  he — and  does  she  spare  backsliders  ?” 

He  is  but  one  to  be  spared,  mother,  and  that  because  of  my 
liromise,”  he  pleaded. 

“I  tell  thee  it  cannot  be,  my  son.  She  Avill  have  him— the  slayer 
of  the  priests— the  murderer  of  hundreds  of  the  people  about  her 
shrine.  And  that  priest  of  his  Avho,  as  all  say,  led  the  slaughter, 
*  The  celebrafecl  Hindu  tcmnlp  in  the  southern  point  of  India. 
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cast  doAVTi  her  image,  and  trampled  on  it  !  0  son,  canst  thon 

hesitate  ?  art  thou — so  firm  and  true  always — now  grown  weak  ? 
have  I  borne  one  in  travail  who  is  degenerate  ?  Choose  then,  now 
— victory  and  future  blessing,  or  the  result  which  thou  knowest, 
and  Ave  all  know,  if  we  fail  her — the  death  which  must  ensue.  Both 
are  before  thee ;  choose,  boy ;  I  can  say  no  more  !”  and  she  turned 
away  her  face  to  the  wall. 

}3ut  she  had  conquered,  for  there  was  no  defying  her  will, — 
always  the  mainspring  of  the  E-ajah’s  actions — and,  backed  by  those 
seemingly  divine  revelations  in  which  he  devoutly  believed,  he  did 
not  resist  her. 

“Mother,”  he  said,  rising  and  prostrating  himself  before  her,  “I 
know — I  feel  that  the  goddess  is  speaking  from  thy  mouth  still. 
I  hear  and  obey.  Bless  me,  O  my  mother,  and  my  hand  will  be 
strong  ;  put  thy  hands  on  my  head,  and  the  Mother  wdll  guide  the 
blow  surely.” 

“  I  do  bless  thee,  Sivaji  Bhoslay,”  she  returned,  placing  her  bands 
on  his  head,  “  in  the  name  of  her  who  dii’ects  us,  and  with  her 
power  I  endue  thee.  Go  and  fear  not,  but  do  her  bidding — thou 
shalt  not  fail.” 

He  rose.  “  I  Avill  but  speak  wdth  !Maloosray  and  dismiss  them,” 
he  said,  “and  return.  Make  up  a  bed  for  me  here,  for  I  would 
sleep  near  thee,  mother,  to-night.” 

“Get  thee  to  thy  post,  Nettajee,”  he  said  to  Palkur,  as  he  met 
them  without ;  “there  is  no  fear  now' ;  victory  is  wdth  ns — she  hath 
said  it.  Let  the  men  sleep  and  be  ready.” 

“  And  w'hat  will  you  do  wdth  him — the  Khan  ?”  asked  Maloosray. 

“  You  will  see  to-morrow',”  said  Sivaji  excitedly.  “  You  -will  be 
\vith  me,  and  will  share  the  danger.  This  was  reserved  for  you, 
O  well-tried  friend !” 

“  Enough,”  said  Maloosray  to  Palkur  ;  “  let  us  go,  for  the  master 
.  needs  rest and,  saluting  him,  they  departed. 

Sivaji  returned  to  his  mother.  A  low  bed  had  been  prepared  in 
the  room,  and  she  w'as  sitting  by  it.  He  took  off  his  upper  garment 
and  turban,  and,  having  performed  his  ablutions,  lay  down,  and  she 
i)atted  him  gently,  as  she  used  to  do  when  he  was  a  child.  He 
would  have  spoken,  but  she  would  not  listen,  and  he  urged  her  to 
sleep  herself,  but  she  would  not  leave  him;  and  when  the  dim  light 
of  day  broke  gently  into  the  chamber,  he  woke,  and  found  she  had 
not  stirred  from  his  side.  “  Arise,”  she  said,  “  it  is  time.  Food  is 
prepared  for  thee.  Eat,  and  go  forth  to  victory  !  ” 

He  obeyed  her ;  bathed,  wm*shippcd  earnestly  in  the  temple,  and 
ate  heartily.  Then  he  returned  to  her,  and,  in  the  simple  words  of 
the  old  Mahratta  Chronicle,  “  laid  his  head  at  his  mother’s  feet,  and 
“  besought  a  blessing.  He  then  arose,  put  on  a  steel  cap,  and 
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“  chain  armour,  which  was  concealed  under  a  thickly-quilted  cotton 
“  gown  ;  and,  taking  a  crooked  dagger  which  he  hid  under  his  sleeve, 
“and  the  ‘  tiger’s  claws  ’  *  in  his  right  hand,  he  girded  his  loins,  and 
“  went  out.” 


CHAPTER  LXXVIII. 

The  morning  broke,  calm  and  beautiful.  Long  before  the  highest 
peaks  of  the  mountains  blushed  under  the  rosy  light  which  preceded 
the  sunrise,  the  Khan  and  Fazil,  with  Zyna,  had  risen  and  performed 
their  morning  pi*ayer.  The  deep  booming  sound  of  the  kettledrums 
woke  the  echoes  around,  and  reverberated  from  side  to  side  of  the 
valley,  retiring  to  recesses  among  the  glens,  and  murmuring  softly 
as  it  died  away  among  the  distant  peaks  and  precipices.  As  yet,  the 
valley  was  partially  filled  with  mists,  which  clung  to  its  wooded  sides ; 
but  as  the  sun  rose,  a  slight  wind  sprang  up  with  it,  which,  breaking 
through  these  mists,  drove  them  up  the  mountain,  and  displayea  the 
scenei’y  in  all  its  fresh  morning  beauty,  as  though  a  curtain  had  been 
suddenly  drawn  from  before  it. 

Behind  them  were  thestupendousmountains  of  the  Maha-bul-eshwur 
range;  before,  at  a  short  distance,  and  divided  from  them  by  a  chain 
of  smaller  hills,  rose  up  the  precipices  of  Pertabgurh,  glittering  in  the 
morning  light,  and  crowned  by  the  walls  and  bastions  of  the  fortress. 

Long  before  daylight  the  lady  Lurlee  had  risen,  and,  careful  for 
her  husband,  had,  in  conjunction  with  Kurreema,  cooked  his 
favourite  dish  of  kicheri  and  kabobs.  “  It  was  a  light  breakfast,” 
she  said,  “  and  would  agree  with  them  better  than  a  heavier  repast, 
and  dinner  would  be  ready  when  they  returned.”  So  Afzool  Khan, 
his  son,  and  the  priest,  ate  their  early  meal,  not  only  in  joyful  anti¬ 
cipation  of  a  speedy  return,  but  of  accomplishing  what  would  result 
,  in  honour  to  all  concerned. 

They  remembered  afterwards,  that  as  an  attendant  brought  before 
the  Khan  the  usual  mail  shirt  he  wore,  and  the  mail-cap,  with  its 
bright  steel  chains,  over  which  his  turban  was  usually  tied  when  fully 
accoutred,  he  laughingly  declined  both.  “They  will  be  very  hot  and 
uncomfortable,”  he  said,  “and  we  are  not  going  to  fight.  Xo,  give 
me  a  muslin  dress,”  which  he  put  on.  A  few  words  about  ordinary 
household  matters  to  Lurlee,  a  few  cheering  sentences  to  Zyna,  as 
he  passed  from  the  inner  and  private  enclosure  of  the  tent,  and  he 
went  out  among  the  men. 

Fazil  followed,  fully  armed  and  accoutred  foK riding.  There  had 
been  a  good-humoured  strife  between  Fazil  and  the  priest  the  night 

•  A  treacherous  aiid  deadly  weapon,  in  the  shape  of  tiger’s  claws,  which, 
fitted  on  the  lingers,  shuts  into  the  hand. 
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before,  as  to  who  should  be  the  one  armed  follower  to  accompany  his 
father,  and  he  had  chosen  the  priest.  “  Fazil  was  too  young  yet,”  he 
said,  “  to  enter  into  grave  political  discussions  with  wily  Mahrattas, 
and  would  be  better  with  the  escort.”  So  the  soldier-priest,  like  the 
Khan,  discarding  the  steel  cap,  gauntlets,  and  quilted  armour  in 
which  he  usually  accoutred  himself — appeared,  like  Afzool  Khan,  in 
the  plain  muslin  dress  of  his  order;  and  having  tied  up  his  waist 
with  a  shawl,  and  thrown  another  over  his  shouldei-s,  stuck  a  light 
court  sword  into  his  waist-band,  which  he  pressed  down  on  his  hips 
with  a  jaunty  air,  and  called  merrily  to  Fazil,  to  see  how  peacefully 
he  was  attired.  ■n 

The  escort  aAvaited  them  in  the  camp,  and  the  spii-ited  horses  of 
fifteen  hundred  gallant  cavaliers  were  neighing  and  tossing  their  heads 
as  Afzool  Khan,  Fazil,  and  the  priest  rode  up.  “  Forward  !  ”  cried 
the  Khan  cheerily;  and  as  the  kettledrums  beat  a  march,  the  several 
officers  saluted  their  commander,  and,  wheeling  up  their  men,  led 
them  by  the  road  pointed  out  by  the  Brahmuns  and  guides  in  the 
direction  of  Pertabgurh. 

At  that  time,  single  men,  who  looked  like  shepherds  tending  sheep, 
and  who  were  standing  on  crests  of  the  hills,  or  crouching  so  as  not 
to  be  seen,  passed  a  signal  that  the  Khan  and  his  party  had  set  out. 
It  was  still  earlyv  and  the  time  when,  of  all  others  perhaps,  armies 
such  as  the  Khan’s,  were  most  defenceless.  Many,  roused  for  a 
while  by  the  assembly  and  departure  of  the  escort,  had  gone  to  sleep 
again ;  others,  sitting  over  embers  of  fires,  were  smoking,  preparing 
to  cook  their  morning  repast,  or  wej’e  attending  to  their  horses,  or  in 
the  bazar  purchasing  the  materials  for  their  day’s  meal.  The  camp 
was  watched  from  the  woods  around  by  thousands  of  armed  men, 
who,  silently  and  utterly  unobserved,  crept  over  the  crests  of  the 
hills,  and  lay  down  in  the  thick  brushwood  which  fringed  the  plain. 

As  the  Khan’s  retinue  neared  the  fort,  parties  of  armed  men,  ap¬ 
parently  stationed  by  the  roaelside  to  salute  him  as  he  passed,  closed 
up  in  rear  of  the  escort ;  and  others,  moving  parallel  to  them  in  the 
thickets,  joined  with  them  unseen.  Quickly,  too,  men  with  axes 
felled  large  trees,  which  were  thrown  down  so  as  to  cross  the  road, 
and  interlaced  their  branches  so  as  to  be  utterly  impassable  for  horse¬ 
men  ;  and  all  these  preparations  went  on  in  both  places  silently, 
methodically,  and  with  a  grim  surety  of  success,  imparting  a  con¬ 
fidence  which  all  who  remembered  it  afterwards  attributed  to  the 
direction  of  the  goddess  whom  they  worshipped.  As  it  was  said 
then,  as  it  is  still  said,  and  sung  in  many  a  ballad,  “not  a  man’s  hand 
failed,  not  a  foot  stumbled.” 

At  the  gate  of  the  fort  the  Khan  dismounted  from  his  horse,  and 
entered  his  palankeen.  Before  he  did  so,  however,  he  embraced  his 
son,  and  bid  him  be  careful  of  the  men,  and  that  no  one  entered  tbe 
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town  or  gave  offence.  He  could  see,  looking  up,  the  thatched  pavilion 
on  the  little  level  shoulder  of  the  mountain,  and  pointed  to  it  cheer¬ 
fully.  “  It  is  not  far  to  go,  Huzrut,”  he  said  to  the  Peer,  “  I  may  as 
well  walk  with  these  good  friends,”  and  he  pointed  to  the  Brahmuns 
who  attended  him.  -.Put  Fazil  would  not  allow  it,  nor  the  Peer  either. 
“You  must  go  in  state,”  they  said,  “as  the  representative  of  the  King- 
ought  to  do,”  and  he  then  took  his  seat  in  the  litter. 

“  Khoda  Hafiz — may  God  protect  you,  father  !”  said  Fazil,  as  he 
bent  his  head  into  the  palankeen,  when  the  bearers  took  it  up;  “come 
back  happily,  and  do  not  delay !  ” 

“  Inshalla  !”  said  the  Khan  smilingly,  “fear  not,  i  will  not  delay, 
and  thou  canst  watch  me  up  yonder.”  So  he  went  on,  the  priest’s 
hand  leaning  upon  the  edge  of  the  litter  as  he  walked  by  its  side. 

On  through  the  town,  fi'om  the  terraced  houses  of  which,  crowds 
of  women  looked  down  on  the  little  procession,  and  men,  mostly  un¬ 
armed,  or  unremarkable  in  any  case,  saluted  them,  or  regarded  them 
with  clownish  curiosity.  No  one  could  see  that  the  court  of  every 
house  behind,  was  filled  with  armed  men  thirsting  for  blood,  and 
awaiting  the  signal  to  attack. 

The  Khan’s  agent,  Puntojee  Gopiuath,  being  a  fat  man,  had  left 
word  at  the  gate  which  defended, the  entrance  of  the  road  to  the  fort, 
that  he  had  preceded  the  Khan,  and  w'ould  await  him  at  the  pavilion. 
He  had  seen  no  one  since  the  night  before,  and  he  knew  only  that  the 
Khan  would  come  to  meet  the  Rajah.  That  was  all  he  had  stipulated 
for,  and  his  part  was  performed.  He  believed  that  Sivaji  would  seize 
Afzool  Khan,  and  hold  him  a  hostage  for  the  fulfilment  of  all  his 
demands  ;  and  the  line  of  argument  in  his  own  mind  was,  that  if  the 
Khan  resisted,  and  was  hurt  in  the  fray  which  might  ensue,  it  was 
no  concern  of  his.  But  he  did  not  know  the  Rajah’s  intention,  nor 
did  the  Rajah’s  two  Brahmuns  who  had  ascended  with  him ;  and 
they  all  three  now  sat  down  together  upon  the  knoll,  waiting  the 
coming  of  Afzool  Khan  from  below,  and  the  Rajah  from  above. 

As  the  agreement  had  specified,  except  one  each,  there  were  to  be 
no  armed  men :  no  other  people  -were  present  but  one,  -who  seemed 
to  be  a  labourer,  who  was  tying  up  a  rough  mat  to  the  side  of  the 
pavilion  to  keep  out  the  wind  and  sun.  Gopinath  looked  from  time 
to  time  up  the  mountain-road,  and  again  down  to  the  town,  specula¬ 
ting  upon  the  cause  of  delay  in  the  Rajah’s  coming  ;  and  the  others 
told  him  he  would  not  leave  the  fort  till  the  Khan  had  arrived  below, 
and  showed  him  a  figure  standing  upon  the  edge  of  the  large  bastion 
which  overhung  the  precipice  above,!  relieved  sharply  against  the 
clear  sky,  which  was  fronting  towards  the  quarter  by  which  the 
Khan’s  retiniie  should  come,  and  apparently  giving  signals  to  others 
behind  him. 

‘  Your  master  is  coming,”  said  the  Secretary,  “they  see  him  from 
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above and,  almost  as  bo  spoke,  the  bright  glinting  of  steel  caps 
and  lance-heads,  with  a  confused  mass  of  horsemen,  appeared  on  the 
road  to  the  fort,  among  the  trees,  and  they  sat  and  watched  them 
come  on.  Then  the  force  halted  in  the  open  space  before  the  outer 
gate,  where  the  Khan’s  little  procession  formed,  and  entered  the  town. 
After  that,  the  houses  and  the  trees  of  the  mountain-side  concealed 
them.  How  beautiful  was  the  scene ! 

The  wind  had  died  away,  and  the  sun  shone  with  a  blaze  of  heat 
unknown  elsewhere,  striking  down  among  those  moist  narrow  valleys 
with  a  power  which  would  have  been  painful,  but  for  the  cool  refresh¬ 
ing  air  by  which  it  was  tempered.  The  distant  mountains  glowed 
under  the  effect  of  the  trembling  exhalations,  which,  rising  now 
unseen,  tempered  the  colours  of  the  distance  to  that  tender  blue  and 
grey  which  melts  into  the  tint  of  the  sky.  The  rugged  precipices 
above  wmre  softened  in  effect ;  and  the  heavy  masses  of  foliage,  fes¬ 
toons  of  creepers,  and  the  dense  woods,  rich  in  colour,  combined  to 
enhance  the  Avonderful  beauty  of  the  spot.  There  was  perfect  silence, 
except  the  occasional  monotonous  drumming  notes  of  woodpeckers 
in  the  glens,  and  the  shrill  chirrup  of  tree-crickets  Avhich  occasionally 
broke  out  and  Avas  again  silent. 

In  a  few  minutes,  the  shouts  of  the  Khan’s  palankeen-bearers  were 
heard  beloAV,  and  the  litter  suddenly  emerged  from  a  turn  in  the  road, 
being  pushed  on  by  the  combined  efforts  of  the  men.  The  Bralimun’s 
heart  bounded  when  he  saAv  the  figure  of  the  priest  beside  the  litter, 
holding  to  it,  and  pressing  up  the  ascent  vigorously.  “Will  he 
escape?”  he  said  mentally;  “the  Mother  forbid  it, — let  her  take 
him  !”  A  feAv  more  steps,  and  the  palankeen  was  at  the  knoll ;  it 
was  set  down,  and  the  Khan’s  shoes  being  placed  for  him  by  a  bearer, 
he  put  his  feet  into  them  and  got  out,  speaking  to  the  priest,  who 
Avas  panting  Avith  his  exertion. 

“Is  he  not  here,  Puntojee?”  cried  the  Khan  to  the  Brahmun, 
Avho  sahxted  him  respectfully. 

“  No,  my  lord,  not  yet.  Ah  !  look,”  he  continued,  as  he  turned 
towards  the  pass,  “  there  are  two  men  on  the  path,  and  that  one,  the 
smallest,  is  he.” 

The  men  coming  down  appeared  to  hesitate,  and  Avaved  their  hands, 
as  if  warning  off  some  one. 

“It  is  the  bearers,” said  one  of  SiA^aji’s  Secretaries.  “  The  Rajah 
is  timid,  and  fears  the  crowd  he  sees.” 

The  Khan  laughed.  “  Good,”  he  said  to  the  men.  “Go  aAvay; 
sit  down  yonder  in  the  shade.  You  Avill  be  called  Avhen  I  Avant  you;” 
and  as  they  got  up  and  retired,  the  two  men  advanced  slowly  and 
cautiously  doAvn  the  pathway. 

Afzool  Khan  Avent  forward  a  feAv  paces  as  Sivaji  and  ^Maloosray 
^ame  up,  “  You  are  welcome,  Rajah  Sahib.  Embrace  me,”  he  said 
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to  Sivaji.  “  Let  there  be  no  doubt  between  ns and  he  stretched 
forth  his  arms  in  the  usual  manner, 

Sivaji  stooped  to  the  embrace;  and  as  the  Khan’s  arms  were  laid  upon 
his  shoulders,  and  he  was  thus  unprotected,  struck  the  sharp  deadly 
tiger’s-claw  dagger  deeply  into  his  bowels,  seconding  the  blow  with 
one  from  the  other  dagger  which  he  had  concealed  in  his  left  hand. 

Afzool  Khan  reeled  and  staggered  under  the  deadly  wounds. 
“Dog  of  a  Kafir!”  he  cried,  pressing  one  hand  to  the  wound,  while 
he  drew  the  sword  he  wore  with  the  other,  and  endeavoured  to 
attack  the  Rajah.  Alas !  what  use  now  were  those  feeble  blows 
against  concealed  armour  ?  Faint  and  sick,  the  Klhan  reeled  hither 
and  thither,  striking  vainly  against  the  Rajah,  who,  with  the  terrible 
sword  now  in  his  hand,  and  crying  the  national  shout  of  “Hur,  Hur, 
Mahadeo!”  rained  blow  upon  blow  on  his  defenceless  enemy.  It 
was  an  unequal  strife,  soon  finished.  Falling  heavily,  Afzool  Khan 
died  almost  as  he  reached  the  earth. 

Meanwhile,  Maloosray  had  attacked  the  priest  with  aU  his  force 
and  sldll,  but  the  Peer  was  a  good  swordsman,  and  for  a  short  time 
held  his  ground.  Neither  spoke,  except  in  muttered  curses,  as  blows 
were  struck ;  but  Tannajee  Maloosray  had  no  equal  in  his  weapon, 
and  as  he  cried  to  the  Rajah,  who  was  advancing  to  his  aid,  to  keep 
back  the  priest,  distracted  by  the  assault  of  another  enemy,  received 
his  death-blow,  and  sank  to  the  ground. 

“  Jey  Kalee  I ”  shouted  both.  “Now,  blow  loud  and  shrill,  Gunnoo, 
for  thy  life,”  continued  the  Rajah,  “  and  thou  shalt  have  a  collar  of 
gold.” 

The  man  who  had  appeared  to  be  a  labourer,  seized  his  horn,  which 
had  been  concealed  in  the  grass,  and  blew  a  long  note,  with  a  shrill 
quivering  flourish  at  the  close,  which  resounded  through  the  air,  and 
echoed  among  the  mountains ;  and  thrice  repeated  the  signal. 

Then  a  great  puff  of  smoke,  foUow'ed  by  a  report  which  thundered 
through  the  valley,  burst  from  the  bastion  above.  Those  who  were 
looking  from  the  fort,  and  the  Rajah  himself,  who  ran  to  the  edge  of 
the  knoll,  saw  the  wreaths  of  fire  which  burst  from  the  thickets  about 
the  plain  where  the  Mahomedan  cavalry  stood,  and  a  sharp  irroo^ular 
crash  of  matchlock  shots  came  up  from  below,  and  continued. 
Hundreds  died  at  every  volley,  and  there  w^ere  writhing,  strugglino* 
masses  of  horses  and  men  on  the  plain — loose  horses  careering  abou^; 
and  some  men  still  mounted,  strove  to  pierce  the  barriers  which  had 
been  made  on  every  side,  crowded  on  each  other,  and,  falling  fast, 
became  inextricable.  Soon,  too,  the  Mawullees,  under  Nettajeo 
Palkur,  emerged  sword  in  hand  from  their  ambush,  and  attacked 
those  who  survived.  Some  escaped ;  but  of  the  fifteen  hundred  men 
who  had  ridden  there  in  their  pride  that  morning,  few  lived  to  tell 
the  tale. 
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Moro  Triinmul  had  taken  up  his  position  over  night  on  a  hill 
overlooking  the  main  camp  of  Afzool  Khan’s  army.  A  few  boughs 
placed  together  formed  a  cover  and  screen  on  a  high  knoll,  which 
commanded  a  view  of  the  camp  beneath,  and  of  the  summit  of  4he 
fort  whence  his  signal  was  to  come.  He  sat  there  watching,  and 
observed  the  force  below,  careless,  without  a  guard,  without  weapons 
— the  men  sitting  idly,  wandering  about,  or  cooking,  as  it  might  be. 
Every  moment  seemed  interminable ;  and  the  eyes  of  those  who 
looked  with  him  were  strained  towards  the  fort. 

“  One,”  he  cried  at  last,  as  the  first  puff  of  bright  smoke  burst  from 
the  bastion — “  two — thi*ee — four — five  !  Enough.  It  is  complete, 
my  friends.  Now,  cry  ‘  Hur,  Hur,  !Mahadeo  !’  and  upon  them. 
Spare  no  one !  Come,  friends,  let  us  sack  the  Khan’s  tents  first, 
Avhere  I  have  some  work  of  my  own  to  do.” 

“Beware,”  said  an  elderly  oflficer,  who  stood  near  him — “beware, 
Moro  Pundit,  of  the  master,  if  thou  disobey  him  in  this.  He  will  suffer 
no  insult  to  the  women.” 

“Tooh  !  ”  cried  Moro  Trimmul,  spitting  contemptously,  “  I  am  a 
Brahmun,  and  he  dare  not  interfere  with  me.  Come  !  ” 

Ten  thousand  throats  were  crying  the  battle-cry  of  the  Hetkurees, 
as  they  burst  from  the  thickets  upon  the  bewildered  army.  Why 
follow  them  ?  In  a  few  hours  there  was  a  smell  of  blood  ascending 
-to  the  sky,  and  vultures — scenting  it  from  their  resting-places  on 
the  precipices  of  the  mountains,  and  from  their  soaring  stations  in  the 
clouds — were  fast  descending  upon  the  plain  in  hideous  flocks. 

Shortly  after  the  Khan  had  left — he  could  scarcely  have  reached 
the  fort — two  figures,  a  man  and  a  boy,  ran  rapidly  across  the  camp 
at  their  utmost  speed  towai’ds  the  Khan’s  tents — they  were  the 
hunchback  and  Ashruf.  When  Eazil  had  dismissed  them,  the  night 
before,  they  had  taken  the  read  to  Wye ;  and  immediately  beyond 
the  confines  of  the  camp,  where  the  road  ascended  a  rocky  pass,  had 
been  seized  by  the  Mahratta  pickets  posted  there.  In  vain  they  urged 
they  were  but  Dekhan  ballad-singers ;  they  were  not  released.  “  Ye 
shall  sing  for  us  to-morrow,”  they  said,  “when  we  have  made  the 
sacrifice,  the  ballads  of  the  goddess  at  Tooljapoor ;  ”  and,  bound 
together,  they  lay  by  the  tree  where  the  party  of  men  was  stationed. 
There  they  heard  all,  but  were  helpless. 

“  Ah,  masters,”  said  Lukshmun,  as  daylight  broke,  “  unbind  us ; 
we  are  stiff  with  the  cold ;  we  will  not  run  away  ;  and  I  will  sing 
you  the  morning  hymn  of  the  goddess,  as  the  Brahmuns  sing  it  at 
Tooljapoor.  See,  my  arms  are  swelled,  and  the  boy’s  too.” 

“  Loose  him,  brother,”  said  one  of  the  men,  “  we  shall  soon  now 
have  the  signal.  Wait  you  here,”  he  added,  as  Lukshmun  finished 
the  chant,  “  and  we  will  fill  your  pouches  with  Beejapoor  rupee.s 
when  we  come  back.” 
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“Alas !  ”  said  the  hunchback,  with  a  rueful  face,  “ this  little  brother 
came  from  Wye  last  night,  to  say  my  elder  brother,  Rama,  was  dead. 
Good  sirs,  let  me  go  and  bury  him,”  and  he  began  to  sob  bitterly. 

“Let  them  go,  Nowla,”‘said  another  of  the  men;  “they  will  be 
only  in  our  way  ;  we  can’t  stop  to  guard  them.” 

“  My  blessings  on  ye,  gentlemen  !  Only  let  us  go  now,  and  we  will 
come  to  you  and  sing  congratulations  when  you  have  won  the 
victory,”  said  Lukshmuu  humbly. 

“  Go,”  said  the  men,  “  but  do  not  retuni  to  camp,  else  we  will  slay 
you  if  we  see  you  there.” 

“  They  will  die,  or  worse,”  said  the  hunchback,  whispering  to 
A.shruf,  “for  Moro  Trimmul  is  the  leader  here.  Come,  let  us  save 
the  Khan’s  wife  and  the  lady  Zyna,”  and  they  turned  into  the 
jungle  in  the  direction  of  the  camp. 

The  boy  was  bold  and  quick-witted.  As  they  ran  on,  “  I  can  get 
into  the  zenana,”  he  said,  “  under  the  tent  wall,  and  perhaps  we  can 
make  them  change  clothes,  and  fly — but  if  they  stay  ?  ” 

“I  will  get  the  ponies  ready,”  replied  the  other,  and  they  ran  the 
faster  over  the  plain,  unperceived. 

They  reached  the  tents,  and  the  boy  entered  as  he  said.  Who 
would  believe  them  ?  Zyna  heard  the  tale  with  sickening  dread, 
and  Lui'lee,  assured  by  the  others,  at  first  disbelieved  him,  and 
threatened  him  with  stripes.  The  women-servants  crowded  around, 
and  some  began  to  shriek,  and  were  with  difficulty  pacified ;  others 
mocked  him  and  turned  away.  Still  the  boy  urged :  and  the  hunch¬ 
back,  desperate,  and  dreading  the  delay,  now  found  his  way  into  the 
enclosure,  and  prostrated  himself  before  them. 

“  I  know  the  country,”  he  said  :  “  fly  !  take  what  jewels  you  can 
carry,  and  come.  God  be  with  them,  lady  !  ”  he  continued,  as  Zyna 
and  Lurlee  cried  aloud  for  their  husband  and  brother — “  God  bo 
with  them  !  they  are  mounted  and  will  escape,  and  we  may  yet 
meet ;  but  stay  not  here,  else  ye  will  die,  or  be  dishonoured,  and  the 
Khan  will  kill  me.” 

Then  another  voice  was  heard  without,  shouting.  It  was  Shore 
Khan,  who  had  been  left  in  charge  of  the  private  camp.  “  Go !  ”  he 
cried,  “  I  see  men  moving  in  the  woods,  and  there  is  confusion  and 
treachery.”  And  others  said  the  same.  Then,  too,  they  heard  the 
five  guns  of  the  fort,  and  there  broke  fi’om  the  mountains  around  a 
hoarse  roar  of  voices,  “  Hiir,  Hui*,  Mahadeo  !  ” 

This  decided  them.  A  hurried  change  of  clothes,  some  coarse 
garments  thrown  over  them,  and  the  ponies  being  led  within  the 
enclosure,  the  ladies  were  lifted  on  them  and  carried  out.  O,  to  see 
the  stupid  misery  of  those  women !  Hitherto  secluded,  they  could 
undei’stand  nothing ;  they  had  no  power  to  resist ;  and  why  they 
should  be  taken  out  among  men,  when  the  shouts  and  screams  of  the 
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camp  were  growing  wilder  every  moment,  they  could  not  understand. 
So  they  ^vrung  their  hands  in  speechless  terror. 

“  Come  with  the  ladies,  Shere  Khan,”  cried  Lukshmun;  “come, 
save  thyself,  old  man  !  ” 

“No,”  he  replied  sadly;  “my  time  is  come,  and  the  sherbet  of 
death  will  be  sweet.  Go  thou,  and  all  of  ye  who  can,”  he  added  to 
those  who  had  gathered  with  the  women.  “  Quick  !  quick  !  else  it 
will  be  too  late.” 

The  shouts  of  “  Hur,  Hur,  Mahadeo  !  ”  were  already  mingling  on 
the  confines  of  the  camp  with  the  battle-cries  of  the  'Moslems,  who 
had  rallied  in  small  parties,  and  the  flood  of  attack  was  there  stayed 
for  a  little :  this  saved  the  fugitives.  Close  by  the  enclosure  of  tent 
walls  ran  the  rivulet,  and  its  banks  were  high  and  covered  with 
brushwood  on  the  sides,  which  concealed  the  party.  Lukshmun, 
with  a  true  freebooter’s  instinct,  led  Zyna’s  pony  down  the  bank, 
accompanied  by  some  of  the  terrified  women-servants,  and  Lurlee 
followed.  So  they  proceeded  at  a  rapid  pace  down  the  stream, 
meeting  no  one,  and  concealed  from  view. 

They  heard  the  hideous  din  of  shouts,  screams,  and  shots  increase 
behind  them,  but  it  gradually  softened  with  distance,  and  in  a  little 
time  Lukshmun  turned  up  the  sandy  bed  of  a  tributary  brook,  on 
the  sides  of  which  the  jungle  was  thicker,  while  the  bed  was  narrower* 
and  more  tortuous ;  and,  bidding  every  one  tread  only  in  the  shallow 
stream  which  flowed  in  the  midst,  in  order  to  afford  no  traces  of 
footsteps,  he  hurried  on,  still  leading  Zyna’s  pony  by  the  bridle. 
“  Fear  not,  lady,”  he  said  confidently, — “the  worst  is  past,  and  God 
will  be  merciful ;  fear  not.” 

In  the  camp  there  was  but  a  short  resistance.  On  the  one  hand, 
the  desperate  valour  of  the  mountain  soldiery,  the  certainty  of  plunder, 
revenge  for  Tooljapoor,  and  the  example  of  Moro  Trimmul  and  other 
leaders  ;  and  on  the  other,  the  helpless,  disorganized,  bewildered 
mass  before  them,  rendered  the  assault  irresistible.  The  first  attack¬ 
ing  bodies  were  succeeded  by  mass  upon  mass  of  fresh  assailants 
from  all  quarters,  and  these  successive  tides  of  men  surged  resist- 
lessly  across  the  camp,  overwhelming  all. 

When  Moro  Trimmul  and  his  pai'ty  reached  the  Khan’s  tents,  thev 
found  no  one.  The  tracks  of  the  ponies,  where  they  had  descended 
the  bank,  were,  however,  visible,  and  were  taken  up  by  his  followers, 
who  dashed  for  ard  like  bloodhounds  on  a  scent.  “  Away  after 
them,  Kakrcy  !  ”  uxied  the  Brahmun  to  a  subordinate  officer.  “Thou 
art  a  better  tracker  than  I.  Bring  them  to  me, — then,”  he  added  to 
himself,  “  Fazil  Khan,  wc  will  sec  who  wins  the  game, — you  or  I.” 
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CHAPTER  LXXIX.  . 

The  ambassador’s  family,  with  whom  Tara  had  received  protection, 
had  ai-rived  at  Pertabgurh  the  day  before  the  events  related  in  the 
last  chapter.  At  Wye  some  traces  of  her  mother’s  family,  the 
Durpeys,  had  been  found,  but  they  were  now  residing  at  or  near 
Poona:  it  would  require  several  days  ta  communicate  with  them; 
and  a  much  longer  period  for  them,  or  any  one  of  them,  to  come 
for  Tara  and  take  her  away.  Meanwhile,  therefore,  there  was  no 
resource  but  to  stay  where  she  was,  and  to  endure,  what  was  daily 
becoming  more  and  more  insupportable. 

Personally,  Govind  Rao,  the  Envoy,  was  kind  to  her,  and  con¬ 
tinually  renewed  his  offers  of  assistance  and  protection ;  but  from 
his  sister,  the  widow  Pudma  Bye,  Tara  had  to  endure  insult  and  ill- 
usage,  from  which  the  Envoy’s  wife  was  unable  to  save  her.  Few, 
indeed,  in  the  house,  chose  to  risk  the  bitterness  of  Pudma’s  tongue, 
or  the  vimlence  of  her  spite.  Her  brother  even  feared  her,  and 
avoided  her  as  much  as  possible. 

So  she  employed  herself  in  ascetic  penances  and  religious  exercises, 
fasted  long  and  often,  and  mortified  herself  in  various  ingenious  ways, 
with  a  view  to  establishing  a  character  for  sanctity  which  should 
make  her  famous.  As  might  be  supposed,  she,  the  general  dis¬ 
tributor  of  the  family  alms,  had  many  friends  among  the  priestly 
Brabmuns,  who  attended  the  house  and  partook  of  her  brother’s 
charity  ;  and  it  was  an  object  with  many,  by  flattering  her  vanity, 
to  make  those  alms  as  large  as  possible,  and  to  induce  her  to  under¬ 
take  ceremonies  which  could  not  be  performed  without  priestly  aid, 
and,  necessai’ily,  money. 

The  chief  of  these  priests  was  one  Wittul  Shastree,  an  elderly  man 
of  grave  aspect,  but  with  a  hard  expression  of  countenance,  whicli 
might  proceed  from  austerity  or  avarice,  or  both  combined.  He  was 
the  agent  or  commissary  of  the  prince  superior  of  the  Brahmuns  of 
the  province,  and  held  authoiaty  sufficient  for  the  disposal  of  cases 
of  heretical  en-or,  misconduct  as  to  caste  affairs,  and  other  matters 
of  religious  discipline.  On  grave  occasions  of  ceremony  he  directed 
these  proceedings,  and,  in  virtue  of  his  office,  was  in  proportion 
feared  by  all  who  might  by  any  possibility  come  under  his  influence 
or  power. 

Tara’s  presence  in  the  family  could  not  be  kept  a  secret.  The  fact 
of  a  widow  existing  there  who  wore  silken  garments  and  jewels,  and 
who  had  not  her  head  shaved,  was  an  infringement  of  caste  dis¬ 
cipline  which  required  prompt  investigation;  and  as  the  Envoy 
an-ived  at  the  fort,  the  Shastree  betook  himself  to  Pudma  Bye,  as 
well  to  receive  the  donations  which  wei’e  his  due  since  she  had 
been  absent,  as  to  make  inquiry. 
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The  Envoy  himself  was  absent  at  the  Rajah’s  Kucheri.  Amba 
Bye  was  busy  arranging  her  house  after  her  long  absence,  and  Tara 
was  assisting  her  with  an  alacrity  and  intelligence  which  at  once 
surprised  and  gratified  her.  On  her  own  part,  the  worthy  good- 
natured  dame  was  not  slow  in  evincing  warm  affection :  which  had 
arisen  out  of  the  helpless  condition  of  Tara  on  the  one  hand,  and  the 
loving  confidence  which  she  had  displayed  on  the  first  evening  of 
their  companionship. 

Ah !  it  was  a  cruel  struggle  for  the  poor  girl.  Perhaps  we,  who 
belong  to  another  creed  and  faith,  can  hardly  estimate  it.  And  yet 
the  springs  and  motives  of  human  action  have  parallels  so  close 
everywhere,  that  we  can  at  least  follow  the  events  which  had  to  be 
endured,  alike  without  aid,  and  without  sympathy. 

Poor  Tara !  could  she  deny  herself  the  secret  contemplation  of  the 
noble  youth  who,  she  knew,  was  her  lover  ?  Could  she  forget  the 
sweet  companionship  of  Zyna,  the  rough  but  loving  caresses  of  the 
Khan’s  wife,  and  the  hearty  greeting  of  the  Khan  himself  ?  Alas,  no  ! 
it  was  impossible,  and  yet  all  these  were  in  direct  antagonism  with 
her  own  creed,  with  the  people  of  her  own  faith.  What  had  she 
been  taught  to  believe,  but  that  Brahmuns  were  the  gods  of  the  earth 
— divine  emanations,  incapable  of  sin,  and  only  resting  here  for  a 
while  in  expiation  of  the  errors  of  former  births,  till  they  were 
absorbed  again,  into  divinity,  as  a  drop  of  rain-water  in  the  sea,  or 
as  the  sparks  falling  back  into  the  fire ! 

She  herself  was  a  Brahmun  of  the  highest  rank  and  caste:  the 
very  idea  of  a  Mussulman  should  have  been  abhorrent  and  repellant 
to  her.  Was  it  so  ?  Alas,  no  !  She,  an  orphan  as  she  believed  her¬ 
self,  had  felt  her  sorrow  soothed,  and  her  honour  powerfully  pro¬ 
tected  :  she  had  been  received  into  loving  communion,  with  a  noble 
family  :  she  could  not  help  contrasting  their  soft  polished  manners 
with  the  rude  homely  speech  and  rough  demeanour  of  those  with 
whom  she  now  was — far  ruder  among  those  mountains,  than  even 
among  the  people  of  her  own  town. 

Again,  and  far  above  all,  that  portion  of  the  old  old  story  which 
she  had  heard  and  believed,  when- she  knew  herself  to  be  beloved, 
would  not  be  forgotten.  It  lay  at  her  heart,  rankling  sometimes 
a»d  chafing,  because  so  impossible — and  again  was  remembered  in  a 
^weet  confidence  which,  though  more  impossible,  was  yet  inexpres¬ 
sibly  soothing.  “  He  will  remember  me — he  now  thinks  of  me,” 
she  would  say  to  herself  in  the  lonely  night,  when  ofttimes  a  bitter 
cry  was  wrung  from  her,  which  no  one  knew  of ;  “  and  he  would 
take  me  away  if  he  could — ah  yes  I  he  would  have  done  it — if  he 
could.” 

From  the  first  moment  antipathy  was  conceived  against  Tai-a  by 
Pudma  Bye,  that  virtuous  lady  had  continued  to  brood  over  it  with 
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increasing  dislike  to  her.  She  had  tried  to  excite  in  her  brother 
abhorrence  for  Tara’s  condition ;  and,  failing  that,  in  Amba  Bje, 
with  whom  she  had  as  little  success.  Both  believed  Tara  to  be  a 
priestess  of  the  goddess  whom  they  feared.  The  Envoy  had  tested 
her  knowledge  of  sacred  books,  w'hich  was  nearly  equal  to  his  own, 
for  he  did  not  pretend,  he  said,  to  be  a  scholar ;  and  in  several  dis¬ 
putations  with  other  Brahmuns  who,  attracted  by  the  news  of  Tara’s 
learning,  had  come  to  hear  her  read  and  recite  what  she  knew,  she 
had  acquitted  herself  with  favourable  impressions  upon  all.  But 
the  'woman’s  hatred  of  the  girl’s  beauty,  and  her  ascetic  austerity, 
which  would  have  made  Tara  like  herself,  could  not  be  controlled  ; 
and,  under  the  influence  of  the  Shastree,  w'as  likely  to  have  full 
scope. 

But  Wittnl  Shastree  could  not  resti’ain  himself ;  and,  unable  to 
get  speech  of  the  master  and  mistress  of  the  house,  Pudma  Bye 
was  resorted  to — a  -willing  communicator  of  all  that  she  herself 
thought,  all  that  she  had  said  and  argued,  and  all  that  she  had 
heard  of  Tara’s  sojourn  vrith  the  impure  Mussulmans.  As  for  her¬ 
self,  she  did  not,  she  said,  believe  Tara’s  story  of  Moro  Trimmul’s 
outrage ;  she,  on  the  contrary,  believed  what  he  said,  that  it  was  a 
meritorious  attempt  to  -withdraw  her  from  a  scandalous  position — 
scandalous  alike  to  herself  and  to  the  faith. 

The  Shastree’s  mind  was  at  once  made  up  as  to  his  course. 
There  had  been  several  offensive  stories  current  in  regard  to  young 
widows  lately,  and  not  without  reason :  and  they  had  escaped  his 
punishment'.  This  at  least  was  sure — the  Envoy  dare  not  deny, 
and  could  not  evade  his  power ;  and  if  Tara  appealed  to  the  Rajah 
himself,  it  would  be  on  a  point  of  caste  discipline  with  which  he — 
Rajah  though  he  was — would  not  dare  to  interfere, 

“  Let  us  hear  her  first,”  he  said  to  the  lady,  as,  having  listened 
to  Pudma  Bye’s  account  of  Tara,  he  sat  in  the  outer  verandah  of 
the  house  the  morning  after  their  arrival,  while  Tara  was  within  ; 
“  wilt  thou  call  her,  daughter  ?  we  should  not  judge  unheard.” 

Poor  Tara’s  heart  failed  her  sadly  when  Pudma  called  her.  She 
clung  to  Amba  Bye  instinctively,  trembling  as  she  saw  the  priest 
sitting  without,  and  protested  against  meeting  him.  “  He  is  a 
stranger  to  me  ;  what  have  I  to  do  with  him  ?  ”  she  said.  “  Let 
me  go  away.  I  am  not  his  to  be  questioned,  but  the  Mother’s  at 
Tooljapoor^” 

“G-o,”  whispered  Amba  Bye  to  her;  “he  is  all-powerful  here, — 
over  the  Rajah,  over  my  husband,  over  all.  Go,  tell  him  the  truth. 
I  -will  not  leave  thee.  Go,  Tara.” 

“  Wilt  thou  now  screen  her,  sister  ?  ”  cried  Pudma  Bye,  in  a 
shrill  voice,  and  stretching  out  her  bare  skinny  arms  to  Tara.  “  Is 
her  shame  to  be  our  shame— we  that  have  no  spot  or  stain  upon  us  ? 
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If  thou  art  bewitched,  I,  that  perform  the  nine  penances  daily, 
should  not  be  exposed  to  this  !  Come,  girl !  it  is  pollution  to  touch 
thee — -nevertheless,  come,  else  I  will  drag  thee  to  him.” 

“  Go  !  ”  cried  Amba,  frightened  at  the  other’s  voice  of  threat  and 
scorn  combined,  of  which  she  had  had  long  and  sad  experience  in 
the  house.  “  1  dare  not  keep  thee  now, — she  is  terrible.  Go,  Tara, 
and  answer  what  they  ask  thee.  Say  the  truth  and  the  Mother 
will  hear  thee.  0,  that  my  lord  were  here  !  O,  that  he  were  here  !  ” 
and  she  sat  down,  sobbing  and  wringing  her  hands  helplessly. 

“  Come,”  cried  Pudma,  as,  seizing  Tara  by  the  arm,  she  pulled 
her  forward.  “Art  thou  a  child,  to  be  ashamed, — thou  that  art  a 
Moorlee  ?  ” 

Tara’s  limbs  trembled  so  that  she  could  hardly  move. 

“Ah,  Mother,”  she  prayed  silently,  “I  am  not  false  to  thee  yet; 
let  me  not  be  tried  more  than  I  can  bear.  I  will  go,  even  to  death, 
but  not  to  shame.  O  Mother,  not  to  shame !  Let  me  go,  lady,” 
she  continued  to  Pudma  Bye,  “  I  Avill  follow  thee.” 

She  did  so,  and,  bending  down  submissively  before  the  priest, 
stood  up  with  her  hands  joined  in  an  attitude  of  supplication. 
For  a  moment  the  stern  jnan’s  features  relaxed  into  an  expression 
almost  of  kindness,  certainly  of  extreme  interest.  The  youth  of  the 
girl,  her  gentle  grace,  the  sad  but  beautiful  expression  of  her  face — 
above  all,  its  purity  of  expression — sent  conviction  to  his  heart  that 
there  'was  no  room  for  calumny,  none  even  for  suspicion. 

Pudma  saw  the  hesitation,  and,  herself  resolute,  resumed  rapidly 
and  passionately — 

“  Is  that  a  figure  to  be  a  widow  and  a  priestess — that  thing  with 
a  golden  zone,  and  necklaces  and  ear-rings,  and  a  silken  garment 
like  a  harlot  ?  Is  that  a  widow  who  daily  combs  her  hair,  braids  it, 
puts  sweet  flowers  and  oils  into  it,  decking  it  for  a  lover  ?  0  Shas- 

treo,  is  that  what  a  virtuous  widow  should  be  ?  Is  that  a  condition 
of  penance  and  austei’e  privation  whereby  to  inherit  life  eternal  ?  ” 

The  Shasti'ee’s  features  changed  rapidly.  “  It  cannot  be,”  he 
said ;  “  such  adornment  and  beauty  is  not  of  a  virtuous  woman. 
Xow  I  believe  thee,  sister,  and  thy  brother  must  be  spoken  to.  He 
cannot  keep  a  thing  so  offensive  in  his  house,  and  be  among  us.” 

“Hear  me,  my  loi’d,”  said  Tara,  appealing  to  him  piteously.  “I 
am  pure — I  have  done  no  evil — I  am  an  orphan  and  a  Moorlee,  but 
not  as  others ;  such  as  I  am,  the  holy  Bhartce  Swami,  -whom  I  have 
served  hitherto,  hath  made  me.  Write  to  him  if  you  will - ” 

“  What  is  this  ?  ”  said  Govind  Rao,  who  entered  at  the  moment, 
interrupting  her;  “what  art  thou  asking  of  her,  friend?  Let  her 
alone  ;  she  is  my  care.” 

“Look,”  returned  the  other,  rising,  “if  thou  art  satisfied  to  l:a’>  j 
one  like  that  remaining  in  thy  house,  the  Swami  must  know  of  it. 
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and  there  will  be  a  fine,  and  shame  will  come  to  thee  among  the 
council.  If  she  bo  a  widow,  let  her  be  treated  as  widows  should  be. 
If - ” 

“  If  I  am  a  Moorlee  of  the  goddess,  as  je  call  me,”  said  Tara, 
interposing,  “  I  am  already  shameless  in  your  eyes,  and  no  widow : 
let  me  go.  No  Moorlee  is  asked  what  she  does,  or  what  she  wears. 
The  Mother  will  not  have  those  near  her  who  are  disfigured,  and  I 
cannot  break  the  vow  I  have  made  to  her  ;  she  would  destroy  me.” 

Panting  and  excited,  flushed  with  the  desperation  of  her  speech, 
Tara  stood  erect,  with  her  eyes  flashing,  her  glowing  beauty  exciting 
the  involuntnry  admiration  of  the  men,  and  the  virulent  hatred  of 
the  woman  who  sat  with  them. 

“Sec,  brother!”  cried  Pudma  Bye,  “look  at  the  witch— look  at 
her  glowing  eyes.  It  was  by  these  shameless  eyes  that  she  won 
men  s  hearts  at  Tooljapoor.  Beware  I  beware  of  yourselves,  lest  ye 
too  fall !  Ah  1”  she  continued  with  a  scream,  “  put  her  away — kill 
her ;  but  let  her  not  go — Brahmun  as  she  is — to  the  cow-slayers  I  ” 

“Peace,”  said  her  brother;  “why  this  spite,  Pudma?  what  hath 
she  done  to  thee  ?  Peace,  and  begone  to  the  inner  rooms.  Begone !  ” 
he  cried  in  a  louder  tone,  and  stamping  his  foot,  “  begone  Dost 
thou  not  hear?” 

“  I  hear,”  she  replied  doggedly ;  “  but  I  will  not  go,  unless  the 
Shastrce  bid  mo.  Choose  now  between  us :  send  me  out  of  thy 
house  to  thy  shame,  and  keep  her,  to  thy  worse  shame ;  or  send  her 
away.  There  can  be  no  comjjromise  between  good  and  evil,  shame 
and  dishonour.” 

“  She  speaks  truly,  friend,”  said  the  Shastree  mildly.  “It  must 
be  done.  How  do  we  know  she  is  a  priestess  ?  ” 

Tara  had  not  entii’ely  lost  the  presence  of  mind  which  she  naturally 
p-ossessed,  though  she  found  it  failing  rapidly.  “  Put  me  to  the 
proof,  she  s.aid  qixickly, — “the  proof.  If  there  be  a  temple  of  the 

other  s  here,  let  me  sit  in  it  before  her  a  night  and  a  day — haply 
.she  iiiay  come  to  her  child,  as  she  did  at  Tooljapoor.  Ye  can  watch 
me  too,  there.  If  she  come  not — then  she  hath  abandoned  me,  and 
ye  can  kill  me  if  ye  please,  sirs;  better  ye  did  so,  for  I  am  indeed 
friendless.” 

“Not  so,”  cried  the  widow;  “thou  hast  friends,  Tara,  many  and 
powerful— my.sclf  the  greatest  of  all ;  but — not  as  thou  art.  Choose  I  ’ 

“  I  have  chosen,  lady,”  said  the  girl  sadly.  “  Take  me  to  tlu 
-oinplc  now— even  now, — and  leave  me  there.  A  vessel  of  water  h 
enough,  and  a  woman  to  watch  me  at  night,  if  ye  will  not  watcl 
yourselves,  I  have  already  eaten,  and  want  no  food.  I  would  "o  t( 
ihe  :\Iother.”  ° 

“  It  is  some  device,  brother,”  said  Pudma  suspiciously ;  “  soiiu 
dovicr  to  fly,  to  escape,  or - ” 
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He  smiled  and  shook  his  head.  “  It  requires  a  braver  heart  than 
a  girl’s  to  face  the  mountain-paths  alone  at'  night  among  the  l)ear8 
and  the  panthers,  sister,  and  nought  but  a  bird  could  escape  down 
the  pi’ecipices.  W^hy  these  unjust  suspicions  ?  Art  thou  ready, 
Tara  ?  If  so,  follow  me,  and  thou  too,  Shastree ;  we  will  settle  this 
matter  at  once.  There  is  no  one  now  in  the  Rajah  s  temple.  He 
has  already  paid  his  devotions,  and  is  preparing  to  meet  the  Khan. 
Come,  the  ordinary  priests  are  there,  and  there  is  no  fear  of  her. 
Come,  Tara,  fear  not.  If  thou  art  true,  the  Mother  will  defend  thee. 
Dost  thou  trust  her,  girl?” 

“  Take  me  to  her,”  she  replied.  “  I  have  no  refuge  but  with  her. 

I  am  ready.”  Then  she  turned  to  embrace  Amba  Bye,  who  now 
entered  sobbing,  and  fell  upon  her  neck. 

“  I  will  come  to  thee  by-and-by,”  she  'whispered.  “It  is  but  a  step, 
and  I  will  'v\^atch  with  thee  at  night.  I  have  a  vow  to  pay  to  the 
Mother.  Go  with  my  husband.” 

We  know  the  place  already.  It  was  where  Sivaji’s  mother  had 
sat.  A  few  -words  to  the  attendant  priest  by  Govind  Rao  and  the 
Shastree,  explained  the  ordeal  to  which  Tara  had  voluntarily  sub¬ 
jected  herself,  and  she  Avas  permitted  to  approach  the  shrine  and 
make  her  obeisance  and  offerings.  They  watched  her,  and  saw  that 
she  did  her  office  as  one  used  to  the  duty ;  and  when  it  was  finished, 
she  went  before  the  shrine,  sat  down,  and  began  to  chant  the 
morning  hymn  of  the  goddess  in  low  and  sweet  tones,  rocking  her¬ 
self  to  and  fro. 

“There  can  be  no  doubt  of  this,  Shastree,”  said  Govind  Rao, — 
“  she  is  what  she  tells  us.” 

“  She  may  be,”  he  replied,  “  but  till  the  goddess  comes  into  her 
and  speaks  by  her  mouth,  she  may  not  be  fully  believed.  Let  us 
leave  her,”  and  they  went. 

Tai’a  grew  absorbed  in  her  devotion :  she  noticed  no  one.  By- 
:md-by  a  gun  was  fired  from  a  towei*  near  her,  and  four  others 
followed.  Then  a  pause  ensued,  and  the  priest  fed  the  lamps  with 
fresh  oil,  tinkled  the  bell  on  the  shrine,  and  poured  libations  to  the 
image,  renewing  these  ceremonies  with  much  earnestness.  Tara 
scarcely  noticed  them,  for  though  it  was  broad  noonday  Avithout,  it 
was  dusk  Avithin  the  closed  vestibule.  By-and-by  a  girl,  bearing  a 
tray  of  lighted  lamps,  and  garlands  of  floAV'ers,  entered,  but  so  that 
her  face  could  not  be  seen,  and,  delivering  some  to  the  priest,  began 
a  ceremony  herself,  AA^hich  AA'as  strangely  familiar ;  and  as  Tara 
turned  her  head  for  an  instant,  she  saAV  that  it  Avas  Gunga,  and  that 
she  herself  Avas  recognized. 

Gunga  clapped  her  hands  Avith  joy.  “  At  last,”  she  cried  ex¬ 
citedly,  “  at  last !  See,  I  am  worshipping  for  the  victory  which  he 
has  gained  by  this  time.  Hush  !  thou  wilt  see  Zyna  here  presently. 
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Moro  will  bring  her  captive  ;  then  there  will  be  thfee  with  him — I, 
and  thou,  and  she.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  a  merry  three,  girl.  Host  thou 
hear,  0  Tara  ?”  But  some  strange  chill  had  struck  at  Tara  s  heart, 
and,  sinking  down  on  the  floor,  for  a  time  she  was  insensible. 


CHAPTER  LXXX. 

Gunga’s  appearance  is  easily  explained.  On  his  arrival  at  Pertabgnrh 
Moro  Trimmul  had  been  sent  to  bring  up  some  of  the  Rajah’s  Het- 
kurees  from  the  Concan,  the  tract  below  the  mountains  next  the 
sea,  and  he  had  besought  the  post  of  honour  in  the  ensuing  attack 
upon  the  Mussulman  camp,  which  had  been  granted  to  him. 

In  this  he  had  two  motives  :  the  one,  personal  distinction,  and  the 
desire  of  retaliation  for  Tooljapoor,  which  was  shared  commonly 
with  all  Brahmuns ;  and,  secondly,  and  probably  most  urgent,  the 
desire  of  revenge  upon  Pazil  Khan,  and,  if  possible,  the  capture  of 
his  sister  and  family.  That  either  Afzool  Khan  or  his  son  would 
survive  the  fight,  he  did  not  think  possible,  or  if  they  escaped  death, 
and  were  captured,  that  they  would  be  spared. 

Of  the  Rajah’s  intentions  in  regard  to  the  Khan,  he  had  no  idea ; 
and  when  Maloosray  and  Palkur  were  with  their  prince  on  the 
niglit  preceding  the  Khan’s  visit  to  the  fort,  Moro  Trimmul  was 
in  company  with  his  own  men,  placing  them  in  positions  in  the 
woods,  ready  to  obey  the  signal  which  had  been  communicated  to 
him.  Gunga,  therefore,  had  been  sent  on  to  the  fort  under  charge 
of  his  servants,  and  directed  not  only  to  have  the  house  swept  and 
prepared,  but,  as  the  guns  were  fired  from  the  fort,  to  offer  sacrifice 
for  him  in  the  temple,  and  await  his  coming. 

“Dost  thou  know  her?”  asked  the  Brahmun  priest  of  Gunga, 
when  he  heard  her  speak  to  Tara,  and  observed  the  effect  of  her 
address. 

“  Know  her  ?— Yes,  Maharaj,”  returned  Gunga,  “  she  is  a  Moorlec 
of  the  temple  at  Tooljapoor,  and  I  am  another,— that’s  w^y  I  know 
her.” 

“  It  is  curious,”  said  the  man,  musing.  “  There,  raise  her  up  till 
•  my  wife  comes ;  we  have  had  charge  of  her  given  to  us,  and  she  is 
to  watch  here  to  see  if  the  Mother  comes  to  her  to  prove  herself 
what  she  says  she  is.  Did  she  ever  prophesy  ?” 

“ The  Mother  came  to  her  once,”  replied , Gunga,  “when  she  was 
made  a  Moorlee  ;  but  I  never  saw  her  come  afterwards.  If  she 
would  be  a  true  priestess,  she  perhaps  would  come ;  but  she  is  only 
half  a  one  at  heart,  and  that’s  why  trouble  follows  her.” 

“  What  trouble  ?  ”  asked  the  pi’iest, 
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“X),  her  father  and  mother  are  dead,  killed  in  the  fight  at  Toolja- 
poor,  and  she  is  here,  among  strangers,  with  no  one  to  help  her ;  is 
not  that  trouble  enough,  Maharaj  ?  ”  replied  the  girl.  “  And  she  is 
so  beautiful,  too ;  they  say  she  is  a  witch,  and  steals  men’s  hearts, 
and  throws  them  away ;  but  I  don’t  know  that  she  is — she  is  only 
beautiful — look  at  her.” 

“Ah,  that’s,  the  worst  I  have  heard  yet,”  said  the  man,  musing. 

“Yes,  but  she  is  pure,  quite  pure,  sir,”  returned  Gunga  earnestly, 
“not  like  me  and  the  rest  of  us;  and  we  envied  her,  and  I  hated  her; 
but  I  don’t  hate  her  now,  and  when  she  wakes  I  will  tell  her  so. 
Tai'a,  Tara!  wake  I  She  is  not  dead,  sir,  is  she ?”  continued  the 
girl  dreamily,  pushing  away  Tara’s  hair  from  her  face,  and  looking 
into  her  eyes  :  “  she  does  not  answer  me.  0,  speak  to  her !  ” 

“No,  she  is  alive,”  replied  the  Brahmun,  feeling  her  hand  and 
forehead.  “Wait,  I  will  bring  some  water.” 

“Would  she  were  dead — dead  ere  he  came,”  Gunga  muttered  to 
herself.  “  He  will  not  spare  her  now — ah  me  I  not  now  :  and  in  the 
heat  and  confusion  of  victory,  who  will  care  for  her?  All  those 
she  loved  last,  too,  are  dead — all  gone — and  that  fair  boy  with  the 
rest !  Ah  me,  better  she  died !  Tara,  drink  I  here  is  water  I  ” 

A  woman  came  with  a  brass  vessel  full,  and  helped  Gunga  to  raise 
her  up,  while  she  poured  some  into  her  mouth,  and  sprinkled  her 
face  gently.  They  saw  Tara  heave  a  great  sigh ;  and  presently,  as 
the  woman  fanned  her  with  the  end  of  her  garment,  she  awoke  and 
looked  dreamily  around  her— first  to  the  woman,  then  to  Gunga, 
against  whom  she  was  reclining.  Her  first  impulse  was  to  rise,  but 
in  the  attempt  she  sank  down  again,  and  buried  her  face  in  her 
hands. 

“Why  art  thou  here?”  she  cried  piteously.  “0  Gunga,  go  ! 
leave  me.”  She  did  not  yet  comprehend  what  had  been  said  of 
victory,  for  she  made  no  allusion  to^t. 

“No,  Tara,  not  now,”  said  the  girl — “  not  now.  I  Avill  tell  thee 
why.  Go,”  she  continued  to  the  woman.  “  You  are  kind.  Go 
now.  I  have  that  to  say  to  my  sister  which  no  one  must  hear.  Go ! 
We  are  priestesses,  and  will  serve  the  Mother  in  our  own  fashion.  But 
if  I  need  shelter  for  her,  wilt  thou  give  it  ?  ” 

Ah,”  replied  the  dame,  “  we  are  poor  people,  and  can  do  little ; 
but  the  Maha  Ranee  is  kind  and  just — I  will  speak  to  her.” 

“  True,”  replied  Gunga  absently ;  “  if  needs  be,  I  will  come  to 
thee  again — now,  go.  Tara  !  ”  she  continued,  stretching  out  her 
hands  to  her  imploringly  when  the  woman  had  gone  out — “0  Tara, 
look  up  I  look  up,  and  see  if  I  be  like  what  I  was  ; — cast  me  not 
away  now,  for  we  are  both  in  the  like  misery!  0  Mother!”  she 
cried  to  the  image  on  the  altar,  “  bid  her  speak  to  me,  ere  it  be  too 
late  ; — bid  her  trust  to  me,  and  save  herself !  Tara,  behold  I  kiss 
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your  feet ;  trust  me  now,  as  I  swear  on  them  not  to  fail  you.  No, 
no,  never,  never  more — never  more,  except  in  death.  See  what  I 
do!” 

She  arose,  went  to  the  shrine,  and  prostrated  herself  before  it  on 
her  face,  so  that  her  hands  embraced  the  feet  of  the  image.  “  O, 
kill  me.  Mother — 0,  kill  me,  Mother  !”  Tara  heard  her  cry,  in  a  pas¬ 
sionate  burst  of  weeping  ;  kill  me,  if  thou  Avilt,  for  touching  thee, 
Vv'ho  am  not  worthy  ;  but  hear  me,  and  help  me  to  save  Tara.  She 
is  thy  child.  0,  let  me  save  her  for  thee.  I  will, — I  will,  if  thou 
wilt  bid  her  trust  me,  for  I  am  not  lying  now.  I  am  true  to  thee  and 
to  her!” 

The  words  were  almost  inarticulate,  and  gasped  or  sobbed,  rather 
than  spoken.  They  fell  strangely  on  Tara’s  ears  as  Gunga  still 
moaned  rather  than  spoke.  “  Mother — O  Mother,  I  am  true,  I  am 
not  lying  ;  bid  her  trust  me  !  bid  her  trust  me  !” 

It  was  impossible  to  resist  them.  Tara  rose  and  went  across  the 
vestibule  to  her.  “  Gunga,”  she  said,  “  get  up,  I  am  here  :  w'hat 
wouldst  thou  of  me  ?” 

The  girl  arose,  put  away  the  dishevelled  hair  from  her  face,  and 
bowed  before  Tai'a,  embracing  her  knees.  She  was  not  repulsed 
this  time.  The  priest  had  watched  the  scene  wonderingly — he  could 
not  iinderstand  it.  Tara  Avas  standing  beside  the  door  of  the  slirinc, 
the  light  from  AAuthin  streaming  out  upon  her.  Her  slight  figure  was 
draAvn  up  to  its_  full  height,  and  her  beautiful  features  Avero  calm— 
almost  sublime  in  their  expression.  Lying  at  her  feet,  and  clasniug 
them,  Avas  the  other  girl,  still  moaning  in  apparent  agony. 

She  hath  done  .some  terrible  crime,”  thought  the  Brahmun,  “and 
the  other  AA'ill  intercede  for  her.” 

“  0  Tara — 0  Tara,”  cried  Gunga  piteously, “I  dare  not  look  up  to 
thee  now;  all  my  shame  is  rushing  back  into  my  heart;  my  AA'ords 
and  my  touch  are  alike  pollution  to  thee  !  0  Tai'a,  I  dare  not  ask 
forgiveness — I  who  have  Avronged  thee  so  foully.  Speak,  for  time 
passes  quickly,  and  they  Avill  be  here — AA'ilt  thou  trust  me  noAV  ?  O 
IMother,  Mother !  AA’hat  can  I  do  ?  what  can  I  say  to  make  her  trust 
me — to  make  her  forgiAm  me  ?  ” 

Look  up,  Gunga,  said  lara,  sitting  doAA'n,  and  gently  partiiif'’ 
the  hair  on  the  girl’s  forehead,  “Avhat  hast  thou  done  ?  Tt  was  he  not 
thou  ;  see,  I  forgive  thee  freely.”  ’ 

“0  yes,  it  Avas  he,  not  I,”  she  cried,— “  I  resisted,  and  ho  used  to 
beat  mo.  Yes,  he  beat  me  cruelly  only  yesterday,  Avlicn  he  left  me, 
and  then  it  came  into  my  heai-t  to  save  thee  !  Yes,  the  Mother  told 
me — I  know  it  noAA'— to  come  here,  and  I  have  found  thee.  Listen !  ” 
.•^be  continued,  rising,  and  looking  hurriedly  about  her.  “  There  is  no 
one  near— all  are  gone.  Come  !  come  !  Ave  are  not  seen  ;— come  at 
once, — do  not  delay:  Ave  can  escape  during  the  confusion.  Hark! 
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Tney  avo  fighting  beloAv — romc !  I  tell  thee  the  tigers  and  the  bears 
on  the  mountain,  are  better  for  me  and  thee  than  they.  Dost  tlion 
not  hear  ?  ” 

.  “It  is  the  men  firing  for  the  Khan’s  arrival,”  said  Tara  gently; 
“  there  is  no  fighting.  Who  should  fight  ?  ” 

“  Ah  no,”  cried  Gunga,  “  they  are  attacked, — the  Khan  is  already 
killed.  I  heard  it  as  I  came  in — they  are  all  dead  or  dying.  0  Tara, 
I  tell  thee  that  no  one  will  escape, — no,  not  one.  Hark !  the  din 
increases,  and  thou  art  here:  alas!  alas!  0  Mother!  tell  it  to  her,” 
she  exclaimed,  with  passionate  gesticulation,  to  the  senseless  image 
before  them — “  tell  it  to  her — she  will  not  believe  me — Tara,  dost 
thou  not  hear  ?  ” 

Just  then,  an  eddy,  perhaps,  of  the  mountain-wind,  brought  up  to 
them  from  the  deep  valley  below,  a  hoarse,  confused  din  of  shouts, 
shots,  and  conflict.  It  could  not  be  mistaken.  Tara  had  heard  it 
once  at  Tooljapoor,  but  this  was  far  more  tremendous. 

“  Come  !  ”  again  shrieked  Gunga,  seizing  her  arm,  and  dragging 
her  away — “  come  !  It  is  our  last  chance  for  life— do  not  throw  it 
away.  We  can  get  out  and  hide  among  the  bushes ;  and  I  will  never 
leave  thee,  Tara,  never.” 

But  she  spoke  to  one  now  wcllnigh  bereft  of  sense.  The  Khan 
killed,  the  rest  attacked,  and  the  fierce  turmoil  of  the  fight  coming  up 
stronger  and  stronger,  till  the  fretted  roof  of  the  temple  seemed  filled 
with  the  sound,  overpowered  Tara ;  for  at  last,  the  hideous  truth 
seemed  to  flash  upon  her,  as  she  sat  down  and  buried  her  face  in  her 
lap  in  an  attitude  of  mute  despair ;  but  Gunga  would  not  let  her 
rest. 

“  Ah,  I  am  believed  now,”  she  cried  wildly  :  “  listen  !  Moro  Trim- 
miil,  with  thousands  upon  thousands,  has  attacked  the  camp,  and  he 
sw'ore  to  me  to  bring  the  Khan’s  wife  and  daughter  hither.  0  Tara  ! 
will  he  spare  them  ?  He  swore  he  would  not,  and  he  beat  me  when  I 
j)leaded  for  them.  Look !  here  ai’e  bruises  on  me.  I  tell  thee  he  will 
not  spare  them  or  you.  Come  !” 

“  I  will  die  here, — I  will  not  go  from  the  Mother,  Gunga,”  replied 
Tara.  “  I  am  her  child  noAv — only  hers  :  let  her  do  with  me  as  she 
wills,  I  will  not  go.  Save  thyself,  care  not  for  me,”  and  she  arose 
and  pi’ostrated  herself  before  the  shrine.  “  0  IMother,”  she  cried 
piteously,  “  I  will  not  leave  thee  again.  Death  or  life,  what  matters 
it  to  me  ?  let  it  be  as  thou  wilt.  I  have  promised  not  to  leave  thee, 
and  I  am  here  waiting.”  Then  rising,  she  seated  herself  as  she  was 
used  to  do  before  the  shrine,  and  spoke  no  more. 

“I  can  at  least -die  with  thee,  Tara;  I  will  not  leave  thee,”  said 
Guntya.  “  Whatever  comes,  let  it  come  to  us  both  ;  I  am  as  readv 
to  die  as  thou  art — I  will  not  go.” 

They  sat  there  long.  The  sun  declined,  anti  tne  evening  was 
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drawing  in.  Once  only  Gunga  had  gone  out  to  see  whether  she 
could  gain  any  intelligence,  and  had  returned  saying  the  doors  of 
the  temple  enclosure  were  shut.  The  Brahmun  priest  had  dis¬ 
appeared  like  the  rest,  but  thei’e  were  shouts  as  if  of  victory  which 
rung  through  the  building  in  bursts,  evidently  growing  nearer. 
Tara  seemed  not  to  hear  them.  It  might  be  that  utter  despair 
possessed  her,  or,  as  Gunga  hoped,  that  some  manifestation  of  the 
goddess  was  about  to  take  place.  She  scarcely  moved  now,  but 
when  the  shouts  grew  louder  she  shuddered,  and  drew  the  end  of 
her  garment  more  closely  around  her  as  if  she  were  cold. 

It  was  thus  that  the  ]\Iaha  Ranee,  Sivaji’s  mother,  found  htr 
and  Gunga  as  she  entered  with  her  attendants  for  the  eveuin<>- 
prayer  and  worship,  and  to  give  thanks  for  the  victory. 

As  the  lady  had  approached  the  temple,  the  attendant  priest  told 
her  of  Tara,  and  why  she  had  been  left  there  by  the  Shastree  and 
Govind  Rao,  '^and  the  tale  had  excited  her  curiosity,  if  not  her 
compassion. 

“  She  is  sitting  there  before  the  Mother,”  he  said,  “  and  does  not 
speak.  Perhaps  she  will  answer  you,  lady,  but  it  seems  as  thouf^h 
a  fit  were  coming  on  her.  I  will  tell  her  at  least  that  you  have 
come,”  and,  stepping  forward,  he  advanced  to  Tara  and  whispered 
•  in  her  ear.  ^ 

The  Maha  Ranee  followed,  and  paused  as  she  entered  the 
vestibule.  The  light  shone  full  upon  Tara,  and  her  expression  of 
deep  misery  could  not  be  mistaken.  Long  afterwards,  the  first 
sight  of  that  pale,  wan,  desjDairing  face  recurred  to  the'  lady  with 
pain,  and  she  never  forgot  the  look  of  hopeless  grief  which  Tara 
had  first  turned  upon  her. 

“There  is  no  imspiration  in  that  face,”  said  the  lady  to  the 
priest, — “  none.  It  seems  to  me  the  Mother  hath  forsaken  her 
Of  what  is  she  accused  ?  ” 

“  She  was  taken  from  the  Mussulman  chief,  w^e  hear,”  said  the 
Brahmun,  “  and  was  to  have  become  a  Mussulmani.  They  say 
too,  she  is  a  sorceress,  and  does  evil  with  her  eyes  ;  but  Govind  Rao 
placed  her  here,  and  know's  about  her.” 

“  I  fear  her  not,”  cried  the  Ranee,  with  flashing  eyes.  “  Who  is 
she,  that  she  dare  sit  in  my  presence  ?  Put  her  out !  Away  with 
thee,  wench !  ”  she  continued  to  Tara,  “  get  thee  hence  '  If  thou 
art  forsworn,  begone!  The  Mother  hath  drunk  blood  to-day  and 
will  not  spare  thee !  Take  her  away,  Bheemee— she  is  an  offence 
to  us.” 

“  Get  up,  girl,”  said  Bheemee  roughly,  as  she  advanced,  followed 
by  several  other  women— “  get  up ;  dost  thou  not  hear  ?  else  we 
Avill  cast  thee  out.” 

Gunga  came  forward  boldly.  “  Qo  not  touch  or  hurt  her,”  she 
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said  :  “I  fear  she  is  not  now  in  her  right  mind.  If  I  may  take  her, 
1  will  look  after  her.  Get  up,  Tara,  ”  she  whispered  in  her  ear : 
“  come,  we  will  go  and  hide  ourselves.  Come,  for  thy  life,  come !  ” 
and  she  tried  to  lift  her  up  and  drag  her  away. 

But  Tara  could  not  rise ;  her  limbs  seemed  paralysed  by  grief  or 
teiTor,  and  she  did  not  evidently  understand  what  had  occurred. 
Not  noticing  the  Maha  Ranee,  she  disengaged  herself  from  Gunga, 
and  once  more  stretched  out  her  arms  to  the  shrine  before  her,  and 
cried  in  piteous  tones  which  affected  many  around  her  to  tears, 
“  0  Mother,  I  will  not  leave  thee :  do  with  me  as  thou  wilt,  even 
to  death  !  ”  and  so  lay  moaning. 

“  Send  for  Govind  Rao  and  Wittul  Shastree,  lady,”  said  the  old 
Brahmun  priest,  who  was  sobbing  and  wiping  his  eyes  :  “  they 
know  of  her,  arid  you  will  hear  about  her  from  them.” 

“  Good,”  replied  the  Ranee,  already  softened,  “  let  them  be 
brought  instantly, — they  are  without.  We  will  await  their 
coming.” 

Some  little  time  elapsed,  and  others  assembled.  No  one  knew 
what  was  going  to  happen.  After  a  while  Tara  seemed  to  regain 
sense  and  to  remember  why  she  was  there,  for  she  sat  up,  and  they 
saw  her  lips  moving  as  if  in  prayer.  As  the  trumpets  sounded  the 
setting  of  the  first  watch  at  sunset,  and  the  great  kettledrums  and 
pipes  played  the  evening  music  in  the  Nobut  Khana  above  the  gate, 
the  Brahmun  priests  entered  with  the  usual  offerings,  and  began  to 
chant  one  of  the  evening  hymns  of  praise,  as  they  moved  round 
the  shrine  in  time  with  the  faint  clash  of  the  silver  cymbals,  which 
one  of  them  carried.  Then,  timidly  and  faintly  at  fii’st,  but 
increasing  in  power  as  she  sang,  Tara  joined  the  chant.  It  was  an 
emotion  which  she  could  not  restrain,  and  which  not  even  the  sense 
of  desolation  and  dull  misery  which  had  overwhelmed  her,  could 
repress.  She  was  unconscious  of  the  effect  it  produced  upon  those 
v.'ho  listened  to  her,  as  her  full  rich  voice  I'ose  above  the  hoarse  and 
unmusical  chant  of  the  priests  ;  but  as  it  gradually  ceased,  and  the 
sound  died  away  in  the  recesses  of  the  temple,  it  affected  many  of 
those  who  heard  it  to  tears,  and  was  never  forgotten. 

“No  wonder,”  said  the  Ranee,  who  had  listened  to  the  hymn 
with  emotion  which  she  hardly  chose  to  acknowledge, — “  no  wonder 
they  say  she  is  a  sorceress.  See,  she  has  no  fear — no  perception 
of  what  is  to  happen,  or  who  are  around  her.  That  is  not  natural ; 
it  is  magic,  and  may  not  be  looked  upon.” 

“Lady,”  said  Wittul  Shastree,  who,  with  Govind  Rao  and  the 
other  Brahmuns,  now  approached  her,  “  we  attend  you  ;  what  are 
your  commands  ?  ” 

“  Wc  doubt  the  girl  yonder,  and  they  tell  us  she  is  dangerous, 
and  a  sorceress  ;  we  would  have  her  removed  ere  we  render  sacrifice 
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for  victory,”  she  replied  ;  “  but  the  priests  tell  us  she  is  there  by 
your  order.  Is  it  so  ?  ” 

“By  her  own  will,”  said  the  Shastree :  “not  our  orders.  We 
would  have  made  her  over  to  the  council  for  chastisement  and 
discipline,  because,  as  a  priestess  of  Kalee,  she  hath  been  residing 
among  the  ifo'sl^tos ;  but  she  claimed  ordeal  and  sanctuary  with  the 
goddess,  and  w'e  sent  her  here.  Has  any  vision  appeared  to  her  ?” 
he  asked  of  the  attendant  priest. 

“None,”  replied  the  man.  “They  have  been  talking  together, 
she  and  the  girl  beside  her,  who  wanted  her  to  get  up  and  go  aw’ay ; 
but  she  has  not  stirred  since  the  five  guns  w'ere  fired,  and  she  was 
told  of  the  victoiy.” 

“  I  will  ask  her  again  what  she  wishes,  lady,”  said  Govind  Rao, 
“  but  better  than  I,  "Moro  Triramul  should  do  it,  who,  we  hear,  has 
married  his  sister  to  her  father.  He,  too,  is  without  vdth  the  Rajah ; 
they  have  just  come  up  into  the  fort.” 

“  Let  him  be  called,”  replied  the  lady,  “  and  keep  out  other 
strangers.  Be  ye  all  seated,  sirs,”  she  continued  to  the  Brahmuns 
who  had  accompanied  the  Shastree,  “  w'hile  this  inquiry  lasts.” 


CHAPTER  LXXXL 

The  inner  part  of  the  vestibule  was  not  large, — a  square  room, 
supported  upon  massive  stone  pillars  at  the  corners,  with  a  slightly 
raised  dais  all  round  ;  and  as  the  Brahmuns  entered  and  took  their 
seats,  Tara  could  not  avoid  noticing  them,  and  appeared  more  con¬ 
scious  of  surrounding  occmrences  than  before.  Thinking  she  would 
rise,  Gunga  approached  to  assist  her,  but  Tara  motioned  her  away. 
“  My  time  is  not  yet  come,”  she  said ;  “  I  will  not  go  ;  ”  and  again 
she  drew  her  garment  about  her,  and  resumed  her  silent  position. 

But  not  for  long.  There  was  a  sudden  movement  among  those 
without,  and  a  way  was  cleared  for  one  who  came  in  rapidly. 

“  Who  wants  me  here  ?  ”  cried  a  strong  manly  voice,  apparently 
hoarse  from  shouting.  “  A  girl !  what  girl  ?  Let  me  pass.” 

As  he  strode  in  through  the  men  who  were  sitting  behind,  Tara 
turned  her  head,  and  suddenly  beheld  her  enemy. 

She  rose  at  once,  excited  and  defiant,  so  noble  in  her  manner,  so 
expressive  in  her  abhorrence,  that  Moro  Trimmul  shrank  back  a 
step,  abashed. 

“  Begone !  ”  she  cried,  stamping  her  foot.  “  There  is  the  Mother ; 
not  a  second  time  shalt  thou  take  me  from  her.  My  fathers,”  she 
cried,  appealing  to  all  around,  “  lie  would  twice  have  dishonoiired 
me,  and  I  have  been  saved.  Now  I  am  under  your  protection,  0,  give 
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me  not  to  him !  Take  me  to  the  mother  of  tlie  Rajah ;  she  will 
protect  me.” 

“  She  is  here,”  said  the  Shastree,  stepping  forward ;  “  and  th  j 
fate  shall  be  decided  before  her.  Fear  not,  daughter.” 

“  Friends,”  said  Moro  Trimmul,  looking  round,  “  have  care  for  my 
honour !  Twice  have  I  rescued  her  from  shame.  Once  when  she 
was  escaping  from  Tooljapoor  ;  once  in  sepai’ating  her  from  those 
who  have  been  slain.  Give  her  to  me,  for  her  shame  to  be  hidden 
away  for  ever.” 

“  I  will  not  go;  I  will  not  go  !”  cried  Tara,  entering  the  door  of 
the  shrine,  and  clasping  the  feet  of  the  image.  “  Kill  me  if  ye  will, 
here, — I  am  ready ;  but  I  will  not  go  with  him.” 

“I  claim  them  both,  sirs,”  cried  Moro  Trimmul  passionately; 
‘‘  her,  and  her  sister  Moorlee  yonder.  Beware,  all  of  ye,  how  ye 
interfere  with  the  family  honour  of  a  respectable  man.  I  will  bi^ok 
it  from  no  one,  not  even  from  Sivaji  Bhoslay  himself!  Have  I  won 
a  victory  to-day  at  the  Mother’s  command,  and  am  I  to  be  disgraced 
and  humbled  before  her,  by  a  deranged  girl  and  doting  priests,  ere 
it  is  closed  ?  Come  forth,  Tara  I  ”  he  called,  in  a  hoarse  voice — 
“come  forth,  else  I  will  tear  thee  thence.  Away  with  her,”  he  crictl 
to  two  of  his  attendants,  who  had  seized  Gunga,  and  were  holding 
her  fast — “  away  with  her  to  my  house,  and  bind  her  there ;  I  will 
bring  the  other.  Now,  friends,  beware  who  stays  me,  for,  by  the 
gods,  he  dies,  be  he  who  he  may !  ”  and  he  drew  his  sword,  and  was 
advancing,  when  the  Shastree  stepped  before  him. 

“Madman,”  he  cried,  stretching  forth  his  hands;  “forbear!  put 
up  thy  weapon, — no  one  here  dreads  it.  We  are  Brahmuns,  as 
thou  art!  Fear  not,”  he  continued  to  Tara,  who  had  stood  up  also 
by  the  altar,  and  was  trembling  violently,  but  not  with  terror. 
“Fear  not;  thou  art  under  the  protection  of  the  council,  and  he 
dare  not  interfere  with  thee.” 

“Fool  and  dotard,”  exclaimed  Moro  Trimmul  under  his  breath, 
and  from  between  his  clenched  teeth,  “  I  will  settle  with  thee  for 
this,  one  day  yet.  As  ye  will,  sirs,”  he  continued  bitterly,  looking 
round  and  panting  as  he  dropped  his  sword’s  point.  “My  honour 
is  in  the  hands  of  a  priest’s  council  at  last,  not  in  my  own  keeping, 
and  I  am  helpless ;  but  hasten  what  ye  have  to  do,  for  I  will  not 
leave  ye  till  ye  have  decided  in  regard  to  her.  Look  at  her — harlot 
and  witch,  sorceress  and  devil — who  hath  already  destroyed  men’s 
souls, — will  ye  believe  the  Mother  protects  suen'a's'  siie  is 

“  Let  it  be  so,”  said  the  Shastree.  “  Tara,  art  thou  willing  to 
abide  the  night,  as  the  issue  of  the  ordeal  suggested  by  thyself,  to 
wait  her  coming  ?  If  so,  we  will  stay  here  with  thee.” 

“Mother,”  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  turning  to  the  altar,  and 
joining  her  hands  in  supplication  before  the  image — “  Mother,  if  I 
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fim  thy  child,  tell  me  what  to  say  to  them;  or,  if  thou  wilt,  let  me  be 
another  sacrifice  to  thee,  and  it  will  be  well.  Mother,~0  Toolja 
Mata!  dost  thou  hear? — Tara  is  ready  before  thee — ready  to  come  !” 

Low  as  the  words  were  spoken,  they  were  heard  by  all ;  and 
remembering’  the  events  of  the  day,  and  believing  in  the  power  of 
the  goddess,  it  was  expected  the  girl  would  fall  and  die  where  she 
was,  on  the  solemn  invocation;  but  it  was  not  so.  For  a  few 
moments  she  stood  gazing  intently  at  the  image,  without  altering 
her  position  of  supplication ;  then  she  smiled,  her  hands  dropjted, 
and  she  turned  at  once  and  faced  the  assembly.  Not  even  in  her 
first  office  as  priestess  had  her  beauty  been  more  glorious — the  ex- 
jiressioii  of  her  features  more  sublime. 

“  0  priests  and  elders,”  she  said  calmly  and  simply,  in  her  sweet 
musical  voice,  “  hear  my  last  words  :  I  am  an  orphan  and  a  Avidow, 
I  have  no  one  left  on  earth  to  protect  me, — not  one.  To  be  in  danger 
of  that  man’s  evil  designs,  is  to  die  hourly.  Did  he  succeed  as  he 
has  tried,  it  Avould  bo  to  live  in  shame;  noAv  I  can  die  in  purity. 
The  Mother  calls  me  ;  she  will  not  come  to  me,  though  I  have  asked 
her.  She  is  far  from  me,  yet  she  beckons  to  me  ;  look,  there  !  ”  and 
she  stretched  forth  her  hand  to  the  roof— “.she  calls  mo,  and  I  come 
pure,  and  purified  by  fire.  Noaa'  listen,  all  ye  Brahmuns;  I  am  true 
and  pure,  and  I  am  sutee  henceforth.  When  ye  will,  and  Avhere  ye 
will,  1  am  sutee;  and  oi.  his  head  be  curses,  and  the  vono-cance  of 
Kalee,  who  forbids  it.  Let  me  die  in  the  fire,  and  I  am  haiu-.y ' 

U  hat  she  puts  into  my  mouth,  I  say  to  you  truly.  Let  no  one 
torbid  it. 


No  one  spoke,  no  one  answered.  The  people  before  her  rose  as 
one  man.  Many  trembled,  some  Avept,  and  Avomen  screamed  aloud  • 
ljut  lara  stood  there  unmoved,  her  bosom  heaving  rapidly,  and  the 
glowing  beauty  and  rapture  of  her  face  unchanged. 

“  Jey  Kalee  I  Jey  Toolja  INIata  !  ”  exclaimed  the  Shastrec ;  “  let  it 
bo  as  she  says,  brother..  Henceforth  she  is  sutee,  and  wc  accept 
the  sacrifice,  for  the  Mother  liath  said  it  by  her  lips.  Ah,  the  ordeal 
IS  fulfilled  indeed,  and  to  the  honour  of  her  A’otarv  I  Fear  not  ”  he 
said,  “daughter  :  by  this  act  is  thy  husband  delivered  from  licll ; 
and  all  t  lou  hast  suffered  in  this  life  is  s.-metified  unto  thee  Ihano- 
flowers,  bring  garlands,”  he  cried  to  the  people ;  “crown  her  here  at 
tue  altar,  and  let  her  be  AAmrshipped.” 

“  ■  m  f  husky  voice  clo.so  to  her,  entreatingl^ ; 

iaia,  Avhat  hast  thou  done?  Art  thou  mad?  0  rrii-]  -whv  hast 
thou  doomed  thyself  ?  Come,  there  is  yet  time :  come  with  me  ' 

.  Begone!  cried  the  girl  interrupting  him ;  “ I  spurn  thee,  Moro 

as  thou  art,  I  am  at 

fast  beyond  thy  reach !  >  au 

Come  away,  ^yioro,  ’  said  :Maloo.sray  roughly,  who  had  just 
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entered,  and  dragged  him  backwards  with  one  hand,  while  he  seized 
his  J3word  and  wrested  it  from  him  with  the  other ;  “  art  then  a 
child  ?  dost  thou  fight  with  priests  and  wmmen  ?  Come  with  me ; 
the  ilajah  calls  thee.”  The  Brahmun  struggled  to  be  free,  but 
Tannajeo’s  powerful  arms  were  about  him,  in  which  he  was  borne 
awa}',  helpless  to  resist. 

Kot  in  her  first  admission  to  the  office  she  had  held,  not  in  tho 
liolic.st  of  ceremonies  at  which  she  had  before  assisted,  was  greater 
honour  ever  done  to  Tara  than  now.  Bedecked  with  garlands,  with 
incense  burnt  bruore  her,  the  priests  present  formed  themselves  into 
a  procession,  and,  chanting  hymns  of  praise,  led  her  round  and  round 
tho  shrine.  The  temple  court  and  its  precincts  were  now  filled  with 
people,  v/ho  took  up  the  shouts  of  victory — “  Jey  Kalee !  Jey  Toolja 
Mata!”  and  as  she  passed  onw'ards,  throwing  handfuls  of  flowers 
among  them,  all  who  could  reach  her,  touched  her  garments  rever¬ 
ently,  or  prostrated  themselves  before  her,  with  frantic  cries  for 
blessii^gs.  And  so  they  led  her  on. 

How  many  sweet  memories  crowded  into  Tara’s  mind  nov/,  and 
urged  her  on.  There  was  no  fear,  no  irresolution — father,  mother, 
Zyna,  Fazil — all  dead,  as  she  thought,  and  a  fierce  and  ruthless 
enemy  persecuting  her  to  the  last.  All  she  could  think  on  was,  that 
she  was  free,  that  no  one  could  harm  her  now.  Had  they  then  led 
her  to  death,  she  would  have  gone,  singing  the  hymns  triumphantly. 

••  •  •  •••. 

Late  that  night  More  Trimmul  returned  to  his  place  of  residence. 
Long  before,  when  Sivaji’s  power  was  in  its  infancy,  and  the  young 
men  had  taken  procession  of  the  mountain-built  fort,  and  led  their 
bands  forth  to  plunder  and  destroy  the  Mahomedan  villages  around, 
Moro  Trimmul  had  fitted  up  a  hollow  bastion  on  one  of  the  angles  of 
the  precipice — in  which  che  builder  had  left  a  small  room  and 
antci'oom — as  his  place  of  shelter.  The  inside  was  rudely  plastered 
with  clay ;  and  a  sleeping- place,  also  of  clay,  had  been  raised  from 
the  fiooi’,  on  which  was  placed  a  mattress  and  pillovr.  In  the  face  of 
tho  bastion  a  small  oriel  window  had  been  built,  which  had  a  balcony 
projecting  from  the  wall,  large  enough  for  two  people  to  sit  in. 
Seated  there,  you  looked  down  a  dizzj;  depth  upon  the  forest  below ; 
but  on  all  sides  the  pi*ecipices,  tho  woods,  and  their  deep  glens,  and 
the  ^'aried  mountains  beyond,  formed  a  combination  of  glorious 
beauty,  which  there,  above  all  other  places  in  the  mountain  fortress, 
was  most  deeply  felt. 

Thither  had  Gi  nga  been  taken  by  the  Brahmun’s  servants  on  the 
morning  of  the  ba.ttle.  He  had  charged  them  to  have  the  place 
swept  and  newly  plastei’ed  with  clay,  and  Gunga,  with  having  it 
done  as  he  wdshed.  On  its  completion,  she  had  gone  into  the  temple 
to  worship  for  him  in  the  exercise  of  her  vocation,  as  the  signal  was 
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to  be  given,  which  they  all  told  her  of.  She  knew  of  his  design. 
He  had  charged  her  to  watch  Tara,  and,  if  she  saw  her,  to  give  him 
information  of  her  actions.  He  had  told  her  that  he  should  bring 
Fazil’s  sister  to  the  fort,  for  he  felt  sure  she  could  not  escape  him. 
Herself,  Zyna,  and  Tara  should  be  confronted  at  last.  How  long 
should  the  latter  elude  him  ?  For  the  Khan,  Gunga  cared  nothing ; 
for  Zyna  and  Fazil  as  little — they  were  Mussulmans,  and  must  perish, 
— but  for  Tara ! 

Ah  yes,  strange  indeed,  perhaps,  yet  not  ’unnatural,  had  been  the 
revulsion.  The  jealousy  which  had  urged  Gunga  to  hate  the  girl, 
and  assist  in  plots  for  her  ruin,  had  strangely  altei’ed  to  love.  Twice 
had  Moro  Trimmnl  been  foiled ;  twice  he  had  fallen  savagely  upon 
her,  and  beaten  her  cruelly.  We  know  when  he  did  when  Tara  was 
last  rescued,  and  how  Gunga,  relenting,  had  not  then  abandoned 
him.  But  it  had  not  ended  there.  The  fierce  rage  of  disappoint¬ 
ment  had  broken  out  again  and  again,  and  he  had  vented  it  upon 
her  brutally.  She  had  borne  this  patiently  at  the  time  ;  but  she  had 
now  sworn  to  herself,  in  the  temple  of  the  goddess  at  Wye,  not  only 
to  lend  herself  no  more  to  Moro  Trimmul’s  design,  but  had  formed 
the  resolution  to  assist  Tara  to  escape — to  carry  her  off  by  mountain 
paths ;  and  she  knew  that  if  they  could  once  enter  the  forest  near 
the  fort,  they  were  safe. 

Day  by  day,  as  these  thoughts  passed  through  Gunga’s  mind,  the 
love  for  Tara  gi*ew  stronger,  till  it  became  an  absorbing  passion. 
Would  slie  but  trast  her — would  she  bxit  believe  her — they  might 
yet  again  see  their  beloved  Tooljapoor,  and  she  would  work  out  her 
forgiveness  by  devotion.  It  was  not  too  late,  she  thought :  bixt  .... 

We  have  already  told  how  she  met  her  in  the  temple :  but  it  is 
impossible  to  describe  her  despair  at  her  failure  to  induce  Tara  to 
escape,  or  when  the  man  she  dreaded,  bid  his  servants  seize  and  bind' 
her.  If  she  could  have  remained  with  Tara — only  near  her  .... 

Alas  !  it  was  to6  late  now.  She  had  scarcely  been  carried,  shriek¬ 
ing,  from  the  temple,  by  the  servants  of  Moro  Trimmul,  when 
another  man  followed,  and  said  Tara  had  become  a  Sutee,  and  was 
to  be  burnt  next  day  beside  the  tank  in  the  fort.  Then  Gunga  felt 
the  heroism  of  the  girl’s  resolution.  At  least  Moro  Trimmul  could 
not  injure  her ;  she  would  soon  be  beyond  reach  of  his  persecution. 
It  was  well — yes,  it  was  well.  She  could  at  least  see  her  die ;  and 
then  ?  .  .  .  . 

The  desii-e  of  death  sat  hard  at  her  heart.  At  first  she  shuddered 
at  it ;  but  once  it  had  entered,  it  abode  there  and  grew  stronger. 
If  !Moro  Trimmul  cast  her  off  now,  it  would  be  but  to  be  haunted 
by  the  memory  of  the  girl  she  had  wronged  so  cruelly,  and  the  love 
for  whom,  and  the  despair  of  whose  forgiveness,  had  pursued  her 
night  and  day — night  and  day  :  but  it  seemed  to  have  readied  her 
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at  last.  “  Ye.s,  slyj  touched  me  kindly,”  she  said  to  her-self  ;  “  she 
parted  the  hair  from  my  face  as  a  sister  would  have  done  :  ere  she 
spoke  to  me  she  forgave  me:  and  I  will  see  her  die,  decked  in  flowers, 
as  a  holy  and  pure  sacrifice.  I  will  worship  her  as  she  goes  to  death, 
and  then  I  will  follow  her.  0  Tara,  there,  not  here,  I  may  be  for¬ 
given  before  the  Mother.” 

Moro  Trimmul’s  servants  bad  taken  Gunga,  and  literally  obeyed 
the  orders  they  had  received  ;  bound  her  with  one  of  her  own  gar¬ 
ments,  lest  she  should  do  herself  or  them  injury,  and  laid  her  gently 
upon  the  couch  in  the  inner  room.  How  long  she  had  lain  there  she 
had  no  idea ;  but,  as  the  time  passed,  it  only  confirmed  her  resolution. 
She  would  die,  no  matter  how.  There  was  nothing  definite  in  her 
mind,  but  that  she  would  die  :  a  dull  despair  blunting  every  faculty 
— a  reality  of  determination  before  which  her  very  senses  seemed  to 
refuse  office. 

She  heard  Moro  Trimmul  ask  without  where  she  was,  and  the 
servant  answered  that  she  waf  within,  lying  on  the  couch.  A  small 
lamp  had  been  lighted  and  placed  in  a  niche ;  and  as  he  entered  and 
stood  over  her,  she  feigned  sleep.  She  felt  him  unfasten  the  bandage 
round  her  arms,  and  then  he  dragged  her  roughly  to  her  feet. 

“  Devil !  ”•  he  cried,  “  this  is  thy  doing,  and  she  is  gone.  Lost ! 
0  Tara,  how  beautiful  thou  w^ast  in  living  death !  ”  he  continued, 
apostrophizing  her,  “  speaking  thy  own  death-sentence — as  I  listened, 
I  could  have  died  for  thee.” 

“  Thou  art  a  coward,  Moro  Trimmul,”  cried  the  girl,  scornfully 
and  desperately ;  “  thou  darest  neither  die  thyself,  nor  kill  me. 

Thou  die  with  Tara  ?  she  would  spit  at  thee,  as  I  do.” 

He  strucl^  her  brutally  to  the  ground  with  his  clenched  hand. 
“  Lie  there,  witch  !  devil !  ”  he  cried.  “  Thou  hast  been  the  cause 
*of  all  this  ;  alone,  I  could  have  done  it.  Thou  and  she  are  one  now, 
else  why  didst  thou  not  decoy  her  here  ?  Did  I  not  tell  thee  to  do 
so  ?  Speak  !  ”  and  he  pushed  her  with  his  foot  as  she  lay. 

She  arose.  “  Moro  Trimmul,”  she  said  calmly,  but  with  despem- 
tion  in  her  voice,  “  may  the  Mother  forgive  me  what  I  have  done 
with  thee  against  Tara ;  that  is  all  I  pray  now.  Between  me  and 
thee  all  is  ended,  long  since.  Let  me  I  will  serve  thee  no  longer, 
I  spit  at  thee  and  defy  thee  ;  and  in  the  Rajah’s  court,  before  every 
image  of  Kalee  in  the  Dekhan,  if  I  live,  I  will  sing  thy  shame  and 
her  honour.  Let  me  go  out !  ” 

She  saw  him  set  his  teeth,  as  his  eyes  flashed  with  a  wicked  glare, 
draw  a  knife  from  his  waistband,  and  spring  at  her.  The  glitter  of 
that  knife  was  the  last  thing,  perhaps,  of  which  she  was  conscious, 
except  that  she  seized  the  hand  that  held  it,  instinctively,  and  then 
came  a  struggle  for  life.  But  only  a  brief  one.  A  weak  girl,  before 
a  powerful  man,  could  not  endure  long, — sickened,  too,  as  she  was  by 
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liis  previous  blow.  Back — back,  be  forced  lier  to  the  window,  whicli 
was  open;  on  the  little  balcony  without,  tliey  swayed  to  and  fro 
fearfully  for  a  moment ;  but  he  wrenched  his  hand  free  by  a  despe¬ 
rate  effort,  and,  striking  her  one  heavy  blow  with  the  knife,  where 
he  knew  not, — as  the  body  dropped  heavily  in  his  arms,  he  pushed 
it  forth  into  the  dark  air.  He  did  not  hear  it  fall,  though  he  li.stened; 
but  in  the  morning,  the  vultures,  which  lived  on  pinnacles  of  the 
pi’ecipices,  were  seen  descending  in  hundreds  to  their  hideous  feast 
j)clow. 


CHAPTER  LXXXIl. 

Fazil  Khan  had  followed  the  progress  of  his  father  up  the  mountain¬ 
side  with  intense  interest.  The  little  pavilion  on  the  knoll,  the  group 
of  Brahmuns  already  thei’e,  and  the  open  and  nearly  level  spot  which 
had  been  selected  as  the  place  of  meeting,  were  distinctly  visible 
from  Avhere  he  stood  Avith  Bulwunt  Rao,  and  a  few  other  of  his 
trusty  associates  and  retainers.  Around,  tlie  horsemen — now  mostly 
dismounted — were  dispersed  in  picturesque  groups,  talking  together 
or  lying  lazily  upon  the  soft  sward  holding  their  horses’  bridles,  and 
shading  them  eyes  from  the  sun. 

In  the  town  through  which  his  father  had  gone,  there  appeared  no 
stir.  A  few  men  Avere  lounging  about  the  gate,  and  upon  the  bastion 
near  it,  and  thus  Avere  looking  out  upon  the  jMoslcm  horsemen 
apparently  in  idle  curiosity.  The  gate  Avas  open,  and  the  towns¬ 
people,  and  women  Avith  jars  of  Avater  on  their  heads,  Avere  passing 
to  and  fro  unconcernedly  as  usual.  There  Avas  nothing  to  excite 
suspicion  or  apprehension,  except  in  the  mode  of  reception  of  his 
father,  and  the  stiunge,  unusual  proposition,  that  the  first  intervicAv 
should  be  on  the  mountain-side,  and  alone ;  but  Buhvunt  Rao  had 
explained  this  characteristically,  and  with  a  fair  show  of  reason,  and 
Fazil,  though  uneasy,  was  obliged  to  be  content :  there  Avas  no  remedy 
now. 

So  the  Khan’s  progress  in  his  palankeen  had  been  watched  Avith 
intense  anxiety  as  he  ascended  the  rugged  pathAvay.  At  times  the 
bearers  could  be  seen,  and  the  priest  holding  the  side  of  the  litter  to 
help  himself  along :  again  the  thick  foliage,  and  turns  in  the  road, 
hid  them  from  vicAV.  At  length  Fazil  saAv  the  Brahmuns  on  the  knoll 
rise  and  advance  a  few  steps,  and  the  palankeen  emerge  upon  the 
open  space,  Avhere  it  Avas  set  doAvn  ;  and  his  father  got  out,  adjusted 
his  turban  and  shaAvl,  and  stood  Avith  the  rest.  Then  the  beai’er.s 
and  the  priest  moved  a  little  aside ;  and  as  the  tAvo  men  from  above 
appeared,  his  father  advanced  to  meet  them,  and  embraced  one. 

.It  Avas  but  for  a  moment,  and  the  fatal  result  was  at  once  apparent 
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With  a  cry  of  horror,  which  aroused  many  around  him  who  had  not 
been  watching  the  proceedings  above,  Fazil  saw  his  father  reel  and 
fall,  rise  again,  as  his  sword  flashed  in  the  air,  and  with  the  Peer 
maintain  the  unequal  combat  we  have  already  described.  No  sound 
i-cached  those  below ;  they  could  only  see  the  flashing  of  the  weapons 
in  the  sun,  and  the  struggle  of  the  combatants.  Involuntarily,  Fazil 
urged  on  his  horse.  Alas  !  of  what  avail  now  ?  Others  had  been 
watching  as  well  as  he ;  and  the  blast  of  the  horn,  which  rose  shrill 
and  quivering  as  the  Khan  fell,  was  answered  by  volleys  of  match¬ 
lock  shots  from  the  woods  around.  The  gates  of  the  town  were 
shut,  and  the  walls  and  bastions  manned  as  thickly  as  men  could 
stand  on  then,  whose  fire  on  the  horsemen  below  was  hot  and 
deadly. 

The  effect  of  the  surprise  upon  the  helpless  cavaliers  need  not  be 
detailed.  Panic-stricken,  and  hemmed  in  on  every  side,  they  rode 
hither  and  thither,  vainly  seeking  places  of  egress  through  the  woods, 
or  by  the  way  they  came,  and  were  shot  down  in  scores  either  where 
they  stood,  or  as  they  gathered  in  groups  and  charged  hither  and 
thither  in  the  vain  attempt  to  reach  a  foe.  Among  these,  Fazil 
Khan,  with  Bulwunt  Rao  and  some  others,  had  kept  together ;  and, 
m  the  emei’gcncy,  Bulwunt’s  clear  perception,  not  only  of  the  danger, 
but  the  best  means  of  extrication  from  it,  saved  his  young  master. 
On  the  first  perception  of  his  father’s  fate,  Fazil  had  seen  that  it  Avas 
impossible  to  give  help.  The  toAvn  and  its  Avails  stood  between  him 
and  the  ascent  to  the  fort,  and  Avere  utterly  impassable.  His  next 
idea,  in  his  grief  and  desperation,  Avas  to  die  with  his  men  as  martvrs 
to  the  -faith ;  and  he  Avas  about  to  dismount,  and  take  his  cbance  on 
foot,  Avhen  Buhvunt  stopped  him. 

“No,  Meah,”  he  cried,  “not  Avhile  there  is  hope.  Thpy  who  will 
be  helpless  indeed  Avithout  you,  will  need  you  yonder  in  camp.  If  it 
must  be,  I  Avill  die  Avith  you,  but  not  noAV.  Follow  me,  and  we  will 
soon  join  them.” 

Well  Avas  it  for  Fazil  Khan  that  in  his  retainer  he  possessed  equally, 
a  devoted  friend  and  one  who  had  knoAvn  the  countiy  as  a  youth. 
In  his  recent  visit  to  the  fort,  Buhvunt  Rao  had  explored  some  of 
his  old  haunts.  One  pathAA'ay,  lying  near  that  by  Avhich  they  had 
come,  was  hardly  visible  from  the  plain,  but  if  it  could  bo  gained,  it 
opened  out  afterwards  into  a  long  glade,  which  joined  the  main-road 
below.  It  might  be  guarded,  and  they  could  but  fight  their  Avay 
through  it  or  fall.  Certainly  it  Avas  better  than  the  way  they  had 
come,  before  Avhich,  from  the  deadly  fire  maintained  there,  the  horse¬ 
men  had  already  fallen  in  a  heap. 

“  Look,”  continued  Buhvunt  Rao,  pointing  to  the  entrance  to  the 
main-road,  “there  is  no  hope  there.  They  have  been  at  their  old 
trifk  of  felling  trees  across  it,  and  no  horse  can  pass.  The  Abys- 
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sinians  have  fallen  in  a  heap,  and  if  we  trj,  we  shall  but  follow  them. 
We  need  not  be  martyrs  yet,  Mcah,”  he  laughed  cheerfully.  “  Now, 
set  your  teeth,  my  sons,”  he  continued  to  the  men  around,  “and 
follow  me.  We  may  not  all  get  through  ;  but,  Bismilla !  come,  and 
let  God  take  whom  he  pleases.” 

There  might  have  been  fifty  men ;  and  others,  as  many  mom 
perhaps, — as  they  saw  these  ride  together  in  a  desperate  race  in  one 
direction, — joined  them.  Bulwunt  Eao  and  Fazil  were  leading ;  and 
as  they  approached  what  seemed  a  portion  of  impervious  wood,  Fazil’s 
heart  failed  him  for  a  moment.  “  You  are  vn-ong,  Bulwunt  Eao,” 
he  cried.  “We  cannot  get  through  this — let  us  turn.” 

“Madman!”  exclaimed  the  other,  seizing  the  bridle  of  his  hor.se. 
“  your  mother  and  sister,  I  swear  I  am  right  I  Follow  me,  my 
children,”  he  shouted,  looking  back,  while  he  again  ui’gcd  his  horse 
to  its  utmost  speed ;  “  we  are  near  now.” 

He  was  right.  A  portion  of  the  jungle  jutted  out  beyond  the  rest, 
and  made  a  slight  shoulder,  as  it  were,  behind  v.^hich  was  the  path. 
As  they  turned  round  the  corner,  they  saw  a  body  of  foot-soldiers 
drawn  up  across  it ;  but  ere  these  could  raise  their  matchlocks  to 
fire,  the  impetuous  horsemen  were  among  them,  trampling  some 
down,  and  hewing  fiercely  at  others  v, nth  their  long  Spanish  swords.* 
The  attack  was  irresistible,  and,  the  first  lino  of  men  foi'ced,  thej 
encountered  no  others.  Straggling  shots  were  fired  at  them  from  the 
sides  of  the  mountain,  but  without  effect ;  and  after  riding  nearly  a 
mile  down  the  glade  at  the  same  speed,  the  pathway  turned  into  the 
main-road,  and  they  heard  the  din  of  the  fight  die  away  behind  them. 
Of  the  fifteen  hundred  gallant  cavaliers  who  had'  ridden  that  morn¬ 
ing  from  the  camp  at  Jowly,  they  were  the  only  survivors. 

While  Nettajee  Palkur  was  finishing  his  bloody  work  on  those  who 
remained  after  Fazil  Khan’s  escape,  by  closing  up  the  pathway,  and 
attacking  from  all  sides  at  once,  such  of  the  horsemen  as  remained 
in  the  field, — ^Moro  Trimmul  -was  busy  with  his  part  of  the  general 
slaugliter ;  and  as  the  fugitives  rode  on,  the  din  of  the  fight  behind 
gi-owing  fainter  as  they  proceeded,  they  w'ere  met  by  that  of  the 
greater  work  in  front, — more  furious,  and  more  terrible. 

Yet  they  pressed  on,  until,  reaching  a  rising-ground  which  over¬ 
looked  the  field,  they  could  see  it  ail  in  its  hideous  reality.  The 
^fahrattas  had  seized  the  Beejapoor  guns,  and  that  point  of  defence 
no  longer  remained  to  the  Mahomedans.  Thousands  of  the  enemy’s 
foot-men,  in  compact  masses,  were  charging  disordered  groups  of 
men  huddled  together,  who  made  a  vain  resistance.  Great  numbers 

*  The  Portuguese  of  Goa  used  to  import  large  quantities  of  Spanish  and  Genoa 
sword.blades.  They  were  held  in  high  estimation  at  Beejapoor,  and  they  aro 
still  often  to  be  met  with  in  the  country.  The  Rajah  Sivaji’s  famous  sword  Bhowani, 
with  which  he  killed  AfzcKd  Khan,  is  a  Genoa  blade  of  tho  first  water.  ’ 
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of  liorses  were  careering  madly  about,  but,  for  the  most  part,  the 
troop-horses  were  still  at  their  pickets,  and  were  now  protected  by 
tho  Mahrattas.  It  was  evident  that  the  surpiuse  had  been  as  com¬ 
plete  and  irretrievable  as  at  the  fort. 

Casting  his  eyes  round  this  field,  in  sickening  apprehension — 
indeed,  in  almost  hopeless  despair — the  young  Khan  looked  towards 
the  tents  where  he  had  left  his  sister  and  Lurlee.  The  tents  were 
standing,  but  the  outer  enclosure  walls  were  thrown  down,  and  a 
crowd  of  followers  and  soldiers  were  apparently  struggling  together 
in  the  plunder  of  what  they  contained.  The  place  was  apart  from 
the  field  itself,  and  Fazil  pointed  to  it ;  he  could  not  speak. 

The  men  Avith  him  had  had  no  time  for  thought.  From  the 
moment  the  Khan  had  died  at  Pertabgurh  till  they  drew  rein  on  the 
eminence  over  the  camp,  they  had  ridden  for  life.  But  the  Avorst 
Avas  noAV  evident ;  and  Avhat  they  had  hoped  to  find,  Avas  gone.  Tlie 
conviction  that  all  their  companions, — those  whom  they  had  loved 
in  life,  were  dead,  at  once  fell  upon  their  hearts ;  and  Bulwunt  Rao, 
and  many  another  rough  veteran,  burst  into  passionate  Aveeping. 

Fazil  appeared  calm,  but  it  Avas  the  calm  of  desperation  and  of 
misery.  “  ^V'hy  do  you  Aveep,  friends  ?  ”  he  said.  “  They  are  all 
dead  ;  Avhy  should  Ave  Uax*  ?  Death  is  better  than  dishonour !  Come 
and  see — Bismilla !  ” — and  he  turned  his  horse’s  head  in  the  direction 
of  tlie  tents. 

Kone  thought  of  the  risk.  “  Bismilla !  ”  shouted  the  men,  as,  Avith 
teeth  hard  set  for  a  last  struggle  in  life,  they  rode  a  mad  race  to 
their  old  camp.  Near  it  they  passed  many  a  familiar  face  lying 
upturned  to  the  sun ;  and,  heAAung  their  Avay  through  a  crowd  of 
plunderers  Avhich  Avere  upon  the  area  that  had  been  covei’ed  by  the 
Khan’s  tents,  Fazil  saw  that  their  Avails  Avere  torn  doAvn,  and  that  no 
one  remained  ;  and  in  the  bed  of  the  rivnlet  Avhich,  lying  Ioav,  screened 
them  from  observation,  they  drew  rein.  In  his  misery  Fazil  Avould 
have  dismounted,  and  again  sought  death  on  foot,  but  Bulwunt  Rao 
saw  the  intention,  and  prevented  it,  as  he  had  done  befoi'e. 

“  No,  no,  Meah,”  he  said  roughly ;  “  you  are  our  master  now ; 
and  as  the  gods  have  enabled  me  to  save  you  once  to-day,  so  we  Avill 
all  try  again.  If  they  you  sought  have  been  taken,  they  are  in 
honourable  safety  Avith  the  Rajah  :  if  they  are  dead,  there  is  no  help 
but  in  submission  to  God’s  Avill.” 

A  shout  from  several  of  the  men  caused  Fazil  to  look  round.  He 
saw  some  persons  running  toAvards  the  party  Avho  had  emerged  fr^  n 
the  thick  jungle  on  the  other  side  of  the  stream.  They  Avere  grooms 
Avho  had  hidden  themseh’es. 

One  of  them  clasped  Fazil’s  knees.  “They  are  safe,”  he  cried; 
“Meah,  they  arc  gone  tliis  way  Avith  the  hunchback  and  Ashruf,  Avho 
Avould  not  let  ns  folloAv  lest  Ave  should  be  seen.  They  Avent  doAvn  the 
riA’cr;  and  see  I  hero  are  their  tracks.  Come!” 
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What  need  to  speak  more  now  ?  The  new  interest  absorbed  all 
other  considerations.  Several  of  the  grooms  were  good  trackers, 
and  the  hoof-marks  of  the  two  ponies  could  not  be  mistaken.  They 
knew  them  well. 

Late  in  the  afternoon — often  bewnldered  in  deep  silent  forests,  often 
thrown  out,  often  despairing  of  success,  often  passing  hard  rocky 
ground  where  Fazil  could  see  no  tracks  whatever,  but  where  Bulvvunt 
Rao  and  the  trackers  held  their  way  with  confidence,  a  small  group 
of  pepple  were  discovered,  from  a  knoll  where  the  trackers  stood  for 
a  time  uncertain,  sitting  near  a  large  banian  tree,  on  the  bank  of  a 
mountain  stream. 

At  a  little  distance,  too,  from  them,  sat  a  few  men  armed  with 
matchlocks,  who  were  apparently  guarding  the  rest. 

Fazil  and  the  scouts  approached,  cautiously  leading  his  horse  ;  and 
the  first  greeting  was  a  rough  one  from  the  guards,  who  raised  their 
guns  to  fire  ;  but  the  next,  a  frantic  cry  of  welcome  from  the 
hunchback  and  Ashruf,  who  ran  forward  and  prostrated  themselves 
before  him. 

“  0  Meah,  they  are  safe — they  are  safe  !  ”  cried  Lukshmun,  rising 
first.  “Come  and  see,”  he  cried,  bursting  into  tears ;  “  and  the  gods 
have  sent  thee.” 

Hearing  his  cry,  Goolab  rushed  forward,  clasping  his  knees,  and, 
unable  to  speak,  was  sobbing  passionately. 

Yes,  they  were  safe — Lurlee  and  Zyna.  A  rude  bower  of  leafy 
branches  had  been  hastily  made,  with  a  screen  of  boughs  twisted  into 
stakes  in  front ;  and  so  concealed  were  they  by  the  thick  brushwood, 
apart  from  the  grassy  glade,  that  the  little  commotion  which  Fazil’s 
coming  had  caused,  had  not  been  heard  by  them.  Having  dismounted, 
and  preceded  by  old  Goolab,  who,  in  her  uncontrollable  joy,  now  ran 
before,  screaming  the  news  of  his  arrival,  he  entered  the  enclosure — 
and  the  two  desolate  women,  whose  utter  despair  nothing  as  yet  had 
soothed  or  alleviated,  fell  upon  his  neck  and  wept  aloud. 

How  long  they  sat  into  the  night  they  could  not  tell.  Kakrey,  the 
Mahratta  officer  who  had  followed  the  party  by  Moro  Trimmul’s 
order,  had  overtaken  them ;  and,  touched  by  the  beauty  and  soitow 
of  the  women,  had  not  molested  them.  The  nearest  Mahomedan  gar¬ 
rison  was  Kurrar,  a  town  at  some  distance  ;  but  he  had  engaged  to 
guide  and  protect  them  thither,  and  the  reward  promised  by  Lurlee 
was  at  once  confirmed,  and  even  enhanced  by  Fazil.  Kakrey  had 
already  told  them  that  the  Khan’s  escape  was  impossible ;  and  they 
were  thus  prepared  for  the  sad  news  which  Fazil  brought. 

Kakrey  decidedly  objected,  however,  to  Fazil’s  horsemen,  and  even 
to  Lukshmun  and  Ashruf ;  they  were  strangers,  and  would  be  in¬ 
evitably  suspected.  Fazil  and  his  men  must  take  another  road,  he 
said ;  and  the  ladies  must  submit  to  hard.ships  among  mountain  vil- 
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lages  and  rough  tracks  for  some  days.  They  had  no  other  chance  of 
escape  but  in  disguise,  and  alone  with  him.  He  had  already  pro¬ 
cured  rough  food  and  coarse  clothes,  and  there  was  little  time  for 
rest ;  ere  the  morning  ho  must  take  them  away. 

Poor  Liurlee !  All  night  while  Fazil  sat  there,  she  had  pored  over 
the  book  of  astrological  diagrams  in  a  hopeless  puzzle  of  mind. 
Why  should  she  have  been  mistaken  ?  Why  should  her  husband 
Iiave  died  who  had  left  her  so  hopeful  in  themorning  ?  Were  they 
all  wrong  ?  waa  all  this,  the  faith  of  her  life,  false  ? 

It  seemed  so  ;  but  one  thing  was  at  least  certain,  that  Tara’s  nature 
and  Fazil ’s  were  alike;  and  she  appeared, in  spite  of  her  grief,  to 
return  to  this  discovery  with  a  peculiar  zest.  “  I  am  not  wrong,”  she 
said,  “in  this  ;  look !  ’’—but  we  will  spare  the  detail.  She  was  too 
much  bewildered  by  far,  to  understand  as  yet  the  less  that  had  be- 
fallen  her,  nor  was  she  at  all  convinced  that  she  was  a  widow.  Iso, 
the  stars  could  not  be  wrong ;  and  for  all  they  could  say,  she  only 
believed  the  more  that  the  Khan  would  return.  “Who  had  seen 
him  die  ?” 

Fazil  was  convinced  of  KalA’ey’s  good  faith.  Bulwunt  Rao  un¬ 
hesitatingly  answered  for  him.  They  were  neighboui\s,  and  had  been 
boys  together.  Fazil’s  promises  of  reward  were  too  profuse  to  have 
auglif  in  competition  Avith  them.  It  was  hard  to  persuade  Zyna  that 
lie  myist  leave  her  again ;  but  as  they  were  situated,  they  could  not 
remain  together,  and  must  separate.  For  Fazil  would  not  leave  his 
men,  and  he  determined,  Avith  Bulwunt  and  the  hunchback,  to  hover 
as  long  as  possible  about  the  vicinity  of  ^Vye.  He  might  be  joined  by 
other  fugitives,  ho  might  rescue  many  of  his  people,  and  even  make 
head  against  the  enemy ;  above  all,  perhaps  he  might  get  neAA’s  of 
Tara,  and  assist  her.  He  should  avoid  the  Mahratta  hOrse,  and  with 
a  guide  like  Bul\Arunt  Rao,  and  one  of  Kakrey’s  folloAvers,  Avho  volun- 
tcred  to  accompany  him,  he  could  either  conceal  himself  or  advance 
as  needful. 

So,  Avith  many  teai’s,  and  almost  despairing,  Lurlee  and  Zyna, 
dressed  as  peasant  AA'omen  in  the  coarsest  clothes,  left  him  ere  morn¬ 
ing  ciaAvned.  Lurlee  Avas  not  remarkable ;  but  the  fair  skin  and 
beautiful  features  of  Zyna  Avero  often  objects  of  Avondering  interest 
and  admiration  among  the  mountain  pea.santry,  as  they  journeyed  on. 

•  •  •  - 

*  •  •  •  • 

Three  days  afterwards,  Fazil  and  his  men,  Avho  had  been  joined 
by  other  stragglers  on  foot  and  on  horseback,  AV'cre  lying  during  the 
day  in  the  place  of  concealment  Avhich  had  been  chosen  by  Kakrey’s 
folloAV'cr,  and  approved  of  by  Bulwunt  Rao  and  the  hunchback. 
In  the  depth  of  the  jungle  near  Wye,  there  Avas  a  largo  banian  tree, 
iplanted  by  a  small  temple  now  deserted,  because  of  some  evil  repute. 
The  tree  hud  flourished  Avhilc  the  temple  had  decayed,  and  Avas  ]ari;-c 
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enough,  with  its  offsets,  to  have  sheltered  thousands.  The  outside 
boughs  trailed  on  the  ground,  screening  everything  wilhin,  where 
the  bare,  gaunt  branches,  and  the  naked  roots  falling  from  them,  rose 
high  into  the  air,  covered  above  with  a  thick  foliage.  A  bright  rill 
sparlded  past  the  tree ;  grass  was  abundant  on  the  hill-sides,  and  a 
liberal  price  for  grain  had  induced  some  villagers  near,  to  supply  the 
men’s  wants  for  a  few  days.  Every  day,  the  hunchback  and  the  boy 
Ashruf,  disguising  themselves  as  mendicants,  had  sung  ballads  in 
the  town  of  Wye,  in  order  to  gain  information  of  passing  events. 

They  were  lying  concealed  in  this  hiding-place  when,  in  the 
afternoon  of  the  third  day,  the  hunchback  broke  in  upon  Fazil  and 
some  others  sitting  together.  “Bid  them  all  go  away,”  he  cried  ex¬ 
citedly  ;  “  I  have  sti*ange  news,  Meah,  for  thee, — for  thine  ear  only.” 

The  men  rose  and  went  to  a  distance.  “Can  it  be  of  his  father?  ” 
they  said. 

No,  it  was  not  of  him ;  he  was  beyond  all  hope  now,  and  his 
bloody  head  festering  in  the  sun  above  the  gate  of  Pertabgarh. 

“Meah,”  said  the  man,  in  a  low  voice,  “Tara  the  Moorlee  is 
alive,  but  they  are  going  to  burn  her  to-moiTow ;  and  I  saw  them 
taking  wood  to  the  river-side  to  make  the  pile.  They  say  the  goddess 
came  to  her  at  Pertabgurh,  and  told  her,  before  the  Rajah;  to  be 
a  Sutee,  and  he  is  going  to  make  a  great  show  of  her  to  the  people. 
I  waited  till  I  saw  her  come  into  Wye  in  a  palankeen,  and  I  would 
have  told  her  you  were  here,  but  I  could  not  get  near  her  for  the' 
crowd — they  were  throwing  flowers  upon  her.  The  people  do  not 
know  her  name,  but  I  knew  her :  it  is  Tara.  O  Meah,  yon  will  not 
let  the  Brahmuns  do  this  !  ” 

^  “  By  Alla  and  the  Prophet,  no  !  ”  cried  the  young  man,  starting  to 
his  feet.  “  Dost  thou  know  the  place  ?  ” 

_  “I — I  can  lead  a  Durora  on  the  house,”  said  Lukshmun  hesita¬ 
tingly.  “  God  forgive  me,  it  is  not  the  first  I  have  led,  and  I  observed 
it  all  before  I  left.”  , 

“  Where  is  Bulwunt  Rao  ?  Call  him.” 

“  He  is  asleep,  ”  replied  Lukshmun  ;  “I  will  go  and  bring  him.” 

“Meah  wants  you  ;  come,”  he  said  to  Bulwunt  Rao,  after  waking 
him ;  and  when  he  joined  Fazil,  all  was  told  him  ;  and  the  three  men 
consulted  long  and  earnestly  as  to  how  the  girl  might  be  rescued. 

0,  were  but  Rama  and  a  score  of  Pahar  Singh’s  Ramoosees 
here,”  said  Lukshmun,  “  we  could  go  and  bring  her  to  you  to-nio-ht, 
without  waking  her ;  but  your  Mussulmans  would  make  but  a  poor 
hand  of  that  work.” 

So,  after  discussing  the  subject  in  every  way,  there  seemed  no 
chance  of  success  but  in  an  effort  to  carry  her  off  from  the  pile 
itself.  The  attempt  might  succeed  or  fail ;  but  the  men  Avho  would 
undertake  it  were  at  least  desperate,  and  to  abandon  the  girl  to  her 
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fate  withoiit  endeavouring  to  rescue  her,  "was  not  to  be  thought  of. 
In  any  case,  they  naust  leave  their  hiding-place  on  the  morrow,  or 
starve.  A  long  match  might  take  them  at  once  beyond  the  dis¬ 
turbed  country ;  and  they  were  not,  in  their  present  mood,  likely  to 
falter  in  their  project. 

Tara  !  Her  name  aroused  a  thousand  sweet  memories.  The  day 
after  the  interview  with  the  Rajah,  she  was  to  have  been  demanded 
as  a  subject  of  their  King ;  and,  in  the  Rajah’s  apparently  submissive 
mood,  Fazil  had  anticipated  no  refusal.  What  had  happened  to 
place  her  in  the  situation  in  which  she  was,  he  could  not  conjectuie ; 
but  Bulwunt  Rao  and  Lukshmun  understood  at  once  that  she  was  the 
victim  of  Brahmun  intrigues  excited  by  Moro  Trimmul,  and  rejoiced 
in  the  prospect  of  frustrating  his  intentions.  Finally,  the  whole 
project  was  explained  to  the  men  ;  and  in  their  hearty  acquiescence, 
and  in  the  excitement  of  a  new  and  desperate  action,  the  young  Khan 
lay  down  that  night,  and,  for  the  first  time  since  the  slaughter,  slept 
soundly. 


CHAPTER  LXXXIII. 

Meanwhile,  the  Shastree,  Anunda,  and  Radha,  were  pressing  on  as 
fast  as  the  nature  of  their  travelling  would  allow.  The  Shastree 
had  a  palankeen,  for  he  was  still  weak,  and  the  women  rode  ;  but  as 
he  gained  strength,  he  Avas  able  to  ride  in  turn. 

At  first  their  stages  were  necessarily  short,  Avith  frequent  halts; 
but  as  they  proceeded,  they  had  increased  the  daily  distance ;  and 
the  ncAVS  of  the  action  at  Pertabgurh,  Avhich  had  spread  over  the 
country  with  incredible  rapidity,  made  them  more  and  more  anxious 
to  reach  Wye,  and  ascertain  Tara’s  fate.  All  attempts  to  trace  her 
on  the  road  w'ere  fruitless.  The  ai’my  had  passed,  but  in  the  con¬ 
fusion  attendant  upon  its  progress,  individuals  could  not  be  traced  or 
distinguished. 

At  the  last  stage  before  Wye  they  found  the  village  Avhere  they 
rested  in  much  excitement.  It  Avas  understood  that  a  Sutee  Avould 
take  place  in  the  toAvn  the  next  day  ;  and  though  it  was  not  knoAA'u 
who  the  person  Avas,  the  certainty  that  such  a  ceremony  Avould  occur 
Avas  beyond  question ;  and  it  AA’as  evident  that  people  from  all  the 
country  round  would  attend  it. 

Anunda  had  not  been  at  Wye  since  her  youth.  Her  parents, 
Avho  had  resided  there,  were  long  since  dead,  and  she  kncAv,  vaguely 
only,  of  some  distant  relatives.  The  Shastree,  however,  in  his  pro¬ 
fessional  expeditions,  had  frequently  visited  the  town  which,  from 
the  number  of  Brahmun  families  residing  there,  was  then,  as  it  still 
is,  the  seat  of  much  learning,  and,  from  its  many  temples  on  the 
bank  of  the  Krishna  river,  esteemed  sacred. 
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The  chief  priest  of  one  of  those  templra,  Vishnn  Pandit,  was  an 
old  friend  and  antagonist  in  scientific  and  literary  discussions,  and 
Vyas  Shastree  knew  he  was  sure  of  a  hearty  welcome,  even  if  his 
coming  were  not  formally  announced.  But  considering  that  his 
wives  might  be  an  inconvenience,  he  had  sent  a  note  on  by  a 
messenger,  who  had  engaged  to  deliver  it  by  daylight  at  farthest ; 
and  as  they  set  out  for  their  last  march,  it  was  in  hopeful,  perhaps 
joyful  anticipation  of  news  of  Tara,  by  which  their  long  suspense 
would  be  ended. 

Mingling  with  the  parties,  therefore,  which  thronged  the  roads  to 
the  town,  and  hearing  many  speculations  as  to  the  nature  of  the 
Sutee,  but  nothing  definite,  the  travellers  passed  on  as  rapidly  as 
possible  ;  and  a  fairer  scene  than  the  bed  of  the  sacred  stream,  with 
its  hundreds  of  bathers  in  the  sparkling  waters,  the  temples  on  its 
banks,  and  the  broad  flights  of  steps  leading  to  the  river,  could 
hardly  be  imagined ;  but  there  was  one  object  in  particular  upon 
which  all  their  interest  centred.  In  the  middle  of  a  broad  bed  of 
sand  near  the  stream,  some  men  were  already  piling  logs  of  w'ood 
into  a  square  mass,  and  ponring  oil  on  them ;  fixing  tall  poles  at  the 
sides,  and  hanging  garlands  of  flowers  and  wreaths  of  leaves  to 
them.  The  pile  was  large,  and  would  soon  be  completed  for  the 
sacrifice. 

Vyas  Shastree  rode  to  the  spot,  and  inquired  of  the  men — they 
were  Brahmun  priests — for  whom  the  preparations  were  being  made. 
They  did  not  know,  they  said, — it  was  a  state  matter.  When  the 
Sutee  came  there  to  die,  she  would  be  seen.  Meanwhile  she  was  at 
.Vishnu  Pundit’s  house,  and  he  might  go  and  see  her,  and  worship 
her,  as  others  were  doing. 

At  Vishnu  Pundit’s  house  !  The  place  to  which  he  was  going ! 
Certainly,  then,  he  should  see  the  woman,  whoever  she  might  be,  that 
was  to  be  burned.  “  Had  her  husband  died,  then,  last  night  ?  ”  he 
asked.  If  he  had,  the  P'-ndit’s  house  must  be  impure,  and  he  must 
look  elsewhere  for  lodgings. 

“  No  ;  the  Sutee  was  in  pursuance  of  a  vow,”  they  said, — “not  an 
ordinary  one,  and  an  eflfigy  would  be  burned  with  her.” 

The  Shastree  was  puzzled,  and  rode  on,  musing  much  at  the 
sti’angeness  of  the  act,  and  unable  to  account  for  it  satisfactorily. 
Such  sacrifices,  from  such  motives,  were  no  doubt  meritorious,  but 
they  were  uncommon. 

He  was  not  far  distant  now  from  their  destination,  and,  joining 
Anunda,  who,  riding  a  stout  ambling  pony,  was  forcing  her  way 
through  the  crowd,  followed  by  the  litter  in  which  sat  Badha,  he 
bade  her  come  on  leisurely,  and  himself  urged  his  horse  forward  as 
quickly  "s  the  crowded  streets  would  allow,  to  his  friend’s  house. 
Vishnu  Pundit  himself  was  standing  at  the  door  of  the  outer  court 
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opening  into  the  street,  across  which  some  men  were  tying  garlands 
ot‘  green  leaves  and  flowers.  Seeing  the  Shastree  advancing,  he 
came  to  him,  and,  assisting  him  to  dismount,  embraced  him  warmly. 

“I  received  your  note,”  he  said ;  “  but  I  have  had  no  time  to  reply 
to  it.  I  have  no  room  for  you,  old  friend  gwing  to  the  Sutee  whom 
the  Maharaja  has  sent  to  me — that  is,  not  till  to-morrow ;  but  mean¬ 
while  my  neighbour  the  Josee  gives  you  one  of  the  courts  of  his  house. 
Take  the  ladies  there,”  he  added  to  an  attendant,  “as  they  arrive. 
But  do  you,  Vyas  Shastree,  come  with  me.  I  must  speak  with  yo  u 
alone.  Ah,  we  had  mourned  you  dead — yet  how  wonderful  it  is  that 
you  are  here,  and  to-day,  too !  Come,  I  have  much  to  say  to'  you 
that  is  strange — most  strange.” 

The  Shastree  followed  him  curiously  into  an  inner  court — one  like 
that  in  his  own  house  at  ^ooljapoor,  where  he  taught  his  pupils. 
Numbers  of  people  were  pressing  through  the  outer  court,  bearing 
offerings  for  worship;  but  in  the  place  they  went  to,  they  were  alone, 
and  the  Pundit  closed  the  door. 

“Vyas  Shastree,”  he  said,  looking  at  him  intently  as  they  sat  down, 
and  speaking  with  irrepressible  concern  and  grief  in  his  voice,  “  0 
friend !  O  dear  old  friend !  I  have  dark  news  for  thee  to-day.  Alas! 
and  woo  to  me  that  I  have  to  tell  it  I  Hast  thou  a  daughter  named 
Tara  ?  ” 

“  I  have  come  to  seek  her — followed  her  thus  far — what  of  her  ?  ” 
replied  the  Shastree,  sickening  with  apprehension — “  what  of  her  ?  ” 

“ She  was  a  priestess  of  Toolja  Mata  at  Tooljapoor,  was  she  not?  ” 
asked  the  Pun^t. 

“  She  was  so,  friend,  and  the  Mussulmans  carried  her  off.  But 
they  spared  her  honour!  O,  say  they  spared  her  honour!”  he  ex¬ 
claimed  piteously,  and  stretching  forth  his  hands. 

“She  was  an  honoured  guest  with  them,  friend,  and  would  that - 

O,  how  shall  I  say  the  rest  ?  ”  he  thought, — “  how  explain  this  misery  ? 
Alas,  what  evil  fate  hath  sent  him  to-day  !” 

“  Thou  art  keeping  something  from  me,”  said  the  Shastree,  striving 

to  be  calm.  “  If — if  Tara — my  daughter - What  is  it,  O  friend  ? 

we  have  suffered  much  suspense,  much  anxiety  : — for  her  sake  ha  ve 
taken  this  weary  journey;  and  we  hoped  to  have  found  her  here  among 
friends,  perhaps  with  thee.  What  hast  thou  to  say  of  her  ?  Did 
they  not  give  her  up,  as  we  heard  they  would  ?  Have — they ” 

“  Yes,  she  is  here,”  returned  the  Pundit  hesitatingly,  and  turning 
away  his  head  in  a  vain  attempt  to  repress  his  tears.  “  She — she — 
is  a  widow,  is  she  not  ?  ”  he  asked. 

Then  the  truth  flashed  upon  the  wretched  father  with  fearful 
rapidity.  That  crowd  of  people ;  that  hideous  pile  of  logs :  the 
preparations  and  rejoicing  were  for  her  death — for  Tara’s,  and  after 
all  he  was  too  late  to  save  her !  O,  if  ho  had  only  hurried  on, — if  he 
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had  only  left  home  sooner !  But  thought  now  had  no  definite  form. 
It  wajs  a  confused  and  conflicting  chaos,  utterly  uncontrollable. 
“  Where  have  ye  put  her  ?  ”  he  asked,  in  a  low  husky  voice,  as,  with 
a  sickening  pressure  at  his  heart,  his  features  assumed  the  haggard 
expression  of  weary  age. 

“Friend,”  said  the  Pundit,  passing  his  arm  around  him  and  trying 
to  raise  him  up,  “  come  and  see.  Such  poor  honour  as  we  can  do  to 
her  on  earth  while  she  is  with  us,  we  have  already  done  and  will 
continue.  Come  and  see.  Arise  !  If  thou  art  a  true  Bi*ahmun,  hear 
this,  like  a  god  on  earth  as  thou  art,  and  believe  it  for  her  eternal 
glory.  How  few  are  chosen  for  this  sacrifice  !  true  jewels  only  are 
they- — pure  gold,  to  be  purified  in  the  fire  !” 

“  In  the  fire,”  he  echoed  dreamily — rising,  and  supporting  himself 
against  a  pillar  in  the  room  with  a  hopeless  gesture  of  despair — “  in 
the  fire! — I  tell  thee,  Vishnu  Pundit,”  he  added  presently,  “it  cannot 
be :  who  has  wrought  this  cruelty  upon  her  ?  Who  has  done  it?  Of 
her  own  act  and  will  it  could  not  have  been ;  but  if  the  council  have 
dared  to — to - ” 

“  She  thought  you  dead — you,  her  mother,  and  your  new  wife,” 
replied  the  Pandit,  interrupting  him.  “  She  was  suffering  hopeless 
persecution  and  insult,  and  in  the  temple  at  Pertabgurh  she  stood 
before  the  Mother’s  image,  and  declared  herself  sutee  before  the 
Brahmuns.  Could  we  recall  the  words  ?  I  was  present.  Had  it 
been  my  own  daughter  I  had  been  thankful.  O  Shastree  I  it  was 
her  glory !” 

Vyas  Shastree  could  not  reply.  “Let  me  see  her  and  hear  it  from 
her  own  lips,”  was  all  he  could  utter  at  all  intelligibly. 

“  Certainly,  if  thou  wilt,”  replied  the  Pundit ;  “  she  is  ready  to  go 
even  now,  but  the  hour  is  not  come.  And  yet,  Vyas  Shastree,  beware; 
would  it  not  be  better  she  believed  you  all  dead,  and  so  died  happily 
looking  for  you,  than,  seeing  you  alive,  be  shaken  in  her  determina¬ 
tion  ?  Will  not  the  love  of  life  come  out  of  this,  and  rise  defiant  to 
all  convictions  ?  Alas  1  alas  I  my  friend,  it  is  not  for  me  to  come 
between  your  love  and  her  mother’s  and  that  poor  child;  but  beware! 
she  cannot  retract  now  and  live,  otherwise  than  in  dishonour  and 
infamy  ;  and  hereafter  you  will  cry  in  agony  to  the  goddess  Mother, 
she  had  better  have  died — and  will  be  guilty  of  sin  in  having  shaken 
her  faith  if  she  live.  Did  you  refuse  when  she  was  called  before? - ” 

The  Shastree  groaned,  and  his  breath  came  as  it  were  in  broken 
gasps.  He  was  trembling  violently.  “I — I — must  see  her,”  he  said. 
“Let  her  decide ;”  and,  unable  to  stand,  he  again  sat  down. 

“  Drink  some  water,  Vyas  Shastree;  it  will  refresh  you,”  said  the 
Pandit,  bringing  a  vessel  full  from  the  end  of  the  apartment. 

“No,  no,  friend,”  he  replied,  putting  it  away,  “  I  will  not  eat  or 
drink  till  this  is  past,  if  it  is  to  be.  Let  us  go..  I  am  no  less  a 
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Brahmnn  than  thyself.  If  the  Mother  whom  she  serves  has  spoken 
to  her,  it  is  well — she  will  go  to  her.  My  child  !  0  my  child !”  cried 
the  miserable  man  in  his  agony.  “  0  Mother,  what  hath  she  done 
for  this  to  come  to  her — she,  so  pure,  to  need  the  sacrifice  of  fire ! 
O  Toolja  Mata,  was  it  needed  ?  Come,  Shastree,  I  am  ready  now,” 
he  continued,  after  a  pause.  “  Do  not  delay.” 

The  Pundit  said  nothing.  He  again  passed  his  arm  round  his 
friend  to  support  him,  and,  leading  him  to  a  door  in  the  further  end 
of  the  room,  opened  it.  A  small  court  intervened  between  the  place 
where  they  stood  and  a  larger  one  beyond,  the  door  of  which  was  open, 
and  showed  a  crowd  of  people,  mostly  women,  struggling  to  approach 
some  object  beyond.  All  had  garlands  of  flowers  in  their  hands,  and 
vessels  wherewith  to  pour  libations.  Suddenly  there  was  a  shrill 
piercing  scream  ;  and  the  crowd  swayed  to  and  fro,  retreating  back¬ 
wards  before  some  priests  who  were  patting  the  people  out. 

“  What  can  have  happened  ?  ”  cried  the  Pundit,  hastening  on. 
“  Come  quickly.” 

Vyas  Shastree  felt  instinctively  that  Anunda  had  seen  Tara,  and 
he  rapidly  followed  his  friend.  As  he  entered  tl^e  next  court,  he  saw 
at  a  glance  all  he  yearned  for — all  that  he  most  dreaded  to  see. 

A  bower,  as  it  were,  of  trellis- work,  had  been  fitted  up  in  the  large 
apartment  of  the  Pundit’s  house  which  was  raised  slightly  from  the 
ground,  and  it  was  covered  with  heavy  garlands  of  green  leaves  and 
flowers,  as  though  for  a  bridal.  In  the  narrow  doorway  of  this  bower 
stood  a  slight  female  figure,  richly  dressed  in  a  bright  crimson  silk 
dress,  striving  to  put  away  the  arm  of  a  Brahmun  priest, — who  was 
preventing  her  from  stepping  forth, — and  struggling  with  him.  The 
face  was  full  of  horror  and  misery,  and  the  eyes  flashing  with  excite¬ 
ment  and  despair.  Before  her,  without,  lay  an  elderly  woman 
senseless  on  the  ground,  supported  by  a  girl  and  several  other  women 
who  were  w’eeping  bitterly.  Tara,  Anunda,  Radha  ! — how  had  they 
met  ?  Alone,  he  could  have  met  Tara  firmly,  but  with  them  ?  Not 
now,  however,  did  the  Shastree’s  heart  fail :  no  matter  what  followed, 
honour  or  dishonour,  he  would  not  leave  his  child.  Darting  forward 
past  the  Pundit,  pushing  aside  some  women,  who,  screaming  sense¬ 
lessly,  would  not  be  put  out, — Vyas  Shastree  leaped  upon  the  base¬ 
ment  of  the  room,  and,  dragging  away  the  Brahmun  priest,  stood  by 
his  chUd.  “Tara,  O  my  life  !  O  my  child!”  he  cried  passionately, 
“come  forth,  come  to  us  !” 

It  was  the  effort  of  an  instant  only,  for  the  attendant  priests  had 
seized  him  and  drawn  him  back  forcibly,  while  they  held  him  up. 

“  Thou  canst  not  touch  her  now  without  defilement,”  one  said,  who 
knew  him.  “  She  is  sutee,  0  Vyas  Shastree,  and  pure  from  thy 
touch,  even ;  she  is  bathed  and  dressed  for  the  sacrifice.” 

“  Tara,  Tara!”  gasped  the  unhappy  man,  not  heeding  the  words. 
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“  Tara,  come  forth — come ;  I,  thy  father,  call  thee  !  O  my  child,  do 
not  delay  ;  come,  we  will  go  away — far  away,  to  the  ^Mother - ” 

To  the  Mother !  Perhaps  if  he  had  not  said  this,  Tam  would  have 
been  unable  to  repress  those  last  fearful  yearnings  to  life  which  now 
tore  her  heart ;  but  the  echo  fell  on  her  own  spirit  heavily  and  irre- 
pressively.  To  the  Mother  !  Yes,  in  her  great  misery,  all  she  could 
see  in  her  mental  agony — what  she  saw  in  the  temple  at  Pertabgurh, 
— all  that  she  had  dwelt  upon  since, — were  the  glowing  ruby  eyes  of 
the  Mother  far  away  at  Tooljapoor,  glittering,  as  she  thought,  in  glad 
anticipation  of  her  coming.  The  same  Brahmun  priest  who  was 
preventing  her  egress  Avhen  her  mother  appeared,  had  again  crossed 
his  arms  before  the  door.  As  she  saw  her  father  advance,  Tara 
staggered  back  affrighted  ;  it  was  as  though  he  had  risen  from  the 
dead ;  and  at  his  despairing  cry  the  girl  could  not  have  restrained 
herself,  had  not  the  echo  of  his  last  words  fallen  on  a  heart  which, 
though  wellnigh  dead  to  life,  had  rallied  for  a  while  to  its  purest 
affections ; — but  only  for  a  while. 

“  Thou  canst  not  move  hence,”  said  the  Brahmun  priest.  “  Cry 
‘Jey  Toolja!  Jey  Kalee!’  0  Tara!  thou  wilt  not  now  deny  the 
Mother  1 — all  else  is  dead  to  thee.” 

No,  she  could  not  deny  her  now — she  would  not.  With  that 
strange  light  in  her  eyes — that  seemingly  siTpernatural  force  in  her 
actions,  which  the  people  thought  the  emanation  of  divinity,  Tara’s 
spirit  was  rallied  by  the  priest’s  words.  “Jey  Toolja  Mata  I”  she 
cried,  stretching  her  arms  into  the  air;  “  I  am  true,  O  Mother!  I  am 
true  ;  and  even  these  shall  not  keep  me  from  thee  now  !” 

Strange  enthusiasm  !  stranger  fortitude,  which,  having  no  teri’or 
of  a  horrible  death,  has  earned  on  its  votaries  even  to  .the  flames  with 
a  conetancy  and  devotion  worthy  of  a  nobler  fate  !  In  other  cases, 
earthly  love — the  desii’c  to  free  a  beloved  object  from  the  pains  of 
suffering  for  life’s  errors,  and  insure  final  and  perfect  rest  to  its 
immortal  spirit — or  a  gratification  of  the  all-absorbing  grief  which 
looks  on  present  death  as  the  only  remedy  for  despairing  sorrow — 
might  exist ;  but  here  was  no  such  incentive.  The  spiritual  j)ortion 
of  the  girl’s  nature  was  alone  concerned  in  the  question ;  and  that, 
once  excited  by  position  and  circumstance,  had  insured  a  more  per¬ 
fect  observance  of  her  vow  than  earthly  passion. 

A  strange  enthusiasm  indeed !  Ah  yes, — from  the  period  to  which 
wo  can  trace  it  in  a  dim  legendary  superstition  of  the  past,  through 
the  two  thousand  years  since  the  Greek  philosopher  stood  on  tho 
banks  of  Indus  and  Ganges  and  recorded  it,  to  the  time  when  it  was 
made  to  cease  under  the  stern  power  of  a  purer  creed — how  many 
have  died,  alike  self-devoted,  alike  calm,  alike  fearless  !  Women 
with  ordinary  affections,  ordinary  habits  of  life,  suddenly  lifted  up 
into  a  sublimity  of  position, — even  to  death, — by  an  influence  they 
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were  unable  to  repress  or  control — barbarous  and  superstitious  if  you 
will,  but  sublime. 

Tara  had  conquered.  Her  father- hung  upon  her  words  with  an 
absorbing  reverential  fear,  as  the  last  sound  of  them  died  away  and 
was  drowned  in  the  shouts  of  “  Jey  Toolja  Mata  !  ”  which  burst  from 
the  Brahmuns  around,  and  were  taken  up  by  the  people  without, 
whose  frantic  efforts  to  gain  entrance  were  redoubled.  He  had 
heard  her  doom  from  her  own  lips,  and,  believing  in  the  inspiration 
which  prompted  them,  his  head  fell  on  his  bosom  ;  then  the  men, 
feeling  his  frame  relax,  let  him  go,  and  he  fell  prostrate  before  his 
child  and  worshipped  her. 

They  had  removed  Anunda  into  an  inner  rooTU,  and  her  senses  had 
I’allied  under  the  cai’e  paid  to  her.  As  he  rose  with  a  despairing 
gesture,  and  turned  away  from  his  child,  the  Shastrce  sought  Anunda. 
“  There  is  no  hope,”  he  said,  “  wife — none.  It  is  her  own  act,  and 
the  Mother  takes  her.  She  is  doomed,  and  I  saw  it  in  her  eyes.  It 
is  enough  that  we  have  come  to  see  it ;  she  is  already  gone  far  beyond 
us,  and  we  dare  not  recall  her.” 

He  closed  the  door,  and  within  were  Radha,  Anunda,  and  himself. 
What  he  said  to  them — how  he  consoled  them,  no  one  ever  knew ; 
but  after  a  while  they  came  forth,  bathed  and  purified  themselves, 
and  went  and  sat  silently  near  their  daughter. 

Now,  they  looked  at  her  calm,  glorious  beauty  as  she  sat  within 
the  bower,  decked  for  the  saci’ifice,  with  heavy  wreaths  of  jessamine 
flowers  about  her  head,  and  rich  golden  ornaments  about  her  person, 
— their  faitli,  cruel  as  it  was,  bid  them  rejoice.  No  more  contumely 
now,  no  more  reproach,  no  more  sin,  no  more  persecution.  Her  little 
history  was  told  them  by  Vishnu  Pundit,  and  believed.  Tara  was 
pure,  and  if  the  jMother  had  called  her — even  thi’ough  the  fire — she 
must  go. 

So  they  sat  listening  to  her,  as  she  recited  those  passages  from  the 
Holy  Books  which  her  father  loved,  relative  to  humble  and  yet 
glorious  martyrs  like  herself, — men  and  women  who  had  undergona 
Uie  tri^ll,  and  were  at  last  free.  Sometimes  she  spoke  to  them  calmly 
■ — told  them  how  she  wished  her  ornaments  to  be  disposed  of — what 
charitable  donations  were  to  be  given  in  her  name — what  messages 
were  to  be  delivered  to  her  friends,  and  the  servants  who  had  tended 
her ;  but  she  never  spoke  of  the  past,  nor  alluded  to  her  parents,  as 
though  she  had  believed  them  dead.  She  never  mentioned  Afzool 
Khan  or  his  family ;  she  shed  no  tear,  nor  did  any  human  weakness 
appear  to  mingle  with  the  rapt  devotion  which  it  was  evident  filled 
her  mind,  and  al  sorbed  every  other  faculty. 

So  they  sat — i  e  girl  within,  the  father  and  motuer  and  Radha 
without,  the  bower — their  eyes  blinded  by  tears,  their  voices  choked 
with  sobs.  Tara  bid  them  not  to  weep  ;  but  that  emotion  could  not 
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bo  denied.  No  one  dared  to  intrude  upon  that  last  terrible  severing 
of  earthly  ties.  And  so  the  priests  chanted,  and  the  shadows  fell 
eastwards,  and  lengthened. 


CHAPTER  LXXXIV. 

After  a  while,  they  heard  the  sound  of  drums  and  cymbals,  and  of 
the  rude  Mahratta  pipes,  advancing  up  the  street,  playing  a  wailing, 
mournful  air,  and  the  musicians  stopped  at  the  door  of  the  outer 
court.  The  people  within  fell  back,  and  made  a  lane  of  egress,  and 
Tara  rose  and  came  forth  from  the  bower.  Once  she  prostrated  her¬ 
self  before  her  father  and"  mother,  and  those  with  her  saw  a  shiver — 
whether  of  grief,  despair,  or  terror,  who  could  say — pass  through  her 
body ;  but  she  recovered  herself  quickly,  and  as  she  stood  on  the 
upper  step  of  the  basement,  she  asked  for  flowers,  and,  throwing 
handfuls  among  the  crowd,  descended  the  steps  into  the  court. 

Then  slowly  on  through  the  people,  who  worshipped  her  as  she 
passed  ;  and  out  of  the  court  into  the  street,  where  an  open  litter, 
such  a  one  as  she  had  sat  in  when  they  made  her  a  priestess  of  the 
temple  at  Tooljapoor,  awaited  her.  Carried  in  this,  as  in  a  trium¬ 
phant  procession,  and  with  baskets  full  of  flowers  before  her,  she 
threw  them  among  the  crowd.  As  she  proceeded  through  the  streets, 
shouts  from  the  people  around  her,  and  from  those  on  house-tops, 
trees,  and  terraees,  were  redoubled ;  many  women  shrieked,  and  most 
prayed  aloud  for  the  Sutec.  The  clash  of  the  music  increased,  and 
the  march  played  was  one  of  victory ;  whilexiompanics  of  Brahmuns, 
bare-headed,  joined  the  procession,  singing  and  chanting  the  hymns 
of  death.  So,  on  through  the  town,  past  the  holy  temples,  and  into 
the  river  bed,  where  thousands  awaited  her,  and  set  up  a  hoarse 
shouting  as  they  saw  her  first.  What  was  the  first  honour  of  life  as 
a  pi’icstess,  to  this  glory  of  its  death  ? 

She  reached  the  pile,  now  covered  with  fluttering  pennons,  and 
streamers, — orange,  white,  and  crimson, — and  thousands  of  garlands, 
which  the  people  had  hung  or  thrown  upon  it  as  votive  offerings  since 
the  morning, — and  the  litter  was  set  down  for  her  to  alight.  It  was 
with  difficulty  the  crowd  was  kept  back  so  as  to  form  a  space  round 
the  pile  which  would  admit  of  her  passing  in  procession ;  but  it  was 
cleared  at  last  by  the  Brahmuns,  and  the  people  hung  back  awestruck 
and  staring  at  the  beauty  of  the  victim. 

Tara  looked  at  the  pile ;  but  there  was  that  strange  ecstasy  glow¬ 
ing  in  her  eyes  which  appeared  to  have  rendered  her  unconcious  of 
its  purport,  or  of  all  else  about  her.  Sometimes  she  cast  up  her  eyes 
with  a  strange  bright  smile,  and  nodded  as  if  she  were  saying,  as 
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perhaps  she  did,  “  I  come,  I  come.”  Again  she  looked  round  her 
dreamily.  The  roar  of  the  people’s  voices,  the  clash  of  cymbals,  the 
shrill  screams  of  the  pipes  and  horns,  the  hoarse  braying  of  trumpets, 
and  the  continuous  beating  of  deep-toned  drums,  were  around  her, 
drowning  the  sound  of  words,  and  the  bitter  sobs  and  low  shrieks 
of  her  mother  and  Radha  at  her  side.  Her  father’s  spirit  seemed 
to  have  risen  to  the  need  of  the  occasion,  for  he  stood  near  her 
joining  the  solemn  chant,  which  blended  with,  and  softened,  the  rude 
music. 

As  she  stood,  the  Brahmuns  worshipped  her,  and  poured  libations 
before  her  and  on  her  feet,  touched  her  forehead  with  sacred  colour, 
and  put  fresh  garlands  over  her  neck.  Then  the  last  procession  was 
formed,  in  which  she  would  walk  round  the  pile  thrice,  and  ascend 
it,  as  her  last  act  of  ceremonial  observance.  Now,  and  before  she 
had  to  take  off  her  ornaments,  she  turned  her  full  gaze  on  it,  and 
they  thought,  who  were  watching  her,  that  she  seemed  to  compre¬ 
hend  its  purpose.  A  huge  platform  of  logs,  black  with  oil  and  grease 
that  had  been  poured  upon  them,  strewed  with  camphor  and  frank¬ 
incense,  which  had  been  scattered  lavishly  by  the  people  in  their 
votive  offerings,  and  smeared  with  red  powder.  A  rude  step  had 
been  made  for  Tara  to  ascend  by,  and  on  the  summit  some  bright 
cloths  were  laid  as  a  bed,  where  she  might  recline,  upon  which  a 
small  efhgy  of  a  man,  rudely  conceived  and  dressed,  had  been  placed. 
Her  marriage-bed  in  the  spiritual  sense  of  the  sacrifice,  on  which, 
through  fire,  she  would  be  united  to  her  husband.  The  whole  was 
garish,  hideous,  and  cruel.  Face  to  face  with  death  so  horrible,  so 
imminent,  the  girl  seemed  to  shiver  and  gasp  suddenly,  and  sank 
down  swooning. 

Vishnu  Pundit,  and  another  old  Brahmun,  raised  her  up.  “It 
must  not  be,”  they  said  to  each  other  in  a  whisper ;  “  she  must  not 
fail  now,  else  shame  will  come  upon  us.” 

Moro  Trimmul  was  near  her  also,  and  had  been  one  to  seize  her 
mechanically  ns  she  was  falling.  To  him  the  scene  was  like  some 
mocking  phantasy,  w^hich  held  him  enthralled,  while  it  urged  him  to 
action.  Since  he  had  murdered  Gunga,  his  evil  sj^irit  had  known  no 
rest ;  no  sleep  had  come  to  him,  except  in  snatches  more  horrible  than 
the  reality  of  waking.  Again  and  again  he  had  felt  the  rush  of  the 
girl’s  warm  blood  upon  his  hands,  and  the  senseless  body  falling  from 
liis  arms  into  the  black  void  of  air,  to  be  no  more  seen  or  beard  of — 
and  had  started  up  in  abject  fear.  Day  or  night,  it  was  the  same ; 
— the  short  struggle,  the  frantic  efforts  of  the  girl  for  life,  his  own 
maddened  exertions  to  destroy  her,  were  being  acted  over  ajid  over 
again.  Every  moment  of  his  life  was  full  of  them ;  and  nothing  else, 
do  what  he  might,  go  where  he  would,  came  instead.  He  had  eaten 
opium  in  large  quantities,  but  it  only  made  the  reality  of  this  hideous 
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vision  more  palpable,  and  exaggei’ated  all  its  details.  He  bad  busied 
himself  deeply  in  the  ari’angemeuts  consequent  upon  the  victory  and 
the  distribution  of  plunder,  but  with  no  effect.  Haunted  by  Gunga’s 
murder  on  the  one  hand,  by  Tara’s  determination  to  die  as  Sutee  on 
the  other,  the  remonstrances  of  Maloosray  and  other  friends  only 
irritated  him  the  more.  They  had  endeavoured  to  restrain  him  fi’om 
going  to  Wye  to  see  her  burned,  but  with  no  result — he  had  broken 
from  them,  and  ridden  over  alone  that  morning. 

Soon  after  he  arrived,  he  heard  that  Vyas  Shastree  and  his  sister 
were  already  there,  and  he  had  sought  her,  and  in  his  former  desperate 
manner,  threatened  and  persuaded  in  turn.  It  might  be  that,  ha\dng 
experience  of  these  threats,  Radha  no  longer  feared  them,  or  that  the 
position  she  now  occupied  was  so  utterly  hopeless  as  regarded  Tara, 
that  even  he  mustr  see  that  it  was  useless  to  persecute  her  further. 
As  a  last  resource,  he  had  proposed  to  some  of  his  own  men,  despe¬ 
rate  and  licentious  as  himself,  to  attack  the  procession,  and  carry 
Tam  away ;  but,  hardened  as  they  were,  the  sacrilege  of  violently 
abducting  a  Sutee,  was  an  impossible  crime  against  their  faith,  and 
his  proposal  had  been  rejected. 

He  was  there,  therefore,  alone.  He  had  bathed  and  performed  the 
needful  ceremonies  with  the  other  Brahmuns,  and  the  thought  that 
he  should  at  least  see  Tara  die,  came,  for  the  time,  like  sweet  revenge 
into  his  heart,  feeding  his  evil  passions  and  sustaining  them.  Devils 
both,  Tara  and  Gunga,  witches  and  sorceresses.  What  matter  if  both 
died  horrible  deaths  ?  it  was  the  penalty  of  their  crimes  ;  and  in  such 
thoughts  a  momentary  consolation  was  offered  by  the  mocking  fiend 
at  his  heart,  to  be  whirled  away  to  the  chaos  of  despair,  in  which 
Gunga  seemed  writhing  in  her  blood,  and  Tara  tossing  her  arms  in 
the  agony  of  the  fire. 

Thus  he  had  walked  with  her,  almost  beside  her,  from  the  house, 
through  the  streets,  to .  the  pile  by  the  river-side.  In  the  litter, 
surrounded  by  chanting  priests,  she  was  unapproachable ;  but,  sink¬ 
ing  to  the  earth  helpless  before  him,  she  seemed  once  more  fated  to 
be  his  prey. 

“  Tara,  Tara,”  he  whispered  quickly  and  sharply  in  her  ear,  as, 
helping  her  to  rise,  he  passed  his  arm  under  her.  “  Come,  0 
beloved !  save  thyself,  even  now — even  now.  I  can  do  it.  Come, 
0  beloved !  ” 

The  words  and  his  hot  breath  on  her  cheek  roused  the  girl  more 
completely' than  aught  else  could  have  done.  She  did  not  speak, 
but  she  arose,  strong  and  defiant,  and,  shaking  him  off,  pushed  him 
away  so  violently  from  her,  that  he  staggered  and  fell  backwards. 

•  •••  •••• 

For  some  time  past,  a  body  of  horsemen,  with  their  faces  tied  up, 
after  the  fashion  of  Mahratta  cavaliers,  the  housings  of  their  horses 

2  I 


482 


I'AHA : 


\YeatliGi’-shiined,  and  thoir  arms  rusty  and  unpolished,  had  moved 
about  the  bed  of  the  river  and  the  bank  beyond,  and  as  tho  proces¬ 
sion  advanced  to  the  pile,  pressed  on  nearer  to  the  crowd.  It  might 
bo  a  hundred  men  or  more ;  and  the  leader,  who  was  a  Mahratta, 
spoke  cheerfully  to  the  people  who  addressed  him,  and  told  them 
of  his  pursuit  of  the  Mussulmans,  and  the  raid  they  had  done  into 
the  Beejapoor  country,  from  which  they  were  only  now  returning  in 
time  to  see  the  show  before  they  went  home  to  the  fort. 

Our  old  friend  Bulwunt  Rao  had  become  spokesman  and 
ostensible  leader;  and  the  hunchback  rode  with  him,  and  bandied 
words  with  the  bystanders  freely,  but  in  good  humour.  With  them, 
too,  was  Fazil  Khan,  who  joined  heartily  in  the  rough  jokes  which 
ere  passing  many,  ftt  his  own  expense  of  ragged  clothes,  rusty 
arms,  and  gaunt  features  :  and  thus  the  band  pressed  on  to  the  very 
skirts  of  the  crowd,  as  if  to  see  the  Sutee,  but  actually  to  take  up 
the  position  necessary  for  their  adventure.  During  the  day  they 
had  passed  several  bodies  of  Mahratta  horse,  but  had  been  taken 
for  a  similar  party,  and  had  as  yet  been  unchallenged;  and  in  the 
crowd,  their  bold  confident  demeanour,  and  the  ready  replies  given 
to  all  questions,  with  the  certainty  among  the  people  that  every  Mos¬ 
lem  soldier  had  perished  at  Pertabgurh,  or  was  a  prisoner,  prevented 
any  suspicion  of  their  real  character. 

Bulwunt  Rao  had  seen  Sutee  rites  before.  They  had  watched 
the  procession  issue  from  the  town,  and  ho  knew  Tara  would  alight 
from  the  litter  when  she  arrived  at  the  pile.  As  she  did  so— as  the 
litter  was  carried  aside,  and  before  the  procession  around  the  jule 
Avas  formed — they  had  determined  to  ride  in  upon  the  crowd  and 
bear  her  away.  They  had  no  fear  of  the  result ;  there  was  not  a  doubt 
among  chem.  They  knew  that  every  horseman  in  the  town  would 
be  present  there,  unarmed  and  on  foot,  and  that  mil'^s  would  be 
passed  by  them  ere  pursuit  could  be  made.  Their  old  hiding-place 
was  not  known,  and  beyond  was  open  country;  and  if  a  long  ride 
by  night,  Avliat  fear  ? — the  horses  Avere  fresh  and  Avell  fed. 

Be  ready,  ]\Ieah,”  said  BulAvunt  Rao,  in  a  low  voice.  “  See,  they 
arc  clearing  a  space  around  the  pile  for  her  to  walk.  Holy  Krishna ! 
JiOAv  beautiful  she  is  !  ‘  Jey  Kalee  !  Jcy  Toolja  IMata !’  ”  he  shouted 
Avith  the  croAvd.  Then  turning  to  the  hunchback,  he  bade  him  go 
round  the  rear  of  the  party  and  see  they  all  kept  together.  “  As  one 
man,  Lukslimun,  when  they  hear  our  shout,  let  them  follow.” 

So  they  advanced  nearer  and  nearer,  and  the  crowd  on  foot, 
unable  to  resist  the  pressure  of  the  horses,  gave  Avay  before  them, 
'rhe  SAvord  of  every  man  Avas  loosened  in  its  sheath,  and  a  few  of 
the  lear  men,  AAho  had  matchlocks  AA’ith  lighted  matches  slung  ovei’ 
their  backs,  unslung  them,  and  held  them  on  their  saddleboAA's  ready 
for  use.  If  any  one  had  noticed  FazU  Khan,  they  would  have  seen 
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him  smoothing  a  cushion,  as  it  were,  of  cloths  upon  the  pommel  of 
his  saddle,  while  he  wakened  his  horse  with  an  occasional  touch  of 
his  leg,  and  kept  him  excited  for  a  sudden  rush. 

He  moved  up  close  to  Bulwunt  Rao.  “If  I  fall,  dear  friend,  in 
this,”  he  said,  “  tell  them  how  it  was,  and  take  the  men  to  them.  Do 
not  wait  for  me ;  let  them  do  with  me  as  they  list.” 

Bulwunt  Rao  smiled.  “  Fear  not,  Meah,”  he  replied.  “  Ride 
thou  in  to  her,  and  trust  to  us  for  the  rest.” 

Fazil’s  teeth  were  hard  set,  and  his  heart  throbbed  quick ;  but  he 
was  calm  and  cool.  It  was  no  time  for  chance  work,  and  there 
must  not  be  any  mistake  now.  He  felt  his  sword  was  loose  in  the 
sheath,  and  smiled  to  himself.  The  men  had  orders  not  to  strike 
unarmed  people ;  but  if  any  resisted,  there  would  be  some  revenge 
for  Pertabgurh  he  thought,  and,  looking  round,  saw  the  rough  faces 
of  his  followers  in  thick  array  behind  him,  holding  in  their  horses 
as  though  for  a  race. 

They  saw  Tara  alight.  Fazil  was  not  a  stone’s-throw  distant,  and 
perhaps  she  might  see  him,  but  she  did  not.  He  was  not  in  her 
thoughts  now ;  the  agony  of  relinquishing  him  had  passed  from  her 
in  the  despair  of  life  long  ago.  They  saw  her  suddenly  sink  down, 
and  Vishnu  Pundit  and  Moro  Trimmul  stoop  to  raise  her  up. 

“  Bismilla!  Futteh-i-nubbee  !  ”  cried  the  young  Khan,  as,  pressing 
his  horse’s  flanks,  the  animal  bounded  forward.  “Bismilla,  brothers, 
YaAlla!  Ya  Alla  !  ” 

“  Ya  Alla !  Ya  Alla !  ”  shouted  the  rest  behind,  as  they  too  gave 
their  horses  the  rein,  and  all  dashed  forward  furiously. 

Some  men  with  poles  and  sticks  struck  at  Fazil,  Bulwunt,  and 
Lukshmun,  as  they  came  on  first,  but  none  there  had  arms.  It  was 
as  Tara,  watching  the  effect  of  her  effort  against  Moro  Trimmul, 
stood  apart,  with  flashing  eyes  and  heaving  bosom — belonging  for 
the  moment  to  the  world  she  had  abjured — that  the  hoarse  shout  of 
the  horsemen  fell  upon  her  ear.  She  looked  at  them  for  a  moment ; 
she  saw  people  go  down  before  them,  trampled,  shrieking,  under  foot, 
and  the  weapons  flashing  in  the  sunlight.  Then  two  men  stopped 
for  an  instant — she  was  between  them :  both  stooped  towards  her 
at  the  same  moment,  and  one  threw  himself  off  his  horse,  and  lifted 
her  to  the  other’s  saddle. 

As  it  was  done,  a  man  sprang  at  Fazil’s  horse’s  bridle,  with  a 
frantic  execration,  caught  it,  and  jerked  it  violently.  The  noble 
beast,  urged  on — for  Fazil  saw  the  danger — partly  reared,  but  was 
held  down  by  the  bridle;  else  it  had  fared  ill  perhaps  with  the 
young  man — for  Taiu  was  not  sensible  now,  and  he  could  only  hold 
her  up  with  difficulty — had  not  Lukshmun  been  nigh.' 

“  I  never  kill  Brahmuns,”  he  said  through  his  teeth,  “  but  thou 
art  a  devil ;”  and  he  struck  at  Moro  Trimmul’s  bare  neck  with  all 
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hio  force.  As  the  wretched  man  sank  to  the  earth  under  the  terrible 
wound,  the  hunchback  sprang  to  his  horse,  clambered  upon  it  like  a 
cat,  and  flourishing  his  bloody  sword,  though  he  struck  no  one,  rode 
by  Fazil’s  side  onwards,  unharmed. 

No  one  opposed  them  ;  the  action  was  too  sudden  and  too  despe¬ 
rate.  The  crowd,  also,  was  not  so  thick  towards  the  river,  and  gave 
way  before  them  ;  and,  dashing  through  the  shallow  ford,  the  horses 
throwing  up  the  bright  water  in  a  cloud  of  sparkling  drops,  they 
galloped  up  the  bank,  and  even  then,  were  beyond  pursuit.  A  few 
of  the  matchlock-men,  firing  their  pieces  over  the  heads  of  the  crowd 
beyond,  shook  them  in  defiance,  as  they  turned  to  ride  after  their 
party ;  and  a  few  shots  in  return,  the  balls  of  which  sang  shrilly  in 
the  air  over  their  heads,  were  fired  after  them  by  people  in  tho 
throng  with  harmless  effect. 

It  was  long  ere  the  party  drew  rein,  and  no  one  spoke.  Tara  lay 
easily,  supported  on  the  cushion  by  Fazil’s  arms,  and  he  watched 
anxiously  for  signs  of  returning  consciousness.  It  came  at  last,  as 
he  felt  her  cling  to  him,  and  she  looked  up  to  his  face,  as  they  crossed 
a  small  streamlet  leisurely,  with  a  pleading  look  which  could  not  be 
mistaken. 

“  Ah,  fear  not,”  he  said ;  “  fear  not,  beloved  !  Thou  art  safe  now; 
and  that  hideous  pageant  is  far  behind.  Didst  thou  think,  Tara,  I 
would  leave  thee  to  die  that  frightful  death  without  an  effort?” 

The  beauteous  eyes  opened  again,  and  closed  softly  as  the  tears 
welled  from  them.  The  rapt  glittering  expression  of  religious  en¬ 
thusiasm  had  passed  away,  and  left  the  world  coming  back  fast  into 
them,  with  all  its  tender  interests  and  love,  a  thousandfold  more 
powerful  than  before. 

That  night,  another  pile  was  lighted  by  the  river-side,  and  a 
corpse,  never  removed  from  the  spot  where  it  fell,  was  burned  upon 
it;  but  the  pile  of  the  Sutee  remained,  grim  and  black,  and  the 
garlands  of  flowers  had  withered  in  the  next  day’s  sun  ere  it  was 
dismantled. 

There  were  a  thousand  rumours  current  in  the  town  for  some  days 
as  to  who  could  have  done  so  bold  a  deed,  but  no  one  guessed  the 
truths  Had  Moro  Trimmul  lived,  he  could  have  told  ;  but  he  had 
never  spoken  after  the  hunchback’s  sturdy  death-blow.  So  tho 
people  believed  that  some  of  the  starving  Beejapoor  cavalry,  wander¬ 
ing  about,  had  determined  to  attack  the  people  collected  for  the 
Sutee,  and  plunder  them  of  what  they  could  ;  and  that  the  rich 
ornaments  which  the  Sutee  herself  had  worn  attracted  their  atten¬ 
tion,  and  they  had  carried  her  off  for  them. 

Some  days  afterwards,  too,  near  a  spot  where  the  fugitives  had 
rested  for  a  while,  the  remains  of  a  young  woman,  so  much  torn  by 
wild  beasts  as  to  be  unrecognizable,  with  some  shreds  of  silken  gar- 
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ments  about  them,  were  found  by  the  village  people.  It  was  clear 
that  a  murder  had  been  done,  and  the  circumstances  under  which 
Tara  had  disappeared,  rendered  it  probable  that  these  remains  were 
hers.  So  they  were  taken  into  Wye:  and  the  miserable  parents, 
believing  them  to  be  their  daughter’s,  had  them  burned  by  the  rivei’- 
side  in  all  honour  and  respect,  and  thenceforth  believed  her  dead. 
They  did  not  leave  Wye  immediately.  The  excitement  and  fatigue 
had  exhausted  the  Shastree,  who  required  rest ;  and  the  ceremonies 
consequent  on  Tara’s  death,  and  necessary  purification,  occupied 
some  days;  so  Vishnu  Pandit’s  persuasions  prevailed,  and  they 
remained  with  him. 


CHAPTER  LXXXV. 

Khundojee  Kakret  performed  his  promise  faithfully.  By  secret 
mountain  paths  known  to  few,  and  through  the  dense  forests  of  the 
tract  which  lies  between  Pertabgurh  and  Kurrar,  on  the  right  bank 
of  the  Krishna,  the  Mahratta  guided  his  charge  safely,  and  with  as 
much  comfort  as  the  natiire  of  the  journey  would  admit  of.  The 
two  women  maintained  their  disguise  of  peasants,  and  Zyna’s  ability 
to  speak  Mahratta,  as  well  as  Lurlee’s  to  speak  Canarese,  assisted  in 
aiding  the  deception.  By  night  Kakrey  sought  shelter  of  villages 
where  he  seemed  to  be  well  known,  for  a  decent  house  was  always 
ready  for  them  to  sleep  in,  the  best  delicacies  of  country  farmhouses 
cooked  for  them  :  and  frequently,  not  only  the  matron  of  the  house, 
but  other  women  of  the  village,  attended  to  bathe  them,  and  other¬ 
wise  minister  to  their  comfort. 

But  for  all  this,  those  days  were  remembered  as  a  time  of  bitter 
grief  and  sore  trial ;  the  more  difficult  for  Zyna  to  endure,  because 
Lurlee  could  not  be  brought  to  believe  that  her  husband  was  dead, 
and  preserved  throughout,  a  demeanour  of  hope,  if  not,  indeed,  of 
actual  joy.  “  No  one  saw'  him  die,”  she  w'ould  say,  “  his  body  was 
not  buried  by  them.  They  dai’e  not  say  he  is  dead,  and  I  wall  hear 
no  more  of  it.  When  we  are  at  Kurrar  he  will  retv\rn,  and  w'e  w'ill  go 
home  together.”  Again  and  again,  too,  were  the  astrological  dia¬ 
grams  consulted:  but  the  lady  was  unable  to  find  any  error  in  them, 
and  for  the  present  they  were  to  her  far  more  conclusive  than  the 
report  she  had  heard  from  Fazil,  and  it  was  a  happy  thing  for  her, 
perhaps,  that  the  delusion  lasted  even  as  far  as  the  town  to  which 
they  were  journeying. 

With  Zyna,  however,  there  was  no  delusion.  She  had  at  once 
believed  her  brother’s  report.  Kakrey,  too,  had  told  her  that  thei'e 
w:V8  no  hope  of  her  father’s  existence.  Of  Tara’s  fate  he  knew 
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nothing.  Mourning  for  him,  therefore,  and  in  miserable  anxiety 
about  her  brother,  Zyna  had  had  to  endure  a  twofold  trial,  which 
her  naturally  buoyant  disposition  and  innate  piety  only,  enabled  her 
to  sustain.  Possibly,  too,  had  she  remained  in  one  place  it  would 
have  been  more  severe;  but  the  daily  movement — in  a  manner 
before  unexperienced  by  her — the  sense  of  freedom  from  restraint  in 
the  wild  country  they  traversed,  the  beautiful  and,  to  her,  wonder¬ 
ful  mountains,  forests,  and  natural  objects  of  aU  kinds,  whicb, 
brought  up  as  she  had  been  in  the  seclusion  of  a  zenana,  she  had  had 
no  chance  of  seeing  before — served  to  divert  her  mind  from  the 
terrible  reality  of  her  loss,  to  fill  it  with  hope,  and  to  render  the  sense 
of  danger  they  incurred  in  their  escape  to  be  blunted  by  the  excite¬ 
ment  of  perpetual  change. 

Of  the  servants  who  had  escaped  with  them,  and  who  joined 
Fazil’s  party,  Go'olab  alone  remained  to  attend  the  ladies  by  permis¬ 
sion  of  their  guide.  She  had  been  divested  of  every  particle  of 
Mahomedan  attire,  and,  dressed  in  a  coarse  Mahratta  saree,  Avith  a 
dab  of-  red  colour  smeared  on  her  forehead,  and  mounted  upon  a 
small  ambling  bullock,  passed  readily  for  a  Mahratta  farmer’s  wife. 
In  this  ride,  the  old  woman  was  in  her  element ;  now  guiding  the 
docile  animal  she  rode,  beside  Lurlee,  now  beside  Zyna,  cheering 
them  on  when  they  were  fatigued,  and  often  dismounting  and  sup¬ 
porting  them  in  places  where  the  ponies  hesitated  and  had  to  be 
carefuUy  led.  Unless  near  a  mountain  village,  their  guide,  Kakrey, 
seldom  approached  tliem ;  he  was  generally  in  advance  with  some 
of  his  men,  while  others  remained  behind,  guarding  the  rear.  When 
in  motion,  the  party  was  made  to  resemble,  as  far  as  possible,  the 
appearance  of  people  journeying  upon  a  pilgrimage,  and  small  orange 
flao-s,  carried  by  several  of  the  men,  and  fastened  to  the  pommels 
of  the  women’s  saddles,  assisted  and  maintained  the  deception. 

It  was  on  the  afternoon  of  the  fourth  day  that,  emerging  from  a 
i’ngcr0d  pass  in  the  mountains,  they  saw  below  them  part  of  the  wide 
plain  of  the  Dekhan,  the  blue  waters  of  the  Krishna  river  sparkling 
in  the  sun,  and  the  town,  which  they  had  hitherto  only  hoped  to 
reach.  Great  numbers  of  white  tents  were  pitched  upon  the  plain 
near  the  fort,  showing  the  presence  of  a  considerable  force,  and  the 
royal  standard'  fluttered  lazily  in  the  evening  breeze  from  its  highest 
tower.  It  was  a  pleasant  scene  of  quiet  soft  beauty,  and  seemed  a 
true  resting-place  for  the  now  weary  and  almost  exhausted  travellers. 
The  last  march  had  been  a  longer  one  than  usual ;  for  some  of  the 
Avny  they  had  passed  through  village  lands,  in  regard  to  the  people 
of  which  Kakrey  was  not  without  apprehension;  the  country  was 
becoming  more  open,  and  the  danger  of  detection  greater ;  never¬ 
theless,  he  had  guided  them  safely  and  truly,  as  he  had  promised. 

It  had  been  no  easy  matter  to  sustain  the  lady  Lurlee  that  after- 
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noon.  All  the  confidence  she  had  displayed  hitherto,  false  as  it  was, 
seemed  to  have  suddenly  deserted  her  as  she  drew  nigh  to  her  desti¬ 
nation  ;  and  while  they  rested  during  the  hottest  part  of  the  day, 
under  some  cool  shade  by  the  side  of  a  rivulet,  Zyna  saw  that  tho 
old  diagrams  wei'C  laid  aside  for  once  with  a  heavy  sigh,  and  seemed 
to  afford  no  comfort.  She  thought  the  evident  weariness  might  be 
the  result  of  a  longer  and  rougher  ride  than  usual,  and  tried  to 
soothe  Lurlee.  “  Only  a  few  coss  more,  mother,”  she  said,  “  and  wc 
are  safe  with  our  own  people ;  do  not  fail  now,  when  the  end  is  so 
near !  ” 

“It  matters  not — what  is  the  use  of  it?”  replied  Lurlee — “who 
will  care  for  us,  now  they  are  gone  from  us  ?  ” 

•  “  The  Blessed  Alla,  and  the  Prophet,  and  the  saints,”  answered 
Zyha  devoutly,  “  and  there  is  Fazil  too - ” 

“  He  could  not  love  me,  now'  that  Tai'a  is  not  with  me,”  returned 
Lurlee,  interrupting  Zyna. 

“  Tara,. mother  ?” 

“  Yes,  his  soul  will  be  gone  aw'ay  to  her  and  to  his  father,  Zyna. 
He  is  dead,”  replied  Lurlee,  sighing.  “  I  know  it  now. .  All  day  long 
the  old  man’s  face  has  been  before  me,  gashed  and  bloody,  and  I 
think,”  she  said,  passing  her  hand  across  her  eyes,  “  that  1  am  not 
deceived  now' — no,  not  now'.” 

“  We  shall  know'  the  best  or  worst  soon,  mother ;  but  Fazil  could 
not  have  been  deceived,”  replied  Zyna, 

“  And  thou  hast  not  w'ept,  Zyna !  0  hard  heart !  Was  he  nothing 
to  thee?  It  is  the  old  who  cannot  w'eep — the  old  like  me.” 

Zyna’s  tears  were  falling  fast,  but  she  checked  them.  “  I  w'ould 
not  grieve  thee,  mother,  needlessly,”  she  said ;  “  when  Fazil  comes, 
he  will  tell  us  all.” 

“If  I  could  sec  her,  the  daughter  tho  good  Alla  gave  me,  Zvna — 
the  girl  who  softened  my  heart — ami  give  her  to  him — it  would  be 
enough  !  but  they  took  her  away,  and  she,  too,  is  dead  !  Once,”  she 
continued  mysteriously,  after  a  pause,  and  catching  Zyna’s  arm, — 
“once  since  w'e  were  out  in  thc.so  wilds,  she  came  to  mo  in  a  dream, 
and  mocked  me.  She  said  .she  was  going  to  die,  and  go  to  her 
^lother,  but  she  would  come  to  see  me  first.  Ah,  she  was  very 
beautiful,  Zyna,  and  smiled  lovingly  tipon  mo  in  her  old  way,  inow, 
when  she  said  that,  it  must  have  been  near  morning,  when  we  were 
asleep  in  the  village  where  they  gave  us  milk  to  drink,  and  about 
the  third  watch  of  the  night;  but  I  cannot  understand  what  ])lane(. 
ruled  the  hour.  Ah  me!  I  used  bnee  to  do  so,  but  the  more  I  look 
at  the  tables  now,  the  iiiove  I  fail.” 

“Trust  in  Alla,  mother,  not  in  them,”  replied  Zyna. 

“  I  have  no  trnst  in  them,”  muttered  Lurlee  glormiilv — “none now 
in  anytliing;  all  have  failed  me,  and  she  mo;5t  of  all.  *0  Tara  !  why 
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didst  tlioii  go  ?  O  ’my  child,  my  child,  ^vhom  Alla  gave  me  when  I 
had  none,  and  when  thy  mother  died.  Alas !  why  was  I  mocked, 
Zyna  ?  why  did  Alla  take  hinx  too,  who  loved  me,  and  leave  mo 
here  ?  0  daughter,  this  is  unjuist  oppression,  this - ” 

“Hush,  mother!  else  Alla  Avill  hear  thee,  and  he  angiy,  and  the 
saints  too ;  and  can  any  one  resist  fate  ?  0  mother,  be  patient  I  ”  said 
Zyna  soothingly.  “  Only  for  their  help  we  had  not  escaped  the 
slaughter,  and  worse — dishonour;  and  yet  we  are  here,  and  our 
friends  now  are  not  far  ofF.” 

“Your  friends  and  Fazil’s,  girl!  ”  she  returned  tartly.  “I  have 
been  of  small  account  enough  already  among  ye,  and  am  not  likely 
to  improve.” 

“  Do  not  speak  bitter  words,  mother,  I  beseech  you,”  cried  Zyna 
cntreatingly.  “We  are  your  children — indeed  we  are,  and  will 
never  leave  you.  If  Fazil  lives - ” 

“  Peace  !  ”  rejoined  the  lady,  interrupting  her,  “  do  not  let  falsehood 
come  into  thy  mouth,  girl.  Enough  for  me  that  Tara  is  not,  and 
thou  art.” 

Zyna  could  never  reply  to  Lurlee’s  caustic  speeches,  least  of  all 
under  the  pressure  of  their  mutual  bereavement ;  and  as  they  sat 
there  they  broke  forth  from  time  to  time  from  her  without  tear  or 
sob — old  grievances — old  jealousies — old  allegations  of  neglect. 
Matters  which  Zyna  had  utterly  forgotten,  seemed  to  have  rushed 
back  on  the  lady’s  memory  like  a  flood.  They  were  hard  to  endure ; 
and  yet  not  so  hard,  Zyna  thought,  as  the  false  confidence,  the  fear¬ 
ful  mockery  of  truth  and  reality,  which  had  lasted  till  then — that 
disbelief  in  her  father’s  death  for  which  she  could  not  account. 

“  Ah,  if  Tara  can  only  be  rescued  from  them,  there  may  be  some 
natural  revulsion  yet,”  thought  the  girl ;  and  yet  what  hope  of  that  ? 
She  could  not  deceive  herself  into  a  belief  that  Tara  would  be  given 
up,  or  that  she  could  escape  from  her  family ;  perhaps,  on  second 
thoughts,  she  would  not  desire  it — but  if  it  could  be  so  ?  And 
amidst  such  conflicting  thoughts,  and  the  endurance  of  Lurlee’s 
dogged,  desperate  state  of  mind,  the  afternoon’s  journey  into  Kurrar, 
though  the  last,  was  indescribably  more  miserable  than  any  w'hich 
had  preceded  it. 

They  descended  the  pass,  and  were  once  more  on  level  ground. 
“  Hence  to  Beejapoor,”  said  Goolab  cheerily,  as  she  was  leading 
Lurlee’s  pony  down  the  last  steep  descent,  “there^are  no  mountains 
— a  child  might  ride  thither  without  trouble.  Keep  a  good  heart, 
therefore,  0  my  Khanum !  trust  in  Alla,  and  the  Prophet,  and  the 
blessed  Peer  Khaderi,  and  thou  wdlt  see  it.  I  vow  Fatehas  to  the 
shrine,  and  to  feed - ” 

“  They  are  liars  like  thyself,”  retorted  Lurlee  savagely :  “  peace, 
for  a  prating  old  fool  as  thou  art!  Did  not  the  planets  tell  me 


A  MAHRATTA  TALE. 


489 


Afzool  Khan  was  alive,  and  now  men  say  he  is  dead !  After  that, 
can  I  believe  ?  O  woman,  thon  art  mad — so  keep  thy  tongue  silent !  ” 

Goolab  thought  her  mistress  mad — perhaps  she  was  so  in  some 
degree.  Excitement,  grief  as  yet  without  vent,  and  heavy  fatigue  in 
a  blazing  sun  to  one  unaccustomed  to  exposure,  might  easily  cause 
temporary  delirium,  and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  she  supported  her 
mistress  upon  her  pony  over  the  ground  which  intervened  from  the 
bottom  of  the  pass  to  the  town.  Shiverings  had  come  on,  and  it  was 
evident  that  the  poor  lady  might  be  seriously  indisposed. 

Several  of  Kakrey’s  Mahratta  foot-soldiers,  who  had  guarded  them, 
had  run  on  to  secure  a  lodging  of  some  kind,  and  the  travellers  were 
met  at  the  town  gate  by  one  who  had  returned  to  wait  for  the 
approaching  party,  and  he  guided  them  on.  Other  parties  had 
reached  the  camp  from  the  fatal  field,  and  more  were  still  coming  in 
daily,  so  that  the  arrival  of  the  travellers  was  unnoticed,  and  from 
their  disguise  their  persons  and  rank  were  quite  unknown.  To  those 
Avho  saw  them  pass,  they  appeared  women  of  the  country  who  had 
made  a  long  journey  that  day,  and  were  utterly  wearied ;  for  Lurlee, 
closely  muffled,  was  supported  by  Goolab,  who  walked  by  her  side, 
with  her  arm  thrown  round  her  waist ;  and  Zyna,  even  more  entirely 
concealed  from  observation,  leaned  b/i  ward,  supporting  herself  on  her 
arm,  as  if  hardly  able  to  maintain  her  place  on  the  saddle.  Kakrey 
and  his  followers  had  closed  round  them  so  as  to  protect  them  from 
the  jostling  of  the  people  in  the  narrow  street  and  crowded  bazar  of 
the  town,  and  all  cheered  the  ladies  by  the  assurance  that  the  house 
secured  for  the  night  was  a  good  one,  which  belonged  to  a  respect¬ 
able  Mahomedan  merchant,  who  had  given  part  of  it  without  hesita¬ 
tion  on  hearing  for  whom  it  was  needed.  It  is  doubtful,  indeed, 
whether  either  of  them  could  have  supported  their  fatigue  much 
longer.* 


CHAPTER  LXXXVI. 

A  FEW  steps  further  on,  and  Kakrey  turaed  the  ponies  into  a  side 
street,  and  stopped  at  the  handsome  gateway  of  a  respectable  house. 
The  steps  up  to  the  entrance  being  easy,  the  active  mountain  animals 
scrambled  up  them  in  turn,  and  their  riders  were  thus  taken  at  once 
into  the  first  court.  Then,  when  the  gates  were  closed,  Goolab  lifted 
them  from  their  seats ;  and  the  men,  who  had  remained  without,  took 
possession  of  the  guard-room  inside  the  first  archw'ay,  which,  while 

•  Khnndojee  Kakrey’s  escort  of  the  ladies  of  Afzool  Khan’s  family  to  Kurrar 
became  known  to  Sivaji,  and  he  was  tried  and  beheaded  for — as  it  was  esteemed 
— the  act  of  treason. — Mahratta  Chronicle. 
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it  afforded,  ample  accommodation,  enabled  tbem  to  continue  their  pro*  ^ 
tection  to  the  last. 

Once  inore  in  private,  and  their  mufflings  removed,  and  as  Goolab] 
led  Lurlee  into  the  second  court,  they  were  met  by  a  lady  of  middle  j 
age,  who,  attended  by  several  Servian ts,  advanced  and  saluted  them  i 
cordially,  yet  with  ar  peculiar  reverence. 

‘  The  wfe  and  daughter  of  Afzool  Khan  are  welcome  to  our  poor 
house.  O  lady !  why  did  you  not  advise  me  of  your  coming  ?  ” 

“  Who  art  thou?  ”  asked  Lurlee  faintly,  “and  who  told  thee  of  us  ?  ” 

“  My  husband  was  at  his  office  in  the  bazar,”  replied  the  lady,  “  and 
some  men  came  asking  for  shelter  for  noble  travellers  who  were  very 
weary.  He  asked  who  they  were,  and  was  told  of  you.  O  lady,  your 
steps  are  fortunate,  and  Alla  hath  led  you  here  to  do  us  honour. 
Many  benefits  hath  my  lord  received  from  the  noble  Khan,  and  there 
is  much  to  repay — very  much.” 

‘Have  you  hot  water  "for  a  bath,  lady  ?”  cried  Goolab,  interrupt¬ 
ing  her,  “  and  some  decent  clothes  instead  of  these,  and  some  food 
that  noble  ladies  can  eat  ?  They  will  be  better  than  fine  words. 
Alas  !  that  for  the  last  four  days  we  have  eaten  dry  jjarched  pease, 
dry  bread,  garlic,  and  porridge-^unblessed  food,  0  lady;  and  my 
mistress,  you  see,  is  ill  of  it,  and  talking  to  her  won’t  cure  her!” 

“  Fear  not,”  replied  the  dame,  smiling ;  “  we  have  had  scant  notice, 
yet  we  may  do  something,”  and  she  was  as  good  as  her  word.  Hot 
watei’  to  bathe  with,  w?ls  quickly  prepared,  and  clean  refreshing 
clothes ;  and  the  rubbings  and  kneadings  of  several  young  girls 
relieved  their  weaiy  aching  limbs.  Soft  cushions  were  put  down  to 
lie  on ;  and  there  was  a  hospitable,  grateful  hostess  ministering  to 
every  want.  Even  Lurlee’s  churlish  humour  was  already  softened 
by  the  attention  paid  to  her ;  and  she  remembered,  with  satisfaction, 
in  spite  of  her  late  disbelief,  that  the  day  was  Thursday,  and  that,  as 
she  entered  the  house^between  five  and  six  m  the  afternoon,  the  hour 
was  ruled  by  Mercury,  and  was  propitious. 

About  the  same  time,  a-  body  of  horsemen — there  might  have  been 
from  two  to  three  hundred  of  them — were  approaching  the  town  from 
the  other  side,  through  the  camp  which  spread  out  irregularly  among 
the  fields  and  gardens.  Their  horses  neighed  frequently  as  they 
passed  tents  where  others  were  picketed,  seemingly  envious  of  their 
rest  and  comfort ;  and  the  appearance  of  the  whole  party,  jaded  and 
^v»TWvl^l,  indicated  a  long  w^eary  march  in  a  hot  sun  that  day,  w  hich 
ttra  now  come  to  a  close. 

As  they  passed  the  first  tents,  the  men  loitering  by  the  wayside 
asked  cai'elessly  who  they  were,  and  being  told,  followed  them 
eagerly ;  while  the  news  that  one  remnant  of  the  noble  host  which 
had  been  so  ti’eacherously  destroyed  at  Purtabgurh  had  arrived, 
traversed  the  camp  before  them.  As  men  of  the  Paigah  of  Afzool 
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Khan  were  recognized,  many  a  rough  heart  swelled,  many  an  eye 
filled  with  tears,  as  the  horsemen  proceeded :  while  crowds  followed 
them,  greeting  old  friends  who  had  escaped,  or  tendering  their 
respectful  salutations  to  the  young  Khan,  and  congratulating  him  on 
his  escape. 

Bulwunt  Rao  and  the  hunchback  were  in  front,  and  as  they  neared 
the  town  urged  their  horses  on.  “  Wait  for  us  at  the  gate  ;  we  will 
not  bo  long,  and  will  bring  the  water,”  cried  the  latter;  and  when 
Fazil  reached  it,  a  litter — which  had  been  rudely  constructed  of  a 
bed-frame  and  stout  bamboo  poles,  covered  with  some  coarse  sheets 
— by  which  he  had  been  riding,  was  set  down.  The  men  who  had 
carried  it  were  exhausted,  and  as  they  placed  it  on  the  ground,  lay 
down  themselves  at  a  little  distance. 

Fazil  dismounted  and  approached  it.  “  Tara !  ”  he  said,  “  Tara  ! 
art  thou  asleep  ?  We  have  arrived,  and  there  is  now  no  more  fatigue 
or  danger.  O  Tara,  awake !  ” 

The  girl  turned  mechanically  towards  him,  but  did  not  seem  to 
recognize  him ;  her  eyes  were  much  glazed,  and  her  lips  cracked  and 
parched.  “  Water,”  she  said  faintly. 

“  Alas !  I  dare  not  give  it  thee,  Tara,”  he  replied.  “  O  my  life — 
0  beloved,  look  up !  wait  but  till  they  return,  and  all  wdll  be  well !  ” 

She  shook  her  head,  and  a  smile,  very  sad  and  sweet,  seemed'to 
pass  over  her  face,  but  she  did  not  speak.  Fazil  looked  out  among 
the  people  passing  to  and  fro ;  perhaps  there  might  be  a  Brahmun 
among  them,  who  could  give  her  a  few  drops  of  water  to  moisten  her 
mouth,  but  he  saw  none.  How  wearily  the  time  seemed  to  pass ! 
AVith  what  impatience  did  he  watch  the  gate  whence  Bukshmun  or 
Bulwunt  Rao,  on  their  double  errand,  should  return ;  and  with  what 
misery  did  he  look  upon  the  poor  girl,  lying  in  heavy  fever,  without 
the  means  of  relieving  her !  How  he  longed  for  his  sister  or  Lurlee ! 
but  it  might  be  days  ere  they  arrived,  and  till  tRen  he  must  trust  her 
to  strangers. 

It  had  been  a  weaiy  day,  indeed — a  day  of  intense  anxiety  to  all 
who  accompanied  him.  Under  the  excitement  of  release  from 
imminent  death,  and  in  the  rapid  ride  of  the  afternoon  of  her 
rescue,  Tara  had  borne  the  fatigue  wonderfully ;  and  as  night  set  in, 
and  they  took  some  hurried  rest  among  the  corn-fields  of  a  villao-e, 
Fazil  hoped  that  she  would  sleep,  and  ^  refreshed  against  the  mor¬ 
row  ;  but  it  was  not  to  be  so.  During  the  night  the  girl  began  to 
speak  incoherently  at  times,  and  it  was  evident  that  she  suffered 
from  high  fever.  Still  they  must  proceed;  there  was  no  delaying 
there.  The  tracks  of  his  party  were  distinct,  and  a  force  of  the 
enemy’s  horse  might  yet  overtake  them  and  destroy  them  if  thev 
tarried. 

So,  after  feeding  their  horses  on  green  corn-stalks,  and  themselves 
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obtaining  a  rongb  meal  from  the  green  heads  of  com  roasted  in  a 
fire,  they  again  set  forth.  They  had  no  other  food,  for  they  darc' 
not  stay  to  cook  it,  and  they  had  avoided  villages  as  likely  to  expose 
themselves  to  collision  with  the  surly  people.  Once  or  twice,  strag¬ 
gling  parties  of  cavalry  had  been  met ;  but  they  had  passed  without 
notice,  and  the  farther  they  proceeded,  the  less  chance  there  was  of 
interruption.  So  far  all  was  well ;  but  Tara  grew  worse,  and  could 
no  longer  sit  the  horse  on  which  she  had  been  placed ;  so,  in  a  village 
which  w'as  passed,  a  litter  was  contrived,  a  drink  of  milk  obtained, 
and  the  party  again  set  forward.  Finally,  they  had  arrived  safely  at' 
Kui’rar;  but  Tara  now  knew  no  one,  she  could  not  be  roused  to 
speak,  and  lay  moaning  piteously,  as  if  in  pain. 

“  When  she  gets  water  it  will  refresh  her,”  thought  Fazil,  as  ho 
sat  helplessly  by  her,  praying,  in  his  own  simple  fashion,  that  God 
would  be  good  to  him  and  spare  her.  “  Weariness  and  the  terror  of 
death  have  caused  this,”  he  said  to  himself,  “and  rest  alone  can 
cure  it.” 

At  last  Lukshmun  returned*  with  a  Brahmun  and  some  water,  and 
the  man,  looking  into  the  litter,  shook  his  head  hopelessly. 

“  She  is  dying,”  he  said  ;  “  let  her  be  taken  out  and  placed  on  the 
ground,  that  her  spirit  may  depart  easily.” 

Fazil  flung  him  away  angrily.  “  She  shall  not  die,”  he  cried  pas- 
"Sionately ;  “  give  her  the  water — as  much  as  she  will  drink.”  But  it 
was  of  little  avail, — she  scarcely  swallowed  any,  and  motioned  the 
man  away  with  her  head  impatiently. 

Then  came  Bulwunt  Rao.  “  I  had  much  ado  to  find  the  mer¬ 
chant,’  he  said,  “and  when  I  did,  he  told  me  strange  guests  were 
already  with  him,  and  that  he  could  not  find  room  for  a  Bi-ahmun 
woman.  Nevertheless  he  yielded  at  last,  and  we  are  to  go.  I  rode 
by  the  house.  The  porch  was  full  of  men,  so  we  must  seek  shelter 
elsewhere.  The  meiflhant  said  he  w'ould  meet  you  at  the  door  of  the 
house,  but  he  does  not  yet  know  who  you  are.  I  did  not  tell  him.  I 
only  said  you  were  a  nobleman  of  Beejapoor.” 

“  And  why  did  you  not  tell  him  ?  ”  cried  Fazil,  with  some  ira- 
patience ;  “  he  owed  my  father  a  thousand  benefits.” 

“  So  much  the  better,  Meah,”  returned  Bulwunt,  “and  he  looks  as 
though  he  would  repay  them.  Come,  it  is  close  by.” 

The  bearers  again  took  up  the  litter  and  carried  it  on.  Fazil 
accompanied  it  on  foot,  holding  the  side  ;  and  at  the  same  door  which 
we  have  already  described,  stood  a  pleasant-looking  man,  dressed  in 
flowing  Arab  robes  and  a  green  turban,  and  several  servants  behind 
him, — who  saluted  Fazil  courteously  as  he  stood  aside  for  the  litter  to 
go  by. 

“Meer  Jemal-oo-deen,  if  thou  art  he,”  said  Fazil,  “will  have  for¬ 
gotten  one  whom  he  knew  long  ago  ” 
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“I  have  forgotten  jour  face,”  returned  the  man,  “yet  you  are 
welcome,  and  the  peace  of  the  Prophet  be  upon  you.  Who  are  you  ?  ” 

“  Fazil,  the  son  of  Afzool  Khan,”  was  the  reply. 

gi'cat  joy  !  0,  thanks  be  to  Alla !  ”  cried  the  man,  lifting  up  his 
hands,  “  and  blessed  be  the  saints  and  the  Prophet  who  have  sent 
thee.  Embrace  me,  and  come  in  quickly,  for  thy  mother  and  sister 
have  also  been  brought  to  us,  and  are  safe  within.” 

“Then  she  will  live!  they  will  save  her!  ”  cried  the  young  man 
excitedly.  “  They  will  save  her !  0  Meer  Sahib,  where  are  they  ?  ” 

“Within,  in  the  zenana,”  replied  the  merchant.  “  Sorely  exhausted, 
1  hear,  but  already  better ;  and  she  ?  ”  and  he  pointed  to  the  litter. 

“  Ko  matter,  sii*,”  said  Fazil,  advancing;  “all  will  be  told  you 
hereafter.  She  is  much  to  them ;  but  she  is  grievously  shaken,  and 
we  lose  time.  She  cannot  speak,  and  is  burning  with  fever.” 

“  Ah,  is  it  so  ?  Then  let  her  be  carried  in,”  and  he  cFapped  his 
hands.  “  Take  that  litter  within  at  once,”  he  said  to  the  women  who 
came ;  “  then  see  to  the  lady  who  is  in  it.” 

Four  stout  women  took  up  the  litter,  carried  it  into  the  inner  court, 
and  set  it  down. 

Lurlee  and  Zyna  were  lying  in  an  inner  room,  the  door  of  which 
was  open,  and  from  whence  the  entrance  to  the  court  could  be  seen. 
“  What  can  they  be  bringing  in  ?  ”  said  Lui-lee,  as  she  saw  the  end  of 
the  strange  litter  entering  the  door.  “  A  man  following,  too !  Be¬ 
gone  !  ”  she  screamed  violently,  hiding  her  face  under  the  sheet ; 
“begone  !  this  place  is  private.” 

Mother,”  cried  Fazil,  who  heard  her  voice  but  did  not  see  her  ; 
“  it  is  I ;  and  here  is  Tara.  Come,  0  Zyna  ;  where  art  thou  ?  Come 
quickly  to  her.” 

0  delicious  joy  !  Larleo,  forgetting  all  her  previous  troubles, 
sprang  from  the  bed  on  which  she  had  been  lying  languidly,  and 
Zyna  followed ;  and  they  fell  upon  his  neck  Avith  low  Avhimpering 
cries,  like  dogs  when  they  have  found  a  lost  master.  Where  was 
latigue  now  ? 

^  was  far  in  the  night  ere  consciousness  returned  to  her. 

“  No  matter,  Alla  hath  sent  her  again  to  us,”  said  Goolab,  whose 
ideas  were  always  of  the  most  practical  description ;  “  she  is  ours 
now%  and  we  will  bathe  her.”  And  some  Brahmun  AV’omen,  who  lived 
i  .ard  by,  came  and  assisted.  So,  ere  morning  broke,  Tara  was  lying 
on  Lurlee  s  bosom  sobbing  gently  :  and,  with  her  loving  arms  wound 
round  her  recovered  treasure,  Zyna  was  sobbing  too. 
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CHAPTER  LXXXYII. 

Some  three  weeks  after  the  events|  recorded  in  the  last  chapter,  Zjna 
and  Liirlee  were  sitting  near  the  foot  of  the  bed  on  which  Tara  was 
lying,  and  two  Brahman  women — widows,  as  appeared  from  their 
shaven  heads  and  coarse  serge  garments — sat  on  each  side  of  it. 
One  was  fanning  her  gently.  The  bed  was  very  low,  hardly  a  foot 
from  the  ground,  so  that  the  women  were  seated  on  the  floor,  leaning 
against  its  frame.  They  had  watched  all  night  in  pairs  by  turns, 
and  the  dawn  was  just  about  to  break ;  but  a  small  lamp,  in  a  niche 
of  the  wall,  threw  a  faint  light  over  the  room  and  the  verandah  beyond, 
and  fell  upon  a  figure  lying  there,  covered  in  a  sheet,  which  appeared, 
from  its  measured  breathing,  to  be  asleep.  All  four  women  were 
weeping  silently,  and  their  faces  had  that  worn,  haggard  expression 
which  is  consequent  upon  long  and  continuous  watching. 

“  When  did  he  say  he  would  come  again  ?  ”  asked  Lurlee  of  one 
of  the  Avomen  in  a  whisper. 

“  They  Avill  both  be  here  at  dawn,”  said  the  Avoman  addressed ; 
but  they  said  they  could  do  nothing  noAV,  unless  she  rallies  of  her¬ 
self  :  medicine  cannot  help  her ;  and  still  she  sleeps.” 

“  Look,”  said  Zyna,  vvdth  a  tone  of  awe  in  her  low  voice,  “  if  you 
can  see  her  breathe.  I  have  been  watching  for  some  time,  and  I 
cannot  see  the  sheet  over  her  move  as  it  used  to  do.  Mother !  mother ! 
she  is  not  gone  from  us  !  ” 

“  Xo,  daughter,”  returned  Lurlee,  “  she  lives  still,  but  she  is  near 
to  death,  fearfully  near,  and  is  in  the  hands  of  Alla.  If  she  wake  up 
restless,  as  she  Avas  before,  Ave  must  put  her  on  the  floor,  that  the 
spirit  may  pass  easily  ;  but,  as  it  is,  Ave  may  yet  hope,  for  there  is  rest 
noAV  after  her  Aveariness,  and  she  hath  not  asked  for  water  all  night. 
You  have  given  her  none,  have  you  ?  ”  she  asked  of  the  Avomen. 

“  No,  lady,”  replied  the  elder  of  the  tAvo ;  “  none  since  she  AA-ent  to 
sleep.  It  is  near  dawn,  and  if  the  soul  had  to  pass  it  AA'ould  be  rest¬ 
less  to  go  ;  yet  she  sleeps.  We  cannot  move  her,  nor  is  there  need  ; 
she  breathes  as  gently  as  a  child.  Look  !  ” 

The  woman  took  the  lamp  from  the  niche  in  the  Avail,  and,  .shading 
it  AA'ith  her  hand,  yet  so  as  to  suffer  a  little  light  to  fall  on  Tara’s 
face,  looked  at  it  earnestly.  “  She  smiles,”  she  said  in  a  whisper ; 
“behold,  lady,  but  do  not  rise,  else  it  might  Avake  her.” 

Lurlee  and  Zyna  leaned  forward  and  regarded'  her  anxiously. 
Yes,  the  lips,  though  blistered  Avith  the  parching  heat  of  fever, 
seemed  fuller  and  redder,  and,  as  the  SAveet  mouth  AA-as  partly  open, 
the  light  fell  upoe  moisture  on  the  Avhite  pearly  teeth  Avhich  glistened 
brightly.  The  cheeks  Avere  not  so  AA'an  and  sunken,  and  the  eyes, 
instead  of  being  partly  open,  Avith  a  dull  glassy  stare  Avhich,  except 
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when  they  flashed  in  delirinm,  had  been  their  only  expression  for 
several  days  past,  were  now  closed  entirely,  and  the  long  eyelashes 
rested  peacefully,  as  it  were,  on  the  cheek.  One  hand  had  boon 
placed  ni^dcr  her  head,  and  the  other  lay  across  her  bosom.  Her 
breathing  could  scarcely  be  seen,  and  yet,  if  they  looked  intently, 
the  arm  across  the  bosom  heaved  slightly  now  and  then,  and  as  it 
were  without  excitement. 

“  It  may  be  the  flush  of  life  which  precedes  death,”  said  the  woman ; 
“  yet  then  they  do  not  often  smile,  nor  dream.  See,  she  is  smiling 
agtiin.” 

“Ah,  there  is  no  death  in  that  smile,  daughter !  Look !  O  ble.ssed 
saints,  pray  for  her !  O  Prophet  of  God,  she  will  be  thy  child  soon ; 
intercede  for  her,  and  have  her  spared !  0  holy  Syud  Geesoo  Duraz ! 

I  vow  a  golden  coverlet  for  thy  tomb,  and  Fatehas  to  a  thousand  poor 
mendicants,  if  she  be  saved !  ”  cried  Lurlee,  with  clasped  hands  and 
streaming  eyes.  “  O,  give  her  to  me !  All  have  children  but  me, 
and  this  one  strange  child  I  took  into  my  heart  when  ye  sent  her, 
and  she  abode  there.  0,  take  her  not — take  her  not  from  me ! 
What  use  would  she  be  to  ye  now  in  her  young  life  ?  Wilt  thou  not 
pray  too,  Zyna,  for  her  ?  ” 

“Mother,  I  have  prayed,”  replied  Zyna  earnestly.  “Fazil  hath 
})rayed.  We  have  vowed  Fatehas  to  all  the  shrines,  and  to  the  holy 
Saint  at  Allund.  Mother  !  I  will  send  my  gold  anklets  and  her  zone 
to  the  shrine  there,  if  she  but  live,  and  will  give  her  others.” 

So  they  watched  and  prayed,  and  saw  the  smile  playing  gently  and 
sweetly  over  Tara’s  mouth  and  eyes.  Was  it  to  hear  the  whisper  of 
the  Angel  of  Death  ?  It  might  be  so,  and  then  the  last  dread  change 
would  follow;  the  eyes  would  glaze  and  sink,  the  breathing  become 
shorter  and  more  difficult,  and  they  must  take  her  up  and  lay  her 
down  on  the  ground  to  die.  Would  it  be  so  ? 

For  many  days  Tara  had  lain  between  life  and  death.  The  great 
excitement  she  had  passed  through — during  which  her  mind,  strung 
by  despair  and  superstitious  belief,  had  sustained  her — had  passed 
away  suddenly,  and  left  its  never-failing  result  in  the  utter  prostra¬ 
tion  both  of  mental  and  physical  power ;  and  the  exposure  she  had 
been  subjected  to  in  that  Avild  night-ride  from  Wye,  Avith  the  suc¬ 
ceeding  clays  of  heat  and  fatigue,  in  the  midst  of  constant  alarm,  had 
combined  to  produce  severe  fever.  As  she  was  lifted  from  the  litter 
tlie  evening  she  arrived  by  the  women,  she  was  entirely  unconscious; 
but  in  Lurlee  she  had  at  once  a  skilful  and  loving  nurse,  and  after  a 
A>’hile  she  had  recovered  sufficiently  to  distinguish  with  Avhom  she 
was,  and  to  feel  that  the  hideous  insecurity  of  her  life — nay,  the 
imminent  peril  of  a  horrible  and  violent  death — had  passed  away. 

But  after  that  short  period  of  blissful  recognition,  and  with  the 
sound  of  Lurlee  and  Zyna’s  passionately  endearing  welcomes  in  her 
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ears,  unconsciousness  had  returned,  and  she  knew  no  more  for  many 
days.  The  burning  fever,  accompanied  by  low  delirium,  continued 
without  intermission.  Happily  her  mind  retained  its  last  pleasant  im¬ 
pressions  most  vividly:  and  from  time  to  time,  Lurlee  and  Zyna  heard 
her  murmur  to  herself  more  of  her  deep  love  for  Fazil  than  she  would 
ever  have  dared  to  tell  them,  and  they  listened  wonderingly  to  the 
strange  mingling  of  his  name  with  those  of  gods  and  demigods  of 
her  own  faith,  and  to  the  impassioned  expressions  which  broke  from 
her  in  that  wild,  perhaps  poetic,  language,  with  which,  from  her  own 
studies  and  her  father’s  recitals,  she  had  become  familiar. 

The  doctors  of  the  to'wn  were  early  summoned ;  and  there  was  an 
old  Gosai,  known  to  the  merchant’s  wife,  who  lived  in  a  village 
near,  whose  repute  for  curing  cases  of  fever  was  very  great,  and  who 
was  sent  for,  when  the  doctors’  period  of  nine  days’  illness  had  elapsed 
without  any  relief.  He  declared  the  fever  would  last  three  weeks : 
and  that,  on  the  twenty-first  day,  or  thereabouts,  Tara  would  either 
live  or  die,  for  the  disease  was  -dangerous  and  difficult  to  s\ibdue, 
but — he  would  do  his  best.  So  they  sat  and  watched  her  day  and 
nigh^;  life  now  seemingly  trembling  on  her  lips,  and  yet  again 
rallying  wdthin  her,  and  giving  hope  when  otherwise  there  was  none. 

Now,  too,  under  the  long  sleep,  her  features  had  relaxed ;  the  skin 
had  lost  its  unnatural  tension  and  dryness,  and  a  soft  smile  was 
there  which  looked  Hke  life ;  and  still  they  prayed  and  made  vows. 

“  No,”  said  the  woman,  holding  the  lamp  and  watching  Tam,  “  it 
is  not  death,  lady — not  yet.  There  is  no  change  ;  and  see,  the  smile, 
faint  as  it  is,  does  not  pass  away.  Surely  there  are  sw'eet  thoughts 
below  it — thoughts,  perhaps,  of  life.  Let  us  wait  and  pray.” 

And  still  they  sat,  and,  after  their  own  fashion,  humbly  prayed 
too;  and  the  morning  broke,  and  Fazil,  who,  wearied  by  watching, 
lay  outside,  arose,  performed  his  ablutions,  and,  with  Zyna,  spread 
their  carpets,  and  performed  the  morning  service.  Then  he  watched 
in  turn ;  and  the  doctors  came,  looked  at  the  .sleeping  girl,  and  one 
of  them  gently  put  his  hand  on  her  pulse  and  felt  it,  and  smiled,  and 
nodded  his  head  approvingly.  “  There  is  life  in  it,”  he  said  gently, 
“  but  it  is  very  feeble.  Wait  till  she  wakes — that  is  the  crisis  of  life 
or  of  death;  but,  perhaps — God  knows — it  may  be  life.” 

It  may  be  life !  Ah,  yes  !  Many  who  read  these  pages  will 
remember  like  stenes;  watching  the  fluttering  spirit  of  one  most 
beloved — parent,  or  wife,  or  child — with  an  intense  and  wondering 
earnestness  of  misery  or  of  hope,  mingled  with  prayer :  incoherent 
perhaps — no  matter — yet  going  straight  from  the  heart,  up  to  Him 
in  whose  hands  are  the  issues  of  life  and  of  death,  to  bo  dealt  with 
as  He  pleased.  Is  there  none  of  this  among  the  people  we  write  of  ? 
Why  not  as  much  as  among  ourselves  ?  The  same  motives  exist 
there  as  here,  the  same  deep  ties  of  affection,  the  same  interests,  and 
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t£ie  same  hopes  and  fears — often,  indeed,  more  powerful  as  belonging 
to  minds  more  impetuous,  and  less  regulated  by  conventional  forms. 
Then  the  hope  is  greater,  the  agony  of  bereavement  more  bitter,  and 
the  suspense  between  the  final  issue,  perhaps,  more  unendurable. 

So  they  sat  around  her.  The  kind,  hospitable  merchant’s  wife, 
with  whom  they  still  resided,  came  forth  from  her  own  court  of  the 
house,  and,  smiling  as  she  saw  Tara,  bid  them  be  of  good  cheer.  No 
one  spoke  afterwards,  but  they  watched  the  tranquil  face ;  and  the 
expressions  still  varying  upon  it,  under  the  thoughts  passing  within, 
gave  increasing  hope  of  life. 

It  had  been  a  sore  struggle ;  but  life  at  last  was  sulfered  to  triumph 
over  death.  From  the  time  when  the  weary  tossing  to  and  fro  ceased, 
and  the  parched  lips  refused  to  speak  even  incoherently,  and  the 
deathlike  sleep  began,  the  exhausted  frame  had  been  gathering 
strength.  More  than  a  night,  and  nearly  a  day,  had  passed  in  hope 
and  fear  alternately  to  them,  but  in  rest  to  Tara  ;  and  as  the  shadows 
Avere  falling  long  towards  the  east,  the  sweet  eyes  opened  to  the  full, 
and  looked  around.' 

They  could  see  but  dimly  at  first ;  but  they  read  in  the  faces  which 
at  once  turned  towards  her,  now  the  most  precious  on  earth,  the 
assurance  of  that  love,  of  which,  as  her  spirit  hovered  on  the  threS' 
hold  of  the  unknown  eternal  land,  she  had  been  permitted  to  dream. 
There  was  no  fever  now  in  those  soft  eyes — no  glare,  no  glassy 
brightness  :  but  dewy,  and  their  deep  brown  and  violet  shaded  by 
the  long  lashes,  into  an  expression  of  di'eamy  languoi’ — they  seemed 
more  beautiful  by  far  than  they  had  ever  appeared  before,  and  Fazil 
thought,  as  his  creed  suggested,  that  those  of  a  Houri  of  the  blessed 
I’aradise,  or  a  Peri  angel  of  the  air,  could  not  be  more  lovely.  None 
of  them  could  speak  then ;  but  the  tears  were  falling  fast  from  their 
eyes  in  great  and  irrepressible  emotion,  as  they  stretched  forth  their 
arms  to  welcome  Tara  to  life. 

“  My  child  !  my  life  !  ”  cried  Lurlee,  sobbing,  who  was  the  first  to 
find  utterance.  “  Now,  God  hath  given  thee  to  me  again,  and  I  will 
never  leave  thee — never.  0,  do  not  speak ;  it  is  enough  that  we  see 
thee  come  back  to  us,  more  precious,  and  more  beloved  than  ever!  ” 

Tara  attempted  to  reply,  but  was  too  feeble.  They  saw'  her  lips 
moving,  but  no  words  could  be  heard.  She  tried  to  stretch  forth 
her  hand  to  Zyna,  but  she  could  not  lift  it.  Zyna  saw  the  attempt, 
'and  threw  her  arm  round  her.  “Not  now,  beloved,”  she  said — “not 
now.  Lie  still  and  rest ;  we  are  all  near  thee,  and  will  not  go  away.” 

So  more  days  passed,  and  Tara  grew  stronger,  though  slow'ly. 
The  shock  to  mind  and  body  had  been  very  heavy,  and  needed  loner 
rest  and  much  care ;  but  she  w'as  in  tender  hands,  and  gradually,  but 
sai*ely,  they  saw  progression  to  convalescence,  and  were  thankful, 
hurlee  could  not  restrain  her  pious  gratitude;  and  Friday  after 
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Friday,  the  poor  of  the  toAvn,  Hindus  as  well  as  Mahomedans,  received 
a  munihcent  dole  of  food  and  money,  and  rejoiced  at  the  widow’s  pro¬ 
fuse  chai'ity. 

Dear  reader,  if  you  have  ever  recovered  from  such  an  illness  as 
befell  Tara,  you  will  reracmbei*,  vividly  and  gratefully,  the  pleasant 
languor,  the  perfect  rest,  and  the  sensation  of  growing  strength  of 
life, — amid  its  weakness,  such  as  you  cannot  estimate  till  you  attempt 
to  act  for  yourself.  You  long  to  speak,  but  your  tongue  refuses  words ; 
you  long  to  rise  and  help  yourself,  but  your  members  as  yet  decline 
office.  If  vou  can  turn  youi'self  about  as  you  lie,  it  is  all  that  is  pos 
sible.  Then,  if  you  are  ministered  to  by  loving  hands,  and  you  hear 
sweet  familiar  voices  around  you,  how  often  has  your  heart  swelled, 
and  run  over  at  your  eyes,  silently,  and  in  very  weakness,  as  you 
have  abandoned  yourself  to  their  sweet  influences  !  How  powerfully 
the  new  life  which  God  has  given  you,  grows  under  their  ever-pre¬ 
sent  care !  Sometimes  you  can  hardly  bear  the  excess  of  joy,  and 
tremble  lest  it  should  suddenly  cease ;  and  again,  you  find  periods 
of  rest  possessing  you — dreamy  unrealities — incomplete  perceptions 
— even  vacuity,  which  is  not  sleep,  nor  yet  waking — and  still  with 
all,  a  consciousness  of  increasing  strength  which  will  not  be  denied. 

It  was  so  with  Tara.  No  one  spoke  much  to  her,  she  could  not 
bear  it,  nor  could  she  reply ;  but  if  Zyna  sat  by  her,  or  Lurlee,  and 
held  her  hand,  it  was  enough  for  reality ;  and  morning  and  evening 
Fazil  was  admitted  to  see  her,  and  to  satisfy  himself  that  she  was 
gaining  ground.  The  past  was  never  alluded  to  by  any  of  them. 
At  first  she  had  only  a  dim  and  broken  remembrance  of  it,  as  of 
some  great  ill-usage  or  suffering.  As  she  grew  stronger,  the  detail 
became  more  distinct :  and  they  often  saw  her  shudder,  and  draw 
the  er  I  of  her  garment  or  the  coverlet  over  her  face,  as  if  to  hide  it 
from  observation,  or  to  shut  out  some  terrible  sight  fn  m  her  view. 
Yet  to  herself  there  was  an  unreality  about  the  whol  e,  which  she 
could  neither  comprehend,  nor  account  for.  Most  of  all  about  her 
parents  :  were  they  indeed  alive,  or  was  their  sudden  appearance  on 
the  day  of  the  Sutee,  a  reality,  or  a  trick  of  imagination— was  all  she 
retained  in  her  mind  one  of  the  hideous  dreams  of  her  illness  rather 
than  a  fact  ?  \Yho  was  to  tell  her  the  truth  P 

All  that  Fazil  had  heard  from  the  hunchback,  he  had  told  to  Tai'i 
as  they  rested  here  and  there  in  their  escape ;  but  her  own  mind  was 
then  in  that  state  of  terror  and  confusion  that  she  could  tell  him 
nothing,  nor,  indeed,  could  she  find  courage  to  speak  to  him  at  all. 
Long  before,  when  they  had  been  together  in  camp,  she  had  never 
dared  to  answer  him.  It  was  enough  for  her  that  he  spoke,  and  that 
she  listened.  Her  mind,  as  he  rode  with  her  that  night  before  him 
—for  ho  would  trust  her  to  no  one- was  sorely  ’v.ihingcd.  That  she 
had  escaped  death  she  knew;  that  she  was  with  him  she  knew  also: 
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that  she  feared  pursuit,  and  might  be  taken  and  burned  alive,  was  an 
absorbing  terror,  which  shut  out  the  shame  of  her  flight ;  and  it  was 
perhaps  a  happy  circumstance  that  the  fever,  which  had  so  long 
aflPected  her  brain,  shut  out  all  realities  till  she  was  stronger,  and 
calmer  to  bear  them. 


CHAPTER  LXXXVIII. 

Day  by  day,  as  strength  returned  to  Tara,  remembrance  returned 
also.  It  might  have  been  with  abhorrence  of  her  present  position — 
with  dread  of  her  broken  vows — with  terror  of  the  Mother’s  ven¬ 
geance,  and  with  a  sense  of  her  cwn  pollution  as  an  escaped  Sutee — 
which  would  have  utterly  overwhelmed  her  with  remorse,  and  for¬ 
bidden  recovery  at  all ;  and  in  such  a  case,  death  would  have  been 
welcome.  We  v;ill  not  say  that  there  was  no  revulsion  of  feeling:  it 
would  have  been 'unnatural  in  one  with  so  fine  an  intellect  as  Tara 
possessed,  had  there  been  no  struggle.  Perhaps  the  new  life  to 
which  she  awakened,  after  the  illness  she  had  undergone,  had  blunted 
the  perceptions  of  the  old ;  perhaps,  as  Zyna  and  Lurlee  told  her, 
that  it  was  her  destiny,  which  she  could  not  resist ;  and  that,  if  she 
were  to  have  died,  as  her  creed  had  determined,  could  Fazil  have 
prevented  it  ? — would  she  have  been  delivered  at  all  ?  Had  she  not 
already  undergone  the  pains  of  death  in  preparation  for  it,  and  been 
delivered  from  them  ? 

Then  Lurlee  again  brought  forth  her  books,  and  went  over  all  her 
old  calculations,  and  there  were  the  priest’s  also  with  them,  all  tend¬ 
ing  to  the  same  point.  If  her  faith  had  been  shaken  for  a  time,  in 
the  fact  that  Afzool  Khan  had  died,  when  the  planets  showed  that  he 
should  be  victorious,  might  there  not  have  been  some  mistake  ?  Here 
at  least  there  was  none  ;  none  in  the  restoration  of  her  child,  as  she 
called  Tai-a,  froin  death  to  life— none  in  her  having  been  rescued  from 
the  evil  idolaters  and  Kafirs,  to  be  newly  born  into  the  true  faith, 
acceptable  to  Alla  and  the  Prophet.  All  this  was  very  plain  and 
incontrovertible. 

Could  Tara  deny  it  ?  It  was  not  clear  that  she  even  attempted  to 
do  so:  and  ever  nigh  her,  were  anxious  pleaders  against  any  justifica¬ 
tion  of  Hie  ntes  of  her  own  faith,  from  the  most  horrible  consumma- 
tion  of  which,  she  could  not  possibly  have  escaped.  “  Even  yoiu* 
father  and  mother  could  not  have  saved  you  liad  they  desired  it,” 
ai'gued  Zyna,  “from  dying  in  the  fire  before  them:  they  would  have 
seen  you  burned,  and  shouted  ‘Jey  Kalec!’  with  the  rest,  to  drown 
the  scream  of  your  dying  agony;  but  they  would  not  have  relented.” 
No ;  Tara’s  heart  told  her  they  would  not  have  relented,  and  she 
.  must  have  perished,  but  for  Fazil. 
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And  when  he  pleaded  ? — It  was  long  before  he  attempted  it ;  bnt 
it  was  at  last  irrepressible.  More  than  his  sister  and  Lurlee,  he  knew 
what  straggle  would  ensue  in  Tara’s  heart  if  she  were  called  upon 
too  suddenly  to  renounce  her  own  faith ;  for  he  had  lived,  young  as 
he  still  was,  more  in  the  world.  On  this  point,  he  had  as  yet  forborne 
to  address  her  at  all.  But  such  love  as  his  for  the  deserted  girl,  must 
^  spoken  by  himself.  Lurlee  and  Zyna  had  told  him  all  they  had 
s;  1,  and  it  seemed  strange  to  both  that  he  was  silent ;  but  he  had 
juu.  ^d  rightly.  What  the  girl  could  bear  from  them,  could  not  have 
been  .mdured  from  him  till  her  bodily  strength  assisted  her  mind  to 
bear  it,  and  he  waited  his  opportunity. 

It  was  the  first  time  she  had  ever  mentioned  her  own  affairs  ; 
almost  the  only  time  she  had  spoken  freely  at  all.  She  had  reverted 
to  the  past,  to  the  day  of  the  attack  on  Tooljapoor,  and  to  Fazil’s 
recovery  of^her  mother’s  ornaments;  for  the  Brahmun  women  had 
bathed  her  that  day,  and  she  had  performed  some  simple  ceremonies 
of  her  faith  for  purification  after  her  illness,  and  charitable  gifts  had 
been  distributed  by  Fazil  and  Lurlee  on  her  behalf.  So  she  had 
suffered  Zyna  to  twist  a  garland  of  flowers  into  her  hair  as  she  used 
to  do  in  camp,  and  to  put  on  her  some  of  the  old  ornaments  which, 
while  she  was  yet  decked  for  the  Sutee,  had  been  brought  away  with 
her:  aud  when  Fazil,  who  had  been  absent  all  day  in  the  camp, 
returned  before  sunset  for  the  evening  prayer,  he  found  her  talking 
earnestly  with  his  sister. 

Still  pale,  but  only  showing  the  traces  of  illness  in  the  purity  of 
her  colour,  Tara  had  perhaps  never  looked  more  lovely  than  in  the 
resumption  of  some  of  her  former  richness  and  elegance  of  costume ; 
and  as  Fazil  entered  the  court,  for  the  moment  unobserved  by  her 
and  Zyna,  who  were  seated  together,  he  stopped -involuntarily  to 
regard  her. 

Tara  would  have  fled  when  they  saw  him,  but  Zyna  would  not 
have  it  so. 

“Look,”  she  said,  “ brother,  is  she  not. like  herself  once  more? 
See  how  I  have  decked  her  for  her  sacrifice  of  thanks  to-day!  Surely 
all  that  is  past  is  as  a  dream,  and  Tara  is  again  what  she  was  the 
evening  she  was  taken  away  from  us.  Is  she  not,  brother  ?  She  is 
not  changed  ?  ” 

“  Yes,”  he  said,  “  changed,  I  think,  in  spirit  in  her  new  life,  as  we 
had  hoped — that  is  all!  Tara,  sit  down:  we  will  all  remain  together, 
aud  you  must  hear  me  now,  with  Zyna  as  witness. 

“There  is  nothing  new  to  say,”  he  continued,  after  a  pause — 
“nothing.  It  is  only  the  old  tale,  once  told  before,  when  you  believed 
it :  and  it  is  not  changed,  only  confirmed.  Ah !  we  have  both  been 
tried  since;  and  if  out  of  that  trial  you  have  come,  like  me,  strength¬ 
ened,  then  there  is  no  doubt.  Tara !  in  the  deadly  struggle  by  that  • 
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hideous  pile,  with  the  crash  of  music,  and  frantic  screams  of  the 
people  in  jour  ears,  even  then  jour  heart  bore  witness  to  me  that  I 
was  true.  Am  I  false  now  ?  ” 

“  0  no,  no,  no !”  cried  the  girl,  throwing  herself  uncontrollably  at 
his  feet,  after  her  old  Hindu  fashion.  “Not  false,  not  false!  You 
are  my  lord  and  mj  saviour,  and  I  worship  you  I  I  will  be  your  slave, 
your  servant,  for  my  life,  and  Zyna  knows  it ;  bnt  consider — ^ ” 

“  Not  thus,  beloved,”  he  said,  gravely  but  kindly  stooping  and 
liaising  her  up,  “  wdll  I  hear  that,  but  so,  face  to  face.  There  is  no 
shame  in  it  now — none ;  for  it  is  our  destiny,  Tara  :  let  it  be  as 
honom*ed  as,  methinks,  it  is  loved.  Sit  there  and  listen.”  And 
Zyna  put  her  arm  round  her,  and  they  sat  down  together  side  by  side. 

“  I  have  to  say  hard  words,  perhaps,  Tara,”  he  continued,  “  but 
you  must  hear  them.  In  saving  you  from  death  by  fire,  I  have 
brought  you  into  a  living  death  from  your  own  faith  ;  for  you  are  an 
outcast  now,  as  you  know — you  cannot  return  to  it.  You  could  not 
be  received  as  a  Brahmun,  nor  would  any  other  caste  assist  you. 
Shaven,  denied  shelter,  and  even  water,  by  the  very  mother  who  bore 
you — if  she  live — ^you  must  herd  with  the  vilest,  and  enter  that  condi¬ 
tion  of  abject  dishonour  and  profligacy  which  Moro  Trimmul  intended 
for  you,  and  from  which  God — ^your  God  as  well  as  mine,  Tara — has 
^  now  delivered  you.  There  is  nothing  else  for  you  that  I  can  see  but 
death,  and  that  is  now  gone  from  you,  and  will  not  I'eturn.  Could 
you  escape  this,  Tara  ?  Is  this  a  life  for  you  ?  ” 

He  saw  the  girl  shudder  violently,  and  bury  her  burning  face  in 
Zyna’s  bosom ;  while  Zyna,  drawing  her  to  herself  more  closely,  said 
gently,  “  Listen,  listen ;  is  he  speaking  the  truth  ?  You  do  not 
answer,  0  beloved !” 

Tara  could  not  reply,  but  she  clung  to  Zyna  the  more  closely. 

“Or  instead,”  continued  Fazil,  “there  is,  what  was  said  once  before, 
in  presence  of  my  honoured  father — peace  be  with  him ! — which  I 
now  repeat,  and  Alla  and  the  Prophet,  who  sent  me  to  you,  and  you 
to  me,  are  witness  of  its  truth,— that  all  of  honour,  all  of  wealth,  all 
of  love  and  respect  that  I  possess,  I  will  share  with  you  as  my  wife, 
till  I  die.  You  are  not  of  us,  nor  of  our  creed:  no  matter,  we  can 
admit  you  honourably  to  both.  It  is  no  disgrace  to  quit  the  blood¬ 
stained  belief  of  Hinduism  to  join  the  glorious  ranks  of  the  true 
believers ;  but  a  blessed  gain,  for  which,  out  of  all  these  trials,  Alla 
hath  preordained  you.  Enough,  0  Tara:  before  Him,  your  God 
and  mine,  and  before  Zyna,  answer  to  me  truly  and  freely,  once  and 
for  ever.  He  is  witness  that  there  is  no  constraint  upon  you.” 

Could  she  resist  that  earnest  manly  pleading — she,  already  won 
long  ago  ?  she  who,  in  all  her  trial,  had  carried  about  in  her  heart 
that  image  of  gloiy  and  beauty,  which  she  could  only  compare  with 
the  heroes  and  demigods  of  her  own  sacred  poems — her  highest 
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standard, — and  wlio,  in  putting  it  asv'ay,  bad  done  so,  only  to  die  in 
that  horrible,  ealm  despair,  ■which  preceded  voluntary  immolation  ? 
It  -was  impossible  ! 

As  she  sat  there,  and  as  he  ceased  speaking,  there  rnshed  through 
her  mind  a  siiddcn  flood  of  old  memories  which,  had  the  love  she  bore 
for  him  been  -weak,  or  less  deeply  rooted  tban  it  was,  had  swept  it 
away  as  the  torrent  sweeps  dry  straws  from  its  bed,  and  they  are 
seen  no  niore.  Father,  mother,  Radba,  the  old  pleasant  memories  of 
Tooljapooi’,  and  the  old  people;  a  happy  childhood,  a  joyous  budding 
into  womanhood  without  care.  Next,  her  service  to  the  goddess, 
and  all  that  had  come  of  it — terror,  desperation,  and  living  death. 
She  could  not  serve  her  now,  even  did  she  desire  it;  and  she  could 
not  see  tho  image  as  before,  nor  the  weird  ruby  eyes  which  used  to 
follow  her,  and  seemed  to  glint  into  her  very  heart.  She  remem¬ 
bered  the  fierce  Brahmun,  her  foe — the  glittering  fly  which  she  had 
seen  in  her  little  garden — and  trembling,  clung  more  closely  to  the 
breast  on  which  she  was  lying;  and,  last  of  all,  tho  hideous  pile  of 
black  logs,  the  crash  of  gongs  and  drums,  the  shouts  of  the  people, 
the  fluttering  pennons,  tlie  torches  blazing  around  her  to  light  her  to 
death,  and  the  agony  of  tw'o  wmmen  as  they  beheld  it  all,  and  of  an 
aged  man  who  had  come  to  her  and  caused  her  once  more  to  fear - 

It  takes  long  to  write  this ;  but  all,  ay  more,  rushed  thi*ough  the 
girl’s  lu'art  as  a  strong  flood  in  a  moment,  tossing  and  whirling 
fiercely :  yet  it  shook  nothing  there.  How'  true  was  it  that,  in  that 
long  unconsciousness  and  delirium,  the  old  life  had  passed  away, 
.and  the  new  one  came  with  other  obligations  to  be  fulfilled.  She 

O 

^\’as  ’^veeping  passionately  while  Fazil  was  speaking,  but  w^hen  the 
rush  of  thought  came,  it  w'as  Avith  a-^'e,  Avhich  repressed  other 
emotion,  and  Avas  succeeded  by  calm,  inexpressibly  SAA^eet  and  assur¬ 
ing.  Yes,  love  for  him  had  resisted  the  fury  of  passion  in  its  last 
iittcmpt,  and  she  could  not  control  it  noAV,  Zyna  felt  her  arms  Avith- 
draAAu  from  about  lici',  and  Tara,  coA’ering  her  burning  face,  on 
Avhich  tho  tears  Avcrc  glistening,  Avith  her  garment,  bent  doAvn  l>efore 
him,  not  in  prostration,  as  before,  but  kneeling  and  bowing  her  head 
reverently,  as  she  joined  her  hands  in  an  attitude  of  supplication. 

“  Do  Avith  me  as  thou  AA'ilt,  my  lord,”'  she  .said  gently  ;  “  my  life 
is  thine,  and  I  am  thine  henceforth  till  I  die.  I  am  helpless  uoaa’ — do 
not  forsake  me  ;  and  God  and  Zyna  are  witness  that  I  pledge  my 
f  I’oth  to  thee,  freely  amd  humbly.  I  have  no  fear — ^none !  it  is  past 
now  !  ” 

“  Shabash  !  Shabash  !  Tara,”  cried  Zyna  exnltingly,  clapping  her 
iinnds;  “  noAV  thou  ai't  ours  indeed.  See,  mother,”  she  continued, 
turning  I’ound  and  looking  up,  as  Lnrlee  entered,  “  he  as].-T*d  her, 
and  she  has  agreed ;  and  you  arc  Avitness  of  it  as  AA'ell  as  I.” 

“  T  am  Avitness,”  said  the  lady  ;  “  I  have  heard  all,  ami  I  am 
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content.  Alla  and  the  Prophet  have  answered  my  prayers.  Ah  ! 
I  shall  haye  a  precious  child  to  give  to  thee,  Fazil,  ere  long.” 

“  Put  her  hands  into  mine,  mother,”  he  replied.  “  It  will  feel 
real,  that  she  is  to  belong  to  me  hereafter :  it  will  be  an  earnest  of 
the  end.” 

“  It  is  not  one  of  the  ortljodox  customs,  Fazil,”  said  the  lady, 
gravely  and  hesitatingly:  “and  I  never  saw  it  done  at  any  betroth- 
ment;  nevertheless,  wait  an  instant — I  will  i«turn  directly.” 

She  did  so,  while  they  sat  as  before,  bearing  a  silver  salver — on 
which  there  were  some  pieces  of  sugar-candy,  and  seated  herself  by 
them. 

“  Thou  art  still  a  Brahmun,”  she  said  to  Tara,  “  but  thou  wilt 
take  one  of  these  from  tby  mother  ?  There,”  she  continued,  as  she 
put  a  piece  into  each  of  their  mouths,  repeating  the  blessing,  “  Bis- 
milla  !  It  is  done ;  ye  cannot  go  back.  There  should  be  rejoicing, 
and  music,  and  feasting ;  but, — Bismilla  !  it  is  done,  and  ye  cannot 
retract.  0  childi’en  !  O  children  !  she  cried,  bursting  into  a  flood  of 
tears,  “I  am  a  widow,  and  have  suffered  sore  bereavement;  but  ye 
are  the  light  of  ray  eyes  and  the  only  joy  of  my  heart  now  !  Here  are 
her  hands,  Fazil,”  and  she  took  up  Tara’s,  and  put  them  into  his — 
“  thine,  boy,  till  the  end  !  ” 

Fazil  stooped  his  head,  and  put  his  forehead  upon  them  ;  they 
were  not  withdrawn,  and  he  fancied  that  the  slender  fingers  closed 
on  his  confidently ; — was  it  fancy  ? 

“  They  should  know  of  it,  if  they  live,”  said  Tara  hesitatingly, 
and  with  a  gasp  in  her  throat ;  “  methinks  they  do  live,  mother,  and 
that  I  saw  them — there — at  Wye — my  father  and  mother  ;  but  it  is 
all  confused  now,  and  it  may  have  been  a  dream  during  my  illness.” 

“  0  no  !  ”  cried  the  lady,  “  let  them  not  come  between  us  now,  if 
they  live  ;  but  they  are  not  alive,  Tara.” 

“  Perhaps  not,”  she  said,  with  a  sigh  ;  “nevertheless,  if  my  lord 
would  send  some  one  and  ask.  They  would  be  found  in  Vishnu 
Pundit’s  house  at  Wye  ;  and  if  they  are  dead - ” 

“Surely,”  said  Fazil,  interrupting  her,  “I  will  send  Lukshmnn 
even  now.  If  they  are  there,  they  should  come  on  at  once  ;  thei’e  is 
no  fear.  Could  you  not  send  a  letter,  or  a  token,  Tara  ?  ” 

“I  will  write,”  she  replied;  “and  here  is  a  ring  of  my  mother’s 
that  she  loved  dearly ;  it  would  have  been  burned  with  me !  Let 
them  take  it ;  and  if  my  lord  would  write,  too,  to  say — to  say — I  am 
alive,  it  would  be  enough.” 

“It  shall  be  done  at  once,”  he  said,  rising  ;  “  O  mother,  surely 
thy  science  tokl  thee  this  would  be  a  happy  day !  ” 

“  See  !  ”  exclaimed  the  lady  triumphantly,  taking  her  tablets  from 
her  bodice,  “you  mock  the  planets  sometimes,  son,  but  see  ;  while  you 
were  speaking  I  looked.  Is  not  this  Wednesday?  and,  see,  hero  is 
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Venus  ruling  the  hour  as  you  sat  and  plighted  your  faith  !  0  chil¬ 

dren,  this  cannot  be  wrong,  for  the  sun  is  just  setting,  and  the  work  is 
finished.” 

As  she  spoke,  the  last  gleam  of  its  rays,  as  it  sank  in  a  glory  of 
gold  and  crimson,  flashed  into  the  apartment,  lighting  up  the  girls’ 
radiant  faces,  and  sparkling  upon  their  rich  dresses  and  golden 
ornaments. 

“  Beautiful  as  thou  art,  Tara,”  continued  Lurlee,  “  thou  Avilt  be 
lovelier  still  when  we  deck  thee  as  his  bride;  and  so  may  the  blessing  of 
thy  new  mother  rest  upon  thee,  and  the  evil  I  take  from  thee  now,” 
— and  she  passed  her  hands  over  the  girl  from  head  to  foot, — 
“  depart  to  thine  enemies  !  ” 

“  Amcen !  Ameen !  ”  cried  Zyna,  as  Tara,  falling  upon  her  neck, 
again  wept  silently  those  tears  of  joy  which  she  had  with  difficulty 
repressed. 


CHAPTER  LXXXIX. 

“Well  siing!  ”  cried  the  young  Khan  cheerfully,  and  joining  in  the 
general  applause  which  followed  a  pretty  Mahratta  ballad  which  the 
hunchback  and  Ashruf  had  just  sung,  to  the  accompaniment  of  a  lute 
played  by  the  former  and  a  small  tenor  drum  by  the  latter — “  well 
sung  !  Where  did  ye  learn  that  ?  ”  he  continued,  advancing  from  the 
entrance  to  the  court  Avhere  he  had  paused  as  he  came  out.  “  It  is 
something  new.” 

The  men,  who  were  seated  or  lounging  about  the  entrance  hall  to 
the  house,  rose  and  saluted  Fazil.  It  was  evident  at  a  glance  to  Bul- 
Avnnt  Rao  that  something  had  occurred  to  remove  the  sad  expression 
which  his  lord’s  face  had  worn  so  long ;  for  it  had  given  place  to  one 
radiant  with  joy,  and  he  exclaimed  cheerily, — 

“Thanks  be  to  the  gods!  it  is  gone  at  last,  ]Meah !  Xcver,  since 
Ave  rode  together  to  Pertabgurh,  have  any  of  ns  seen  a  smile  on  your 
face  that  AA^as  Avorth  looking  at,  or  one  Avhich  Avas  not  folloAved  by  a 
sigh,  as  much  as  to  regret  it  had  ever  been  there ;  so  1  cry,  Avith  thanks 
to  the  gods,  the  grief  is  gone  at  last.  What  say  you,  brothers  ?  look 
at  him  ;  did  I  speak  truly  ?  ” 

Amidst  the  hearty  responses  to  this  congratulation  by  his  I’etainers, 
Fazil  Khan  sat  doAvn  among  them,  and  the  hunchback  and  Ashruf, 
stepping  forAvard,  assumed  the  positions  of  professional  ballad-singer.'^, 
and  saluted  him. 

“  Shall  AA^e  sing  it  again,  Meah  ?  ”  asked  Lukshmun ;  “you  did  not 
hear  it  all.  ’Tis  a  fancy  of  my  OAAm,  about  a  damsel  Avaiting  for  her 
loA'cr,  Avho  passes  her  by  Avith  another,  and  so  she  goes  and  weeps.” 
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“  And  we  liave  all  been  crying  over  it,  Meali,”  added  Bulwunt  Rao  ; 
“  ’tis  80  sad  a  tune  too — so  plaintive.” 

“But  as  I  am  not  in  a  crying  mood,  friend,”  returned  Fazil,  laugh¬ 
ing,  “it  would  hardly  suit  me  now,  so  another  time — meanwhile  there 
is  something  to  be  done  which  is  urgent.” 

“Are  we  to  meet  a  new  army,  and  take  our  revenge,  Meah  ?  ”  cried 
several  of  the  men.  “Ah,  we  know  the  country  now,  and  should  not 
fall  into  another  trap  like  the  first.” 

“No,  no,  friends,”  said  the  young  man  sadly,  “there  is  no  such 
good  news  as  that;  ’tis  but  a  private  matter  of  my  own,  which  our 
ballad- singers  may  help,  perhaps.” 

“We,  Meah?”  exclaimed  the  hunchback;  “thou  well  knowest, 
that  if  we  were  bidden  to  leap  into  the  flames  for  thee,  we  would  not 
hesitate.  Speak,  that  we  may  hear  and  do.” 

“It  is  somewhat  private,  friends,”  said  the  young  man,  looking 
around.  “  If  I  might  be  alone  with  these  and  our  old  friend  for  a 
little,  no  one  may  take  offence ;  you  will  know  all  by-and-by.” 

“  Surely  not,”  cried  several,  rising  and  going  out,  followed  by  the 
rest. 

“  Stay,  Bulwunt  Rao,”  said  Fazil,  putting  his  hand  on  his  arm, 
^‘your  counsel  may  be  of  use ;  ”  and  when  they  w^ere  alone,  he  con¬ 
tinued,  “  She  will  not  be  content  unless  she  sees  her  father  and  mother ; 
and  she  declares  they  are  at  Wye,  and  came  to  her  the  day  she  was 
to  be  burned.” 

“Impossible!  ”  cried  Lukshmun;  “they  are  dead,  and  this  must 
be  some  device  of  the  Evil  One — of  that  old  Mother  on  the  hill  there, 
who  wants  to  get  her  back ;  and  she  has  sent  spirits  in  their  guise  to 
mock  her.  She  does  such  things  very  often,  Meah  Sahib,  and  I  don’t 
like  to  hear  of  this.” 

“Well,  they  must  be  substantial  spirits,”  returned  Fazil,  laughing, 
“  for  she  told  us  that  she  had  heard  them  speak,  and  that  she  thought 
her  father  had  lifted  her  up  once.  They  must  be  alive.” 

Lukshmun  shook  his  head.  “  I  did  not  see  him,  or  hear  of  him, 
at  Wye,”  he  said;  “and  as  I  know  them  avcII,  I  should  have  recog- 
iiized  him  and  his  wife  anywhere.  And,  about  the  Avitches — if  I 
were  to  tell  you  Avhat  I  know  about  the  ^Mother’s  devices,”  he  con¬ 
tinued  solemnly,  wagging  his  head,  “  I  should  not  be  believed.  Never¬ 
theless - ” 

“Nevertheless,”  said  Fazil,  interrupting  him,  “thou  art  to  go  and 
see — thou  and  Ashruf.  Wilt  thou  go,  lad,  if  he  is  afraid  of  the 
witches  ?  ” 

“To  the  death,”  cried  the  boy  cheerfully;  while  Lukshmun,  leap¬ 
ing  up  into  the  air,  turned  a  somersault,  and  came  down  where  he 
stood.  “Go!”  he  said;  “yes,  Meah.  I  have  a  spell  against  the 
^lothcr  and  all  sorcery,  and  his  majesty  the  devil  to  boot,  which 
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Pahar  Singh  taught  me.  Where  are  we  to  go,  Meah,  and 
when  ?  ” 

“  Now,”  replied  Fazil;  “take  two  of  the  ponies  and  ride  straight 
to  Wje.  Her  parents  will  be  found  in  the  house  of  Vishnu  Pundit, 
or  he  will  direct  you  to  them.  If  they  are  gone  home,  or  to  Poona, 
or  anywhere  else,  they  must  be  followed  up  and  brought  back ;  and 
they  will  come  when  that  ring  is  given  to  her  mother — so  she 
says.” 

“  They  may  need  money,”  said  the  man,  musing.  “Brahmuns  never 
move  without  coin.  Something  for  expenses,  is  the  first  thing  they 
ask  of  one.  Is  it  not  true?  Nevertheless,  Vyas  Shastree  is  rich 
enough.  0  yes,  he  knows  me,  and  I  can  get  into  V’shnu  Pundit’s 
house,  too.  Come,  lad,  we  must  put  on  the  Byragee’s  dresses.” 

Ashruf  followed  him.  While  they  were  absent,  Fazil  wrote  the 
letter  they  were  to  take,  which  i-an  as  follows : — 

“  To  the  respectable  and  learned  in  the  Veds  and  Shastras,  Vyas 
Shastree,  of  Tooljapoor,  who  is  kind  to  his  friends ; 

“  From  Fazil,  son  of  Afzool  Khan,  ivith  greetings,  and  the  peace  and 
salutation  of  God;  and  after  wishing  you  health  and  prosperity — 

“  You  are  to  know  that  your  daughter  Tara  is  here,  ivith  my  mother 
and  sister,  in  honour  and  health;  but  she  hath  been  ill  unto  death,  and 
being,  by  God's  favour,  restored  to  life,  wishes  to  see  you  and  her  mother 
urgently,  and  sends  a  token,  by  which  you  may  be  assured  she  is  here. 

“  Youivill  learn  more  from  the  bearer,  my  servant,  who  is  to  be  trusted; 
and  I  pray  you  to  lose  no  time  in  setting  out,  for  we  await  your  coming. 
I  have  sent  money  for  your  expenses  by  him,  which  you  are  to  be  pleased 
to  use  freely.” 

The  hunchback  and  Ashruf  reappeared  after  a  while  in  their  new 
costume,  which  was  that  of  Jogies,  or  religious  mendicants  of  that 
part  of  the  country.  Orange-coloured  turbans  and  garments,  pur¬ 
posely  torn  and  ragged,  yet  withal  scrupulously  clean ;  large  strings 
of  wooden  beads  about  their  necks,  wrists,  and  ankles ;  black  blankets, 
to  keep  out  cold  or  heat,  thrown  over  their  shoulders  after  a  graceful 
and  picturesque  fashion ;  and  the  lute  and  small  drum  they  had  used 
before.  The  faces  of  both  w'ere  smeared  with  whiting,  and  the  broad 
trident  of  Vishnu  was  drawn  in  red  and  white  paint  upon  their  fore¬ 
heads.  The  hunchback  would  perhaps  have  been  known  by  his 
figure ;  but  Ashruf,  from  the  smart  Mussulman  boy,  gaily  dressed  as 
became  his  master’s  favourite  attendant,  was  utterly  transformed, 
and  could  not  possibly  have  been  recognized. 

“  Shabash !  ”  cried  Bnlwunt  Rao  and  Fazil  involuntarily ;  “  it  is 
complete — no  one  could  know  you.” 

“  Except  by  this  hunched  back  of  mine,”  said  Lukshmun,  “I  would 
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wager  tliat  1  went  anywhere  as  anybody  you  please,  Meah, — from  tbe 
holiest  Syud  down  to  the  lowest  Kullunder — from  the  Secretary  of 
Ramdas  Swami  himself,  to  what  I  am  now, — and  was  not  discovered. 
Hindu  or  Mussulman,  ’tis  all  the  same — only  I  must  have  a  religious 
garb  on,  Meah  Sahib :  for  my  mind,  you  see,  having  that  turn  natur¬ 
ally,  I  am  most  at  home  in  one.  Did  any  one  suspect  us  when  Ave 
sang  ballads  in  the  ambush  at  Jowly,  and  found  out  what  Moro 
Trimmul  wanted  to  do ?  or  in  Wye,  Avheii  we  saw  Tara?  0  Meah ! 
this  is  a  joyful  errand,  for  I  shall  pay  a  rupee  to  a  Bi-ahmun,  and  get 
bathed  in  the  river — just  where  they  were  going  to  burn  Tara  Bye — 
to  wash  away  my  sins,  and  be  absolved  from  shedding  a  Brahmuii’s 
blood.  The  gods  forgive  me  if  I  killed  him !  ” 

“I  hope  you  did,”  returned  Fazil,  laughing:  “and  now,  here  is  a 
purse  of  gold,  tie  it  round  you,  and  use  rvhat  is  needed ;  and  here  are 
the  letters  which  are  to  be  put  into  Vyas  Shastree’s  own  hand.  If  he 
cannot  get  mine  read,  this  ring  and  her  letter  >vill  be  enough.  If 
they  are  gone  to  Poona,  or  back  to  Tooljapoor,  send  Ashruf  back  to 
me,  and  go  on  thyself.” 

“  To  the  top  of  Mount  Mem,  or  the  lowest  deep  of  Nurruk,”  cried 
Lukshmun,  snapping  his  fingers.  “Fear  not;  we  Avill  bx'ing  them, 
lad — won’t  Ave  ?  and,  master,  if  I  have  to  go  on,  and  can  send  thee  a 
letter  by  a  sure  hand,  may  I  take  on  my  son  here  ?  I  cannot  sing 
ballads  Avithout  him.” 

“  Ah  yes,  my  lord !  ”  pleaded  the  lad,  joining  his  hands,  “  to  bring 
them  to  her.” 

“  Good,”  said  Fazil ;  “  I  tmst  you  both.  Go,  and  be  discreet,  and 
God’s  blessing  and  mine  be  with  you.” 

“  And  now,  my  lord,”  said  the  hunchback,  “  let  ns  sing  one  ballad 
before  we  depart — one  that  she  must  know  aa’cII  :  it  will  give  her  hope. 
Go  and  tell  her  that  some  singers  are  here  who  know  the  ballads  of 
the  Bala  Ghaut,  and  Avill  sing  her  one.  She  Avill  recognize  the  tune, 
for  I  have  heard  her  father  sing  it,  and  they  say  he  Avrote  it  for  her, 
for  her  name  is  in  it.  We  shall  sing  it  before  Vishnu  Pundit’s  door 
at  Wye.” 

“  As  thou  vrilt,”  replied  Fazil ;  “  I  will  tell  her ;  ”  and  he  arose  and 
went  to  the  inner  coixrt  door.  “  Do  not  folloAV  mo,”  he  said  to  them 
— “she  can  hear  from  hence,  and  there  are  Avomen  Avithin — it  is 
private.” 

Fazil  had  watched  Tara  as  the  prelude  began,  and  he  beckoned  her 
to  the  door.  “  Come  and  listen,”  he  said ;  “they  arc  singers  of  your 
OAvn  country,  and  I  have  brought  them  to  sing  a  ballad  to  you.”  Slic 
arose,  and  Zyna  folloAved  her. 

The  hunchback  and  Ashruf  stood  at  the  doorway  Avithout,  and, 
after  a  short  prelude,  sang,  as  nearly  as  avc  can  ti*anslate  it,  as  fol¬ 
lows  : — 
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1. 

«  Fast  her  tears  fell — faster,  faster, 
As  the  days  pass  slowly  by, 
And  her  heart  is  sorely  laden 
With  the  dreary,  hopeless  sigh. 
O  that  cruel,  ceaseless  sighihg ! 

Weary  tears  which  sadly  fell. 
All  unheeded  as  she  wept  them 
Dmly  by  the  garden  well. 


2. 

“  Mother !  Mother !  oft  she  pleaded, 

Toolja  Mata !  hear  my  vow ! 

Hear  thy  daughter’s  cry  of  sorrow — 

Why  shouldst  thou  forsake  me  now  P 
Not  less  thine,  O  Mother  holy ! 

If  my  lover  come  to  me  ; 

If  he  come,  a  golden  necklace 
We,  thy  children,  vow  to  thee! 

3. 

As  she  went  for  water  daily. 

Raised  alone  the  pitcher  still. 

She  repeats  the  prayer  and  promise, 

As  with  tears  her  soft  eyes  fill ! 

The  goddess  watched  the  weary  maiden. 
And  her  daily  burthen  borne  ; 

*  Faithful,’  she  cries,  ‘  in  earthly  sorrow. 
Daughter  true,  no  longer  mourn !  ’ 

4. 

**  Then  next  morn,  with  anklets  tinkling, 
The  maiden  tripped,  and  ceased  to  sigh  j 
As  she  stooped  to  raise  the  pitcher — 

Light  she  felt  it  lifted  high. 

And  sweet  words  he  whispers  to  her — 

‘  Tara,  all  thy  sorrow  past ! 

Faith  and  hope  have  won  thy  lover.’ 

And  the  vow  ? — ’Twas  paid  at  last.” 


It  was  one  of  those  plaintive  Mahratta  airs,  at  once  so  mnsical 
and  tender,  and  whose  character  is  so  original,  as  to  deserve  the  rank 
of  national  music.  How  often  Tara  had  heard  it !  Her  father  had 
written  the  words,  and  composed  the  air,  to  amuse  her  when  she  used 
to  be  sad  ;  but  she  had  no  lover — no  one  then  to  take  the  burden,  to 
help  to  lift  the  pitcher,  which  was  so  heavy !  Ah  yes !  she  remem¬ 
bered  it  well,  and  that  her  father  had  said  afterwards,  it  should 
not  be  sung  in  the  house  because  it  made  her  sadder,  for  there  could 
be  no  lover. 
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So  slie  listened,  and  the  melody  seemed  to  strike  some  new  and 
tender  chords  in  her  memory,  which  as  yet  had  been  untouched  ;  and 
they  looked  at  her  wonderingly,  and  in  silence,  as  the  features  softened 
into  a  smile,  and  the  eyes  gradually  filled  with  tears,  which  flowed 
as  from  a  fountain  within,  and  rolled  silently  down  her  cheeks.  As 
the  vow  was  named,  they  saw  her  hand  rise  to  her  neck  and  unclasp 
the  heavy  gold  necklace  she  wore,  and  when  the  last  words  were  sung 
she  put  it  into  Fazil’s  hands. 

“  Let  the  Mother  have  it,”  she  said,  “  as  our  vow — she  is  notangiy 
with  me.  You  will  not  deny  this,  my  lord,  to  Tara  ?  ” 

Before  they  could  answer  her,  a  strange  brightness  seemed  to  conic 
over  her  face  and  eyes,  as  she  looked  upwardias  if  following  a  vision. 

“  It  is  enough,”  she  said  gently,  after  a  silence  which  they  did  not 
break  ;  “  the  Mother  is  not  angry  with  me — it  is  accepted,  and  I  am 
free ;  for  when  the  trial  came,  she  says,  and  Gunga  called  me,  I  did 
not  leave  her.” 

They  did  not  understand  then,  to  what  she  alluded ;  but  it  was 
evident  that  the  excited  spirit  had  again  wandered  into  the  past,  and 
had  returned,  more  at  peace  than  before. 

“Yes,”  said  Fazil,  “as  thou  wilt,  beloved — thy  vow  shall  be  truly 
paid,  at  last.” 


CHAPTER  XC. 

On  the  second  morning  Fazil’s  messengers  reached  Wye,  without 
interruption,  tethered  their  ponies  in  the  courtyard  of  a  temple, 
where  they  obtained  shelter,  and  set  about  the  work  they  had  to  do 
without  loss  of  time.  Taking  their  instruments,  they  wandered  into 
the  bazar,  and  sang  their  ballads  to  willing  listeners  ;  for  the  hunch¬ 
back  was  a  master  of  his  art,  and  had  a  willing  and  skilful  pupil  in 
the  boy. 

“  Wast  thou  not  in  the  camp  at  'Jowly  ?  ”  said  a  man  coming  up 
to  Lukshmun,  “  and  this  lad  too,  before  we  attacked  the  Toorks, — 
and  w'e  let  thee  go  ?  Ah  yes,  and  you  promised  to  sing  the  hymn  of 
the  goddess  at  Tooljapoor,  and  did  not  return  when  we  were  vic¬ 
torious  !  Ill  for  you,  for  you  would  have  had  a  share  of  the  gold. 
By  the  ^lother  !  you  shall  sing  it  now.  Come  -with  me !  ” 

“Not  so,”  said  Lukshmun;  “we  are  engaged  to  sing  at  Vishnu 
Pundit’s  house — where  is  it  ? — and  shall  be  free  in  the  evening  only : 
and  if  thou  canst  direct  me  to  one  Moro  Trimmul,  a  Brahmun,  and 
let  me  go  now,  we  will  sing  an  hour  at  night  for  as  many  as  you  choose 
to  bring  to  the  temple  of  Ballajee,  where  we  have  put  up,  and  take 
what  you  have  to  give  us.” 
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“Moro  Ti’immiil !  ”  cried  the  man  laughing,  “thou  wouldst  have 
to  go  deep  into  hell  for  him.  Where  hast  thou  been,  friend,  that  his 
fate  did  not  come  to  thine  ears  ?  ” 

“  I  was  afraid,”  replied  the  hunchback  ;  “  I  fear  fighting,  sir  ;  and 
if  a  drawn  weapon  is  flashed  in  my  face,  I  faint.  So  we  ran  away 
from  Jowly — did  we  not,  rny  son  ?  and  have  been  travelling  about  the 
country  ever  since,  getting  what  we  can.  But  what  of  the  Brahmun, 
sir  ?  was  he  killed  in  the  fight  at  Jowly  ?  ” 

“  No,  no — not  there,”  replied  the  man  ;  “  but  he  is  dead,  neverthe¬ 
less.  Some  one  cut  him  down  the  day  the  Sutee  was  carried  off.” 

“  Ah  yes,  I  have  hoard  of  that,  sir  ;  the  people  have  strange  stories 
about  it ;  but  who  carried  her  oif  ?  and  who  killed  the  Brahmun  ? 
A  Brahmun  slain  !  0  the  impiety  !  ”  continued  Lukshmun  devoutly ; 
“  think  of  that,  my  son  !  A  holy  Brahmun  !  ” 

“I  don’t  know;  I  was  not  there,”  replied  the  man;  “we  were 
still  out  at  Jowly,  or  it  would  not  have  happened  :  but  they  said  some 
of  Afzool  Khan’s  men,  who  were  starving,  made  a  Durora  on  the 
Sutee,  and  carried  her  off ;  as  to  Moro  Trimmul,  he  was  no  loss — a 
bad  man,  my  friend,  though  a  Brahmun.  They  might  have  spared 
the  girl,  however,  for  all  the  use  she  was  to  the  Brahmuns  after¬ 


wards.  I  wonder  no  one  kept  her,  for  she  was  very  lovely,  they  say.” 

“  0  sir,”  cried  the  hunchback  innocently;  “  and  did  she  not  live  ^ 
Who  killed  her  ?  ” 

“They  say  not,”  he  replied;  “and  that  the  cruel  men  killed  her  for 
the  ornaments  she  wore.  There  was  a  woman’s  corpse  found  some 
days  afterwards  on  their  track,  and  the  remains  were  brought  here, 
and  her  father  was  told  of  it.  They  say  he  went  mad  after  that, 
for  he  believed  they  were  his  child’s.  He  married  Moro  Trimmul’s 
sistci’,  you  know.  Ah,  it  is  a  curious  story  altogether.” 

“  Indeed,”  returned  Jjukshmun  simply  ;  “1  should  like  to  hear  it 
all.  If  I  sing  for  you  to-night  will  you  tell  it  to  me  ?  ” 

“  A  bargain  !  ”  cried  the  man  joyfully ;  “  come  to  ns  without  fail ; 
we  are  a  jovial  lot,  and  there  may  be  good  liquor,  and  some  of  thi 
dancers  too.  I  will  come  for  thee.  ’Faith,  the  story  of  the  Moorlee’s 
murder  by  !^[oro  Trimmul  is  as  good  as  a  scene  in  a  play.” 

“  What  Moorlee  ?  ” 

“  0,  the  Tooljapoor  girl,  Gunga,  who  was  with  him.  Tlicy  found 
hei’  body  under  the  window  of  his  room  at  Pertabgurh,  hanging  in 
the  trees  belov/  the  ])rccipice,  and  so  the  whole  came  out ;  but  he  was 
dead  before  then.  One  of  those  dare-devil  Mussulmans  had  killed 
him,  and  they  took  some  of  the  Sutee  wood,  and  burnt  him  there,  by 
the  rivei’.” 

“AiBhugwan!  O  Lord,  forgive  me  for  having  slain  the  Brah¬ 
mun,”  ejaculated  the  hunchback  to  himself;  “and  I  did  it  too. 
Well,  I  can’t  help  hilling  hard  when  I  do  hit;  and  trn^v  he  had 
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murdered  some  one,  it  appears,  so  it  was  only  justice  after  all.  Yes, 
sir,”  be  continued,  “  1  understand.  And  the  Sutee’s  father  ?— her 
name  was  T — T — T ” 

“  Tara,”  said  the  man  ;  “  and  her  father  is  Yyas  Shastree  of  Tool- 
japoor.  He  is  better  now,  and  I  saw  him  a  while  ago  sitting  by  the 
porch  of  Vishnu  Pundit’s  door,  weak,  but  better ;  people  pity  him 
very  much.  Now  I  must  go.  You  will  not  forget  ?  ” 

“  No,”  said  the  hunchback ;  “you  will  find  me  at  the  temple  after 
the  lamps  are  lighted ;  till  then  we  must  sing  about  the  streets. 
Come,  my  son.  Let  us  hurry  on,  boy,”  continued  Lukshmun.  “1 
know  the  house.  Do  not  protend  to  notice  any  one ;  we  will  sing 
the  ballad  of  the  Vow,  after  the  first  invocation.” 

They  passed  on  rapidly  :  up  a  few  cross  streets  and  alleys,  till  they 
reached  that  in  which  was  the  house  that  they  sought.  In  the 
covei*ed  alcove,  beside  the  outer  door,  sat  several  Brahmuns,  appa¬ 
rently  talking  together  ;  one  elderly  man,  covered  with  a  sheet,  w'as 
reading. 

Lukshmun  and  Ashruf  began  to  sing  their  ballads  at  the  doors  of 
every  house  as  they  advanced,  and  women  from  within,  came  out  and 
gave  them  handfuls  of  flour  or  riee,  which  were  dropped  into  the 
bag  which  Lukshmun  carried.  Gradually,  as  they  came  nearer,  the 
hunchback  changed  the  songs  to  those  of  his  own  country,  Canarese 
and  iMahratta  in  turn,  and  he  was  sure  there  must  be  some,  with 
which  the  Shastree  was  familiar. 

Yes,  it  was  he,  reading,  while  the  others  sat  near  him,  and  con¬ 
versed  among  themselves ;  thinner  than  when  the  hunchback  had 
last  seen  him,  and  looking  weak,  yet  still  remarkable  and  unmis¬ 
takable.  Once  or  twice  the  Shastree  had  looked  up  at  the  singers, 
not  so  as  to  seem  to  care  about  their  performance,  but  as  if  a  familiar 
sound  had  reached  him.  Now,  however,  it  came  to  the  turn  of  the 
Pundit’s  house,  and  the  hunchback  and  Ashruf  stopped  before  it. 

“  Go  on,”  said  one  of  the  Brahmuns  impatiently ;  “you  have  been 
bawling  all  down  the  street,  disturbing  our  meditations,  and  the 
Shastree  there  is  weak.  Go  on,  and  make  no  noise.” 

“Maharaj,”  said  Lukshmun,  humbly  putting  up  his  hands,  “wc 
are  under  a  vow,  made  before  the  Holy  Mother  at  Tooljapoor  ”  (“May 
she  forgive  me  for  telling  the  lie !  ”  he  thought  parcjitlielically),  “  to 
sing  before  every  house  in  Wye,  and  bring  her  what  we  get ;  ’tis  a 
good  work,  learned  sir.s,  and  we  are  poor  people, — do  not  hinder  us  ; 
’tis  a  long  way  to  go,  and  wc  are  weary.  Let  us  sing  you  a  ballad 
for  our  vow,  or  only  a  verso,  else  avc  cannot  go  on.” 

“ilake  haste  then,”  said  the  first  spokesman  impatiently. 

Lukshmun  returned  the  lute ;  and  as  he  played  the  prelude  which 
Tara  had  heard,  he  saw  Vyas  Shastree,  who  had  not  noticed  him,  look 
up.  His  large  eyes  were  opened  to  the  full,  and  ho  leaned  forward 
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with  an  expression  of  intense  curiosity.  Then  the  singers  broke  at 
once  into  the  ballad : — 

“  Fast  her  tears  fell — faster,  faster, 

As  the  days  pass  slowly  by.” 

“  Hold  !  ”  he  exclaimed,  waving  his  hand  ;  “  who  are  ye  ?  and 
whence  come  ye?  ” 

“  From  Tooljapoor,  0  Pundit,”  said  the  hunchback  humbly. 

“  Who  taught  yon  that  ballad  ?  ” 

“  No  one  taught  it  me.  I  heard  it,  and  have  remembered  it.  They 
say  one  Vyas  Shastree  composed  it.  Maybe  you  have  heard  of  him, 
sir.  He  had  a  dausrhter  named  Tara.  She  was  a  Moorlee.  I  have 
heal’d  they  are  all  dead  now.” 

“  Ye  belong  to  Tooljapoor  ?  ” 

“  No,  Maharaj ;  I  am  from  near  Allund — a  long  way  from  this  ; 
but  the  vow  I  made  is  for  ”  (“  The  gods  forgive  me  if  I  tell  another 
lie  !  ”  he  said  inwardly) — “  for  a — child — 0  kind  sir ;  if  the  Mother 
will  send  me  one.  Your  worship  speaks  Canarese  ?  ” 

“Yes,”  said  the  Shastree,  replying  in  that  language;  “who  art 
thou  ?  ” 

“  Do  they  understand  it  ?  ”  asked  the  hunchback. 

“No,”  he  replied,  “none  but  ray  wife,  and  she  only  a  little.  Why 
dost  thou  ask  ?  ” 

“  Can  I  go  into  the  court  ?  I  know  all  the  ballad,  and  can  sing  it 
sweetly  for  the  women ;  they  always  like  it,”  returned  Lukshmun. 
“  Will  you  listen,  Maharaj  ?  ’tis  not  very  long;  ”  and  as  they  went  in, 
they  sang  on  more  loudly  and  confidently  than  before.  Some 
women  of  the  house  came  and  looked  at  them,  and  listened,  and 
among  them  were  Anunda  and  Radha.  The  hunchback  looked  from 
the  Shastree  to  his  elder  wife,  and  saw  the  tears  falling  from  both 
their  eyes ;  at  last  the  Shastree  rose  and  went  in  to  her,  and  when 
Anunda  saw  him,  she  burst  into  bitter  weeping. 

“  Grieve  not  for  one  at  rest,”  Lukshmun  heard  him  say  ;  “  at  rest 
in  the  peace  which  was  denied  her  here.  Yet  the  old  ballad  moves 
me  strongly,  wife.  Come  hither,”  he  ci’ied  to  the  singers  ;  “  take 
tliis  for  the  sake  of  ....  No  matter  now  ;  I  am  Vyas  Shastree, 
and  what  strange  chance  hath  sent  yon  I  know  not,  but  take  this,” 
and  he  offered  money. 

“  The  gods  be  thanked  !  No ;  not  from  you,”  exclaimed  Luksh¬ 
mun,  in  Canarese.  “  Come  aside,”  he  continued  in  the  same  tongue, 
“  for  I  have  that  to  tell  you  and  her,  which  will  give  you  new  life 
and  sti'ongth.  Listen,”  and  he  whispered  in  the  Shastree’s  ear  ; 
“  Tara  lives,  well  and  in  honour.  I  bear  a  token  and  a  letter  which 
she  hath  sent  you.  Come,  and  I  will  give  it ;  ’tis  for  her  mother, 
and  this  letter  for  thee,”  and  he  took  it  from  a  fold  in  his  turban. 

“  Anunda  !  0  wife  !  ”  cried  the  Shastree,  trembling  and  gasping 
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for  breath,  as  he  leaned  on  her,  opening  the  letter.  “  She  lives — our 
Tara.  Come — he  knows  of  her ;  see  her  own  writing,  the  holiest 
and  most  secret  Muntra  I  taught  her  ;  she  hath  written  it.” 

“Away  with  ye  !”  cried  Radha  to  the  other  women  about,  “  this 
is  not  for  your  ears ;  ”  and  the  group  were  left  alone  ;  for  Radha,  ad¬ 
vancing,  shut  the  door  of  the  court,  and  stood  there  with  them. 

“  Do  ye  know  this  ?”  asked  Lukshmun,  when  he  had  disengaged 
the  ring  from  his  inner  garment.  “Lady,  it  was  to  be  given  to 
thee,  if  thou  art  her  mother  !  She  is  well  who  gave  it  to  me,  three 
days  ago,” 

Her  mother !  Who  could  doubt  it  who  saw  Anunda  then  ?  The 
piece  of  gold  spoke  a  thousand  loving  greetings  to  her.  She  laughed 
and  cried  by  turns.  She  could  speak  nothing  intelligibly.  She 
kissed  it  rapturously,  and  hugged  it  close  to  her  bosom,  then  looked 
at  it  till  the  tears  rained  from  her  eyes,  and  again  did  the  same.  A 
new  life  !  a  new  daughter  !  born  again,  as  it  were.  Anunda  could 
not  believe  it. 

“Thou  art  mocking  us,”  she  said  at  last,  as  a  revulsion  of  feeling 
appeared  to  possess  her.  “  This  was  among  the  jewels  given  to 
Janoo  Naik,  when  ....  she  never  got  it.” 

“True,”  "replied  Lukshmun,  “and  she  has  the  rest,”  and  he 
enumerated  them  ;  “  and  here  is  a  letter  about  her  from  my  master, 
with  whom  she  is.  Listen  to  me,  I  can  tell  you  better  than  that 
writing.” 

Listen  ?  ah  yes,  to  the  sweetest  tale  they  had  ever  heard,  did  they 
listen  for  hours.  The  Brahmuns  at  the  door  wondered,  and  the 
people  from  within  came  and  looked  and  wondered  too,  why  the 
Jogies  sat  here  talking  to  the  Shastree — but  still  they  sat.  Once, 
for  a  moment,  the  Shastree’s  cruel  belief  rose  up  against  him,  and 
forbade  him  to  see  an  outcast ;  but  nature  asserted  its  own.  “  They 
dare  not  meddle  with  me,”  he  thought,  “  and  we  cannot  be  as  she 
is.  But  no  matter,  we  will  go  to  her,  wife ;  yes,  we  will  go  to¬ 
morrow.  Get  the  things  ready.  Thou  wilt  guide  us,  friend  ?  ” 

“  And  guard  ye,  too,  with  our  lives,”  said  Lukshmun.  “Yes,  to¬ 
morrow  early,  we  will  set  out.” 

And  so  next  day  Vishnu  Pundit  and  his  friends  marvelled  that 
the  Shastree  and  his  family  left  them  so  suddenly,  and  knew  not 
why  they  went,  or  whither. 


CHAPTER  XCI. 

We  need  not  relate  how  the  hunchback  was  washed  clean  from  his 
sins,  how  he  and  his  companion  entertained  those  who  came  to  them 
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that  night,  nor  how  he  resisted  their  temptations  to  stay  and  sing  to 
others,  who,  they  told  him,  would  load  him  with  gold.  Those  he 
was  taking  to  his  master  were  more  precious  than  gold;  and 
the  same  anxiety  to  present  them  to  him  in  safety,  was  shared 
equally  by  Fazil  and  by  Tara  while  awaiting  their  arrival. 

Five  days, — two  to  go  and  three  to  return— perhaps  more  ;  never 
had  time  appeared  so  interminable  to  those  who  remained  at  Kurrar : 
never  had  journey  appeared  so  wearisome  to  the  Shastree.  The 
spirit  within  him  was  strong  and  earnest,  but  he  had  suffered  much; 
and,  tjll  roused  by  the  hunchback’s  tidings,  Anunda  and  Radha 
ffeared  that  he  had  sunk  into  that  lethargic  apathy  which  often  pre¬ 
cedes  death.  He  could  not  be  awakened  from  it.  Had  Tara  died  a 
Sutee,  it  might  have  been  endured.  Excitement  and  religious  en¬ 
thusiasm,  even  the  glory  of  the  voluntary  sacrifice,  would  have 
deadened  nature  for  a  while,  at  least,  in  both  her  parents ;  but  the 
attack  upon  the  sacred  procession,  though  but  one  had  died  in  it,  by, 
as  they  supposed,  lawless  robbers — and  the  subsequent  murder,  as 
they  believed,  of  their  child — had  produced  a  revulsion  which,  to 
the  Shastree,  had  wellnigh  proved  fatal,  and  for  many  days  those 
about  him  gave  up  hope  of  .life.  The  remains,  as  they  supposed,  of 
Tara  had,  as  we  know,  been  brought  in,  and  burned  by  the  river¬ 
side  with  all  due  ceremony ;  and  after  the  period  of  mourning  and 
impurity  had  passed,  the  Shastree  and  his  wives  were  to  have  set 
out  on  their  return  home.  Still,  however,  they  lingered ;  for  the 
climate  had  not  agreed  with  Anunda,  who  had,  in  her  tura,  fallen 
ill  with  fever,  and  they  could  not  travel. 

Duri“g  this  period,  they  had  heard  from  friends  much  of  what 
had  befallen  Tara :  and  yet  not  all  of  Moro  Trimmul’s  f  hare  in  her 
misfortunes.  The  only  person  who  could  have  told  them  truly  was 
Gung^,  and  she  was  dead.  Radha  had  her  own  suspicions  of  her 
brother ;  but  beyond  his  wild  attempt  on  the  day  of  the  Sutee,  to 
induce  her  to  put  Tara  into  his  power,  she  had  not  seen  him ;  and 
his  violent  death,  while  it  affected  her  mournfully,  ended  her  anxie¬ 
ties  ere  the  murder  of  Gunga  was  discovered. 

It  was  with  difficulty  that  the  impatience  of  the  Shastree  and 
Anunda  could  be  restrained.  They  reached  and  passed  Sattara  the 
first  day,  and  would  fain  have  travelled  by  relays  of  men  without 
resting,  but  the  hunchback  and  Bulwunt  Rao,  when  they  joined  him, 
would  not  hear  of  increased  exertion.  “  I  will  write  by  a  speedy 
messenger  that  you  are  safe,”  he  said ;  “but  if  I  do  not  bring  you  in 
well  to  them,  my  lord  will  be  angry,  therefore  submit  yourselves  to 
necessity,” — as,  indeed,  they  were  obliged  to  do. 

Of  his  master’s  intentions,  the  hunchback  had 'said  nothing.  Who 
was  he,  to  know  anything  about  them  ?  The  lady  Tara  was  in 
honour  as  a  guest;  that  "was  all  he  knew.  Yes,  his  master  had 
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carried  her  off.  Could  be  know  tl:at  one  who  had  been  his  guest, 
and  had  truly  eaten  of  his  salt,  was  to  be  burned  alive,  and  not 
make  an  effort  to  save  her  ?  and  she  was  still  a  Brahmun,  and  had 
Brahmun  women  attending  upon  her. 

But  Bulwunt  Eao,  who  waited  their,  coming  at  a  village  on  the 
road  with  an  escort  of  the  Paigah,  had  no  such  discretion,  and  told 
what  he  believed — that  Fazil  and  Tara  had  been  privately  betrothed. 
The  lady  Lurlee,  he  said,  had  one  day  distributed  suger-candy  and 
pan  to  all  the  household,  and  to  the  mosque  and  other  holy  places  in 
the  town  :  and  some  had  been  sent  to  him  on  a  silver  salver  covered 
with  a  cloth  of  bi*ocade.  What  did  that  mean?  And  when  the 
Shastree  remonstrated,  with  a  natural  horror,  at  the  idea  of  a  Brah¬ 
mun  girl  marrying  a  Mussulman,  Bulwunt  Rao  replied  curtly — 

“What  could  you  do  with  her,  Shastree,  if  you  had  her?  You 
see  she  is  no  longer  a  Brahmun,  but  an  outcast.  You  could  not 
even  give  her  water ;  and  the  two  old  Brahmun  women  who  at¬ 
tended  her  in  her  illness,  and  the  one  who  now  waits  on  her,  will 
have  to  be  purified  Avith  plenty  of  ceremonies — and  plenty  to  pay 
for  them,  too,  will  be  needed;  but  do  not  care  for  that,  Shastree, 
my  lord  is  very  wealthy.  So,  you  see,  we  must  give  her  up  as  a 
Hindu,  and  even  let  her  go  into  the  other  faith.” 

The  Shastree  would  groan  at  these  home  truths,  but  could  reply 
nothing.  As  to  his  wife,  she  rejoiced  heartily,  and  had  no  misgiving. 
The  expression  of  a  mother’s  nature  would  not  be  denied  to  Anunda; 
for  there  is  no  mother  with  the  experience  of  a  life’s  love  grown 
into  her  heart,  who  does  not  rejoice  in  the  thought  of  a  wife’s  use¬ 
ful  happiness  to  her  daughter,  and  in  the  expectation  of  its  fruits ! 
All  that  had  been  done  to  soothe  Tara,  to  distract  her  mind,  to  fill 
up  the  vacant  place  there  with  other  interests — learning,  religious 
exercise,  and  devotion  to  the  service  of  the  goddess — had  been  tried 
in  turn,  and  were,  as  Anunda  felt,  but  a  mockery. 

Possibly,  most  probably,  indeed,  under  other  circumstances,  Tara’s 
pure  mind  would  eventually  have  taken  refuge  in  asceticism,  and 
those  severe  penances,  in  which  the  woman  who  had  persecuted  her 
at  Pertabgurh,  had  grown  to  take  delight ;  but,  knowing  the  too 
frequent  condition  of  the  indulgence  of  lawless  love  by  women 
situated  like  her  daughter,  and  exposed  to  the  same  temptations, 
Anunda  had  often  trembled  for  her  safety ;  and  yet  owned  to  her¬ 
self  that,  to  doubt  her,  was  profanation. 

No,  she  could  not  object.  Had  she  been  simply  asked  the  ques¬ 
tion  previously,  as  a  proud  Brahmun  woman,  she  must  have  refused. 
Now,  circumstances  had  put  that  far  beyond  her  reach.  To  object, 
would  not  retard  the  final  issue,  or  influence  it  in  any  way ;  but  to 
consent  joyfully,  would  add  so  much,  and  so  supremely  to  Tara’s 
happiness,  that  opposition  quickly  gi*ew  to  be  an  impossibility  in  the 
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good  lady’s  mind :  and  before  she  came  to  the  end  of  the  first  day’s 
journey,  Fazil  himself  could  not  have  desired  a  warmer  advocate. 

A  good  deal  of  this  fell  out  from  being  left  to  herself.  Palankeens 
had  been  hired ;  and  as  the  three  travellers  were  carried  on  singly 
for  hours  together,  each  had  fallen  into  the  train  of  thought  most 
congenial.  Radha  had  certainly  no  voice  in  the  matter,  but  was 
delighted.  Anunda,  between  joy  for  her  recovered  child,  and  her 
new  prospects  of  an  honourable  life,  had  been  wellnigh  beside  her¬ 
self  at  fii’st,  and  the  quiet  soothing  motion  of  the  litter  was  of  all 
things  the  best,  perhaps,  to  calm  her,  and  bring  her  practical  mind 
into  perception  of  the  true  realities  of  the  position.  “We  have 
mourned  her  as  dead,”  she  said  to  herself,  “we  have  performed  all 
the  ceremonies,  and  distributed  all  the  charities  necessary  for  the 
occasion ;  now  she  is  alive  after  all,  and  born  again  into  a  new 
faith ;  so  the  death  which  we  believed  in,  was  a  type  of  what  was  to 
be  fidfilled.  I  see  it  all  now,”  she  said  to  herself,  “  and  so  it  has 
been  ordered  for  her  without  the  pain  of  burning.  Strange,  my 
husband  does  not  see  this,  but  I  will  tell  it  to  him  when  we  arrive.” 

And  so  she  did.  E-adha,  too,  caught  up  this  tone  of  argument  as 
best  suited  to  her  husband’s  mind,  and  the  two  women  agreeing,  left 
him  little  to  say.  It  did  not  appear  he  had  anything  to  urge  or  to 
object.  “  This  is  some  punishment  for  her  sins  in  an  earlier  life,”  he 
said  to  Anunda ;  “  and  ’tis  well  it  is  no  worse.” 

Anunda  and  Eadha  could  not  see  the  punishment,  except  that  Tara 
would  have  to  eat  unclean  things  ;  otherwise,  what  was  left  to  be 
desired  ? 

If  this  was  their  deliberate  opinion  at  the  close  of  the  first  day’s 
march, — the  second  day,  and  the  quiet  jogging  motion  of  the  litters, 
the  change  of  air  and  scene,  and  the  peace  which  had  settled  gradually 
into  their  hearts,  had  much  more  than  confirmed  it.  Whatever  there 
was  of  objection,  was  dealt  with  on  the  first  evening ;  and  on  the 
second,  as  they  rested  for  the  night,  impatience  to  see  their  child  once 
more,  an  irrepressible  yearning  to  place  her  happiness  beyond  doubt, 
or  chance  of  mishap,  had  driven  out  all  other  feeling.*  So,  on  the 
third  morning,  as  they  entered  their  fitters  for  the  day’s  journey,  and 
knew  they  would  reach  Kurrar  before  sunset,  Anunda,  who  laughed 
and  cried  by  turns  in  a  strange  manner,  as  she  dressed  their  morning 
meal  herself  before  they  set  out,  saw,  with  a  thankful  heart,  that  the 
heavy  care  which  had  sat  on  her  husband’s  spirit  for  so  long  had 
pass^  away,  and  his  old  placid,  benign  expression,  had  taken  its 
place. 

That  afternoon,  as  the  sun’s  rays  lengthened,  and  were  filled  with 
that  golden  radiance  which  clothed  the  meanest  objects  with  glory, 
and  lighted  up  the  town  and  fort,  and  the  camp  beyond, — the  little 
procession  of  the  three  palankeens,  and  the  small  body  of  horsemen,. 
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approached  the  town  gate.  Bulwnnt  Bao  had  timed  their  arrival  to 
suit  the  lady  Lurlee’s  desire,  for  the  astrological  tables  had  been  once 
more  consulted,  and  the  Moollas  of  several  mosques  had  been  obliged 
to  declare  the  most  fortunate  hour  for  the  entry  of  the  party  into  the 
town.  Messengers,  too,  had  met  them,  enjoining  care  in  this  respect; 
and  Bulwnnt  Rao  and  the  hunchback  were  both  relieved  by  the 
appearance  of  a  last  emissary  at  the  gate  to  express  approval  of  their 
arrangements  and  to  urge  them  on. 

No  need  of  hastening  now.  The  bearers  themselves  were  in  hurry 
enough  ;  for  Bulwunt  Rao’s  promise  had  been  liberal,  and  they  had 
kept  the  horsemen  at  a  brisk  canter  for  the  last  few  miles  of  the 
journey.  Now,  therefore,  shouting  and  hallooing  to  each  other,  the 
men  who  caiTied  the  litters,  rushed  through  the  gate  of  the  town, 
and  up  the  main  street  at  their  utmost  speed ;  and  there  was  a  race 
between  the  three  sets,  in  which  Anunda’s  were  victorious,  and 
clamoured  for  largesse  as  they  set  down  her  palankeen  before  the 
door  of  the  kind  merchant’s  house  where  Tara  still  was.  Much  the 
good  lady  had  deliberated  in  her  mind  whether  she  could  ever  be 
t^ouched  by  Tara  without  pollution,  and  whether  it  could  be  avoided ; 
and  we  believe  we  are  correct  in  saying  that  she  had  determined,  if 
it  were  to  cost  her  half,  or  all  the  money  she  had  left  in  the  banker’s 
hands  at  Tooljapoor,  she  did  not  care,  but  she  must  hold  her  child 
once  more  to  her  heart. 

Could  she  have  repressed  it  ?  Ah  no !  a  very  outcast  in  shame,  in 
misery,  in  misfortune- — no  matter  had  it  been  so — the  loving  mother’s 
heart  would  still  have  been  open,  as  her  arms,  to  receive  her  child  ; 
but  in  Tara’s  renewed  life,  as  it  were,  in  joy  and  in  honour,  what 
signified  the  temporary  impurity  of  contact  with  one  only  impure  by 
the  hard  rules  of  their  sect?  Anunda  trembled  very  much,  and 
scarcely  knew  how  she  got  out  of  the  litter ;  but  as  she  emerged,  a 
figure  she  could  hardly  see  for  the  tears  which  blurred  her  sight,  and 
which  seemed  to  swim  before  her,  bowed  down  and  kissed  her  feet, 
was  raised  up,  and,  falling  on  her  neck,  wept  aloud.  Then  it  was 
strained  to  her  heart  with  a  face  buried  in  her  bosom  which  dare  not 
look  up,  till  her  father  and  Radha  entered,  and  Tara,  prostrating  her¬ 
self  before  him,  clung  to  his  knees  sobbing.  With  him,  too,  some 
scruple  about  touching  her  had  remained  ;  but  his  emotion  on  sight 
of  her  could  not  be  resisted,  and  he  raised  her  up  and  blessed  her  as 
of  old.  I 'do  not  think  any  of  them  could  speak,  and  if  they  did  say 
anything,  it  was  not  intelligible  enough  to  be  recorded,  and  is  better 
imagined. 

Then  Anunda  sat  down,  for  she  was  very  dizzy  :  and  Tara  saw 
the  loving  arms  stretched  out,  and  went  tnd  lay  down  in  them  on  the 
soft  bosom  in  her  old  place,  and  hid  her  face  there,  and  felt  her 
mother’s  tears  fall  hot  and  fast  upon  it,  while  her  own  were  wiped 
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away  by  the  dear  hands  that  had  often  wiped  them  before.  By-and- 
by  she  looked  up,  and  her  mother  saw  in  the  clear  soft  eye,  in  the 
ineffable  expression  of  her  countenance,  that  all  trouble  and  anxiety 
was  past.  No  more  excitement  now,  false  and  mocking,  even  though 
sustained  by  religious  fervour ;  and  the  peaceful  calm  which  had 
grown  upon  the  face.since  her  recovery,  was  a  new  expression  to  her 
mothei’,  which  she  felt  could  not  change  again. 

Then  Lurlee  came  with  Zyna  presently,  when  the  Shastree  had 
been  sent  away,  and,  putting  Tara  aside,  Anunda  arose  and  bowed 
before  her,  kissing  her  feet,  and  embracing  her  knees.  “  She  is  thy 
child  now,  lady,”  she  said  ;  “  take  a  mother’s  thanks  and  gratitude 
for  her  honour  and  her  life.  In  our  simple  Hindu  fashion,  w'e  know 
no  other  salutation,  else  it  would  be  given.” 

“  Nay,  not  to  me,  but  to  Alla,  who  hath  preserved  her — not  we,” 
replied  Lurlee.  “  Noble  ye  are,  though  of  another  faith.  Let  us  em¬ 
brace  as  sisters,  to  whom  our  mutual  God  hath  given  one  daughter.” 

“  It  must  be  done,  sooner  or  later,”  said  Anunda  to  herself,  as  she 
Avithdrew  from  Lurlee’s  arms,  “and  better  at  once.  Come  hither, 
Tara :  see  how  soon  I  give  thee  away,  my  child,  after  I  have  recovered 
thee.  Wilt  thou  forgive  me  ?  Take  her,  lady,”  she  continued,  putting 
Tai'a  into  Lurlee’s  arms;  “thou  art  more  her  mother  now,  than  1. 
She  hath  been  born  to  thee  in  a  new  life  ;  be  it  as  thou  Avilt  unto  her.” 

“  I  take  her,”  replied  Lurlee,  “as  she  is  given,  freely  and  truly.  I 
had  no  child,  lady,  and  often  had  prayed  for  one,  and  Alla  and  the 
Prophet  gave  her  to  me  long  ago,  before  all  this  misery,  and  when 
my  lord  lived,  Avho  would  have  rejoiced  with  us  to  see  this  day  had 
he  been  spared.  Yes,  believing  you  dead,  avc  took  her  to  be  our 
child,  he  and  I.  Now  you  have  given  her  to  me,  and  the  gift  is 
precious  and  is  accepted  :  but  I  will  not  take  it  yet ;  we  are  proceed¬ 
ing  home,  and  you  will  come  Avith  us, — avc  Avill  travel  together.  When 
Ave  arrive,  I  will  receive  her ;  till  then,  let  her  remain  Avith  you ;  as 
yet  she  is  pure  from  us - ” 

“  Yes,  mother,  I  am  pure,  I  have  transgressed  nothing,”  said  Tara 
gently.  “  I  know,”  she  continued,  interrnpting  Anunda,  “  I  am  not 
as  before ;  but  you  can  giA'e  me  Avhat  I  need  till — till  ....  and 
there  is  no  help  for  it  noAA^”  Anunda  and  the  Shastree  did  not  object, 
and  so  it  was  settled  among  them. 

Hoav  much  they  had  to  learn  of  each  other’s  acts  !  Nor  AA'as  it  till 
Tai*a  told  all,  and  they  understood  Avhat  the  infamy  of  Moro  Trimmul’s 
conduct  had  been,  that  they  felt  the  true  honour  of  Fazil’s  character, 
or  the  deep  loA'ing  kindness  of  the  lady  Lurlee  and  his  sister.  A 
gratchil  subject  aa'us  this,  now  that  she  could  speak  unreservedly  witli 
Radha  and  her  mother,  and  Tai*a  had  to  repeat  her  tale  again  and 
arrain  to  Avilling  ears.  Sometimes  her  father,  too,  li.stened  Avonder- 
ingly ;  and  there  Avas  no  part  of  it  upon  Avhich  he  dAvelt  Avith  more 
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pride,  even  to  rapture,  than  Tara’s  simple  relation  of  the  ordeal,  and 
her  devotion  of  herself  to  a  cruel  death  rather  than  to  dishonour. 

“A  true  Brahmnn  thou,”  he  would  say,  passing  his  hand  over  her 
head  as  she  read  him  the  old  lessons,  “  and  thou  wilt  not  forget  these, 
nor  the  Mother.  If  thou  hadst  failed,  even  to  death,  she  had  not 
released  thee  from  thy  vow.  As  it  is,  see,  she  would  not  be  denied  a 
life  !  He  used  to  scoff  at  her,  and  she  drank  his  blood — not  thine,  my 
faithful  child,  not  thine — and  gave  thee  a  new  life,  which  will  be 
happy.  Yes,  the  Khanum’s  skill  in  astrology  is  good,  for  my  own 
calculations  confirm  her  results,  and,  comparing  his  scheme  of 
nativity  with  thine,  Tara,  there  is  no  discordance.”  But,  neverthe¬ 
less,  the  fact  of  Fazil’s  being  born  a  Moslem  and  Tara  a  Hindu,  often 
puzzled  Vyas  Shastree  more  than  his  science  could  explain,  or  than 
he  cared  to  acknowledge. 


CHAPTER  XCII. 

There  were  many  cogent  reasons,  public  as  well  as  private,  why  Fazil 
Khan’s  presence  in  Beejapoor  was  urgently  required.  Soon  after 
his  arrival  at  Kurrar,  he  had  received  the  King’s  letter  of  condo¬ 
lence  on  his  father’s  loss,  with  confirmation  of  all  his  estates  and 
privileges,  and  with  them  a  private  letter  in  the  King’s  own  writing, 
urging  him  to  come  on  without  delay.  The  full  effect  of  the 
destmction  of  the  army  had  as  yet,  perhaps,  hardly  been  felt,  and 
the  means  of  retrieving  the  disaster,  or  repelling  the  invasion  which 
was  likely  to  follow,  were  difficult  to  devise.  As  usual,  the  royal 
counsels  were  much  distracted ;  but,  young  as  he  was,  the  character 
which  Fazil  Khan  had  acquired  among  the  soldiery  during  the  few 
short  months  of  this  campaign  had  raised  him  already  to  a  rank  far 
beyond  that  of  his  contemporaries,  and  even  many  of  his  elders. 
Only  for  Tara’s  long  illness  he  would  have  proceeded  to  Beejapoor 
immediately  after  his  arrival  at  Kurrar,  and  left  the  duty  of  collect¬ 
ing  the  fugitives  to  others;  but  that  had  rendered  delay  unavoidable, 
and  all  those  who  had  escaped  slaughter  had  joined  him.  On  the 
other  hand,  Kowas  Khan  wrote  that  his  preparations  for  the  fulfil¬ 
ment  of  his  marriage-contract  were  complete,  and  protested  against 
further  delay  :  and  when  the  days  of  mourning  for  his  father  should 
expire,  Fazil  had  no  valid  excuse  for  procrastination.  In  this  the 
lady  Lurlcc  agreed  perfectly,  and  her  idea  of  a  double  marriage  in 
the  family  was  by  no  means  unacceptable. 

In  truth  that  long-desired  event  much  occupied  the  good  lady’s 
thoughts,  almost,  indeed,  engn  ssing  them.  What  preparations 
would  not  have  to  be  made  !  and  all  by  her.  There  were  Zyna’s 
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clothes  and  Tara’s  to  be  pnt  in  hand  immediately ;  there  were  stores 
of  flour,  and  butter,  and*  spices,  and  sugar  to  be  laid  in,  flocks  of 
sheep  to  come  from  Afzoolpoor,  all  the  dancing  women  in  Beejapoor 
to  bo  engaged,  fireworks  to  be  made,  and  sweetmeats  without  end. 
All  the  new  bridal  ornaments  had  to  be  designed  and  executed,  and 
this  was  no  easy  matter.  Inshalla !  however,  she  was  determined  it 
should  all  be  done  ;  and  when  Lurlee  Khanum  took  anything  into 
her  head,  there  was  less  difficulty,  perhaps,  in  doing  it,  than  with 

others  who  talked  more.  i  xi,  l 

They  did  not  tarry  now.  An  express  was  sent  to  the  capital  that 

they  had  determined  to  leave  Kurrar  on  the  ensuing  Monday,  and 
Lurlee  was  more  than  ever  particular  that  on  this,  their  last  volun¬ 
tary  journey,  all  that  could  be  done  to  insure  its  being  propitious, 
should  be  observed.  They  were  to  travel  south-eastward,  and  Mon¬ 
day  was  the  sixth  day  of  the  month,  so  that  the  mysterious  Murdan- 
ool-Ghyb”  (the  invisible  being)  was  behind  them,  as  he  ought  to  be. 
The  old  tablets  showed,  too,  that  Venus  ruled  the  hour  before  noon, 
which  was  a  very  convenient  time  for  starting,  because  every  one  would 
have  bathed  and  eaten,  and  they  could  travel  on  till  evening  without . 
difficulty.  Now,  too,  the  weather  was  cool,  nay,  the  air  was  positively 
cold  in  the  early  mornings,  when  exposure  to  it  was  not  wholesome, 
and  aU  their  preparations  were  made  accordingly.  As  they  were 
about  to  enter  their  litters,  the  good  lady  made  both  the  girls  and 
Fazil  look  at  themselves  in  a  glass,  which  was  the  crowning  cere¬ 
mony  of  all ;  and  we  believe  that  there  never  were  merrier  faces,  or 
a  journey  begun  in  truer  hope,  and  with  more  thankful  hearts. 

True  Lurlee  missed  the  familiar  countenance  which,  though 
Bometimes  it  used  to  look  kindly  on  her,  and  sometim^  was  im¬ 
patient,  was  in  the  main  a  loving  one — sadly,— very  sadly ;  and  as 
the  city  grew  nigh,  she  had  a  dread,  shared  by  Zyna  and  her  brother, 
that  the  first  days  in  the  old  house  would  be  inexpressibly  ^inful. 
So  also,  when  remembrances  of  the  dear  old  Khan  came  over  ^r,  the 
trood  lady  would  weep  plentifully  and  be  the  better  of  it ;  and  Goclab 
and  the  cook  Kurreema,  who,  having  escaped  the  Mahrattas,  rejoined 
her  mistress  at  Kurrar,  and  had  shared  all  her  trials,  were  ever  r^y 
with  pithy  consolations,  and  practical  expectations  of  the  blessmgs 
in  store  for  her  which,  indeed,  she  was  well  inclined  to  »eliev^ 

We  may  say,  too,  as  perhaps  hardly  unnat^l,  that  Zynas 
approaching  marriage  was  by  no  means  terrible  in  contemplation: 
and  the  eagerness  of  her  betrothed  to  have  it  concluded,  gave  eam^t 
of  the  happiness  which  she  hoped  for,  indeed  felt  assured  of.  We 
feel  that  we  do  not  know  much  of  this  young  man  and  that,^  it 
had  fallen  to  his  lot  to  accompany  the  Khan’s  army  he  migM  ^ve 
become  a  prominent  character  in  this  histo^,  and 
devotion  for  Zyna  and  his  friend  Fazil,  which  we  believe  he  really 
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possessed.  But  after  all,  perhaps,  it  was  better  as  it  was.  Who  can 
say,  for  instance,  whether  he  would  have  escaped  the  bloody  field  at 
Jowly,  or  the  massacre  in  the  ambush  at  Perlabgnrh, — or  the  deadly 
fever  of  the  forests  and  jungles,  which  had  destroyed  so  many  who 
had  escaped  the  sword  ? 

We  have  no  doubt,  too,  had  the  lady  Iiui'lee  set  herself  to  work  to 
find  out  asti’ological  reasons  why  he  did  not  accompany  the  Khan, 
that  they  would  have  been  discoverable  :  but  as  she  had  agreed  with 
her  husband  that,  for  the  present,  he  was  better  away,  so  she  had 
left  these  mysteries  unsolved,  and  the  issue  to  the  young  man  had 
been  favourable.  Not  only  had  his  house  been  ])ut  in  order  in  all 
respects,  and  the  ceremonies  after  his  father’s  death  completed,  but 
those  jDreparations  begun  in  which  Zyna  was  so  deeply  interested, 
and  of  which  our  friend  the  Lalla,  Avho,  as  we  know,  had  been 
attached  to  the  young  nobleman  by  Afzool  Khan  as  secretary,  wrote 
iiiinute  and  eloquent  accounts. 

According  to  him,  never  had  such  preparations  been  made  :  while 
the  accomplished  scribe  exhausted  the  Gulistaii,  the  Mejnoon-i- Leila, 
and  other  love-stories,  for  the  choicest  couplets  to  adorn  his  letters, 
he  not  unfrequently  composed  other  verses  himself.  Most  frequently, 
too,  in  the  bold  rough  hand  which  Kowas  Khan  wrote,  there  wouid 
')e  a  postscript  to  say  Fazil  (which  meant  Zyna)  was  only  to  believe 
him  as  devoted  as  ever  in  all  respects ;  and  whenever  Fazil  gave 
these  epistles  to  his  sister  to  read,  and  directed  especial  notice  to  the 
^postscripts,  we  are  strongly  inclined  to  consider  that  she  found  them 
by  far  their  most  acceptable  portions.  Under  the  constitution  of 
Mussulman  society,  even  had  her  lover  been  in  camp,  he  could  have 
seen  nothing  of  Zyna,  and  she  would  have  been  in  stricter  sechision 
from  him,  perhaps,  than  others.  As  she  was  content  to  take  liim 
upon  hearsay,  and  to  trust,  like  all  her  people,  to  after-life  with  him, 
to  know  him  as  a  lover  and  husband  too,  we  do  not  see  what  business 
we  have  to  discuss  the  matter  at  all  in  this  naiTative. 

So  the  journey  was  soon  over,  and  little  more  than  a  linndred 
miles,  with  a  light  equipage,  was  quickly  traversed.  Lurlee  had 
written  to  her  old  friend,  the  Moolla  of  the  ward  in  which  they  lived, 
to  send  a  special  messenger  to  infoi’in  her  at  what  hour  it  would  be 
lucky  to  enter  the  house  with  two  expectant  brides  in  company  ;  and 
that  worthy,  in  conjunction  with  other  friends,  had  duly  solved  this 
knotty  question  :  and  sent  a  return  express  to  meet  them  at  the  last 
halting-place,  wherein  all  the  particulars  were  duly  disclosed,  and,  wo 
need  not  say,  most  scrupulously  observed. 

Fazil  had  wished  to  ride  on  several  stages  in  advance  and  get  to 
court,  where  the  King  looked  anxiously  for  his  coining ;  but  Lurlee 
would  not  hear  of  it.  “  Who  could  tell,”  she  said,  “  w  liat  might  not 
result  from  so  incautious  a  proccedincr ’I'ii  v  harl  mot  with  great 
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misfortune,  which  was  happily  past ;  were  they  to  risk  more  ?  No ; 
she  was  positive  and  we  believe  fully,  that  they  were  all  much  too 
happy  together,  to  wrangle  with  her. 

Tazil  saw  Tara  daily ;  and  she  and  Zyna  were  little  troubled  by 
Lurlee,  who  was  now  busied  in  consultations  with  her  domestic  ad¬ 
visers,  which  appeared  to  be  delightfully  interminable.  Every  now 
and  then,  however,  she  would  come  into  the  tent  where  they  sat — for 
Zyna  was  teaching  Tara  the  pretty  embroidery-work  she  practised 
herself — and,  looking  at  Tara  and  saying  nothing,  would  pass  her 
hands  over  her,  and  press  them  against  her  temples,  to  remove  evil, 
and  then  go  away  smiling. 

Ah  yes,  she  was  very  precious  now.  If  Zyna  or  Tara  laughingly 
asked  how  much  evil  could  have  accumulated  in  those  short  intervals, 
the  good  lady  would  shake  her  head,  and  once  shocked  Zyna  by 
saying,  that  she  should  not  think  even,  of  Tara’s  beauty,  lest  it  should 
altogether  depart.  Y/o  believe,  however,  that  Zyna  did  not  fear  such 
a  catastrophe.  It  was  growing  much  too  palpable  and  real  to  be 
doubted,  or  to  be  in  danger  of  fading  away :  and  became  only  the 
greater  when,  as  Zyna  looked  at  it,  and  whispered  something  which 
was  probably  a  secret  between  the  girls,  though  Anunda  guessed  it  as 
she  sat  with  them,  Tara  covered  her  face,  or  hid  it  in  Zyna’s  neck,  or 
in  her  mother’s  bosom. 

But  the  first  few  days  after  they  annved — in  spite  of  congratulations 
of  friends — of  kind  messages  from  the  palace — of  piles  of  Nuzzurs. 
or  offerings  of  various  kinds — were  melancholy  ones  to  all,  yet  tem¬ 
pered  with  grateful  acknowledgements  of  providential  care.  Imme¬ 
diately  on  arrival,  the  requisite  offerings  were  despatched  to  all  the 
holy  places  of  the  neighbourhood  and  the  city  itself,  as  they  had 
before  an-anged.  The  old  Moolla,  as  almoner,  collected  a  strange  tribo 
of  vagrant  Fa'keers,  who  were  fed  to  repletion  in  the  large  coui-t- 
yardsl  and  the  Shastree  and  Anunda  made  their  offerings  after  theiu 
own  fashion,  at  Hindu  temples. 

The  journey,  and  the  constant  association  with  Lurlee  and  Zyna,,, 
had  done  much  to  reconcile  Anunda  to  Mussulman  ways  ;  and,  per-i 
haps,  in  such  matters  women  are  more  facile  than  men,  for  she  wasq 
prepared  for  the  evidences  of  wealth  and  rank  which  she  saw  on  hei^ 
arrival ;  but  her  husband  and  Fazil  did  not  make  much  progress. 
The  simple  Hindu  priest  could  not  bring  himself  to  be  on  an  equality 
with  the  young  Moslem  noble  ;  but  he  admitted  the  respect  of  I  azil 
for  him  gratefully,  and  a  sincere  affection  sprang  up  between  then’* 
out  of  it,  which,  if  undemonstrative,  was  not  the  less  permanent. 

All  Vyas  Shastree  now  wished  for,  was  the  unavoidable  termina¬ 
tion.  Till  it  took  place  he  was  not  in  his  proper  position.  Few,  ii 
any,  Brahrauns  know  the  history  of  Tara  in  the  capital  ;  but  he  die 
not  feel  justified,  being  impure,  in  visiting  members  of  his  own  scct_ 
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tUl  he  bad  performed  expiatoiy  ceremonies,  and  so,  with  liis  wives, 
kept  himself  secluded  in  a  court  of  the  house  specially  allotted  tu 
him,  and  the  garden  we  know  of,  the  shade  and  quiet  of  which  suited 
him.  Radha,  too,  required  rest  and  care ;  and  so  a  month  passed,  for 
Lurlee  would  not  be  hurried.  She  had  much  on  hand,  she  said,  and 
must  do  it  after  her  own  fashion ;  and  no  one  interfered  with  her  and 
her  assistants. 

Perhaps  we  need  not  follow  the  good  lady  to  the  end  of  it ;  but  as 
all  matters  of  this  kind,  when  loving  care  directs  them,  have  an 
inevitably  happy  conclusion,  so  we  are  bound  to  relate  that  nothing 
was  wanting  here.  Tara  said  that  Zyna’s  marriage  might  be  as 
splendid  as  it  could  be  made,  and  suited  to  the  rank  and  eondition 
of  two  noble  houses ;  but  Avith  her  it  should  be  different,  and  so  it 
was.  If  there  was  a  shade  of  disappointment  iipon  the  old  lady’s 
brow,  because  the  son  of  Afzool  Khan  was  not  married  with  the  same 
splendour  as  the  son  of  the  late  Wuzeer,  Avho  had  no  family  to  boast 
of,  it  passed  away  Avhen  Fazil  himself  declared  it  could  not  be  other¬ 
wise,  and  the  wistful  pleading  face  of  Tara  conrii’med  it. 

So,  as  part  of  the  magnificent  ceremony  which  einited  Zyna  to  her 
1)0 troth  eel — the  like  of  which  had  not  been  seen  in  Beejapoor  for 
years — Tara  was  admitted  to  the  ^loslem  faith,  and  the  blessing  of 
God  and  the  peace  of  the  Prophet  said  over  her  as  she  repeated  the 
new  creed,  received  her  new  name  of  Ayesha,  and  was  received  into 
her  new  home.  Then  the  chief  Kazee,  who  had  conducted  the 
prayers,  blessed  all,  and  cried  with  a  loud  voice,  solemnly — 

“  0  Lord  God !  grant  that  such  love  may  live  between  these  couples, 
thy  servants,  as  was  between  Adam  and  Eve,  Abraham  and  Sara, 
Moses  and  Sufoora,  his  highness  Mahomed — on  whom  be  peace — and 
Ayesha.  Ameen  and  ameeu !  ”  and  all  the  assembly  repeated  solemnly, 
“  Ameen  and  ameen  !" 

Some  of  the  old  Khan’s  friends  Avondered,  some  sneered,  some 
blamed  the  young  man’s  choice,  but  more  congratulated  him  ;  for,  as 
they  said,  “though  she  Avas  once  an  infidel,  she  is  noAvatrue  believer; 
and,  after  all,  Avas  he  not  free  to  choose  Avhat  Avould  best  insure  his 
OAvn  honour  and  happiness  ?  ”  We  are  bound  to  record,  hoAvever,  that 
those  matrons  who,  being  privileged  friends  and  guests,  Avere  indulged 
Avith  a  siglit  of  the  bride’s  beautiful  face — as  Tara’s  veil  Avas  raised 
from  amidst  the  cloud  of  gauze  and  silver  tissue  in  which  it  was  en¬ 
veloped — did  not  wonder  at  all  that  it  had  been  irresistible ;  and  there 
might  have  been  some  envious  also,  regretting  that  daughters  of  them 
OAA'n  had  lost  their  chance  in  the  choice  Avhich  Fazil  had  made.  So, 
to  prevent  any  evil  consequences,  Lurlee,  Avith  her  OAvn  hands,  waved 
over  Tara’s  head  in  succession,  tray  after  tray  of  lighted  lamps  and 
certain  condiments  Avhich  AA'Ould  infallibly  avert  evil  glances,  and 
ended  by  passing  her  hands  OA'er  the  bride  and  blessing  her.  “Mayst 
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thou  be  fruitful,”  she  said,  embracing  her,  “and  remain,  with  beauty 
undiminished,  the  joy  of  thy  lord;  and  may  his  love  for  thee  increase 
till  it  is  fulfilled  and  perfected  in  Paradise.  So  be  thou  blessed,  0  my 
daughter,  altogether!” 

Even  more  fervently  did  her  mother  bless  Tara.  Although  Anunda 
had  cheerfully  taken  part  in  those  portions  of  the  ceremonies  that 
were  possible  without  clashing  with  the  observances  of  her  own  faith, 
yet  for  the  most  part  they  were  strange,  and  she  had  felt  out  of  place. 
But  she  and  her  husband  were  thankful  they  had  witnessed  all  to  the 
close — thankful  that  Tara  had  been  with  them  to  the  last.  Hence¬ 
forth  their  lives  must  be  divided,  but  there  was  an  assurance  of 
honour  and  protection  to  their  child  which  soothed  the  inevitable 
separation,  and  filled  their  hearts  with  hope  and  trust. 

Long  she  sat  alone  with  them,  and  they  spoke  of  the  future  calmly 
and  joyfully.  There  had  been  no  misgiving  from  the  first;  and  while 
they  could  not,  if  they  would,  have  recalled  Tara  to  their  own  faith, 
they  saw  in  her  future  life  as  much  of  true  happiness  as  they  could 
have  wished  for.  So  they  blessed  her ;  and  after  their  own  simple 
fashion  put  her  hands  into  Fazil’s:  and  he  took  her  from  them,  and, 
touching  their  necks,  vowed  to  be  faithful,  and  they  believed  him. 

“They  have  given  thee  to  me,  0  beloved,”  Fazil  said  to  Tara,  as 
her  parents  departed  on  their  journey  homewards.  “  Now  fear  not. 
As  sacred  to  me  as  my  vow  before  the  priest,  was  the  last  vow  to 
them.  Fear  not  now,  Ayesha  1” 

“  I  would  rather  be  Tai’a  to  thee,  my  lord,  for  ever,”  she  said  shyly. 
“  The  little  maiden  who,  once  rescued  by  thee  from  dishonour,  has 
lived  in  thy  heart  since  then,  cannot  change  to  thee,  even  in  name.” 

“Be  it  so,”  he  replied.  “  To  thy  new  people  be  Ayesha ;  to  me, 
Tara — so  be  witness,  my  God  and  thy  God — evermore  !” 


CHAPTER  XCIIL 

EPILOGUE, 

Perhaps  I  ought  tu  have  told  my  fair  readers  more  of  the  particulars 
of  this  double  marriage,  but  I  am  afraid  they  would  have  found  them 
as  tiresome  in  the  relation,  as  Zyna  and  Tara  did  in  actual  sufferance 
of  the  nine  days  of  their  continuance.  We  can  at  least  imagine  that, 
with  unlimited  means,  the  jewels  and  trousseaux  provided  for  both 
brides  by  the  lady  Lurlee  (and  these  things  are  as  indispensable  there 
as  here)  were — p  rfection.  And  we  may  also  state  thus  much  in 
confidence,  that  particular  friends  were  admitted  to  private  views  of 
them.  The  young  to  be  envious :  the  old  to  be  congratulatory — 
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envious  too,  perhaps,  who  knows  ? — for  such  things  happen  there  as 
well  as  here.  Then,  as  marriage  gifts  were  presented  by  friends, 
there  were  trays  upon  trays  from  the  Queen  to  both  of  jewels, 
brocades,  and  muslins,  which  need  not  be  specified ;  and  the  royal 
lady  availed  herself  of  her  privilege  to  see  the  brides,  and  put  sugar- 
candy  into  both  their  mouths,  wondering  at  Tam’s  beauty,  and 
heartily  wishing  them  both  God-speed  on  their  life’s  journey. 

Did  not  also  the  poets  of  the  city  write  verses,  and  the  singers  sing 
them ;  and  are  they  not  sung  there  to  this  day  ?  Were  there  not 
poor  folk  fed  by  hundi-eds,  Hindus  as  well  as  Mussulmans,  and  clothed 
too  ?  and  was  there  one  of  the  sixteen  hundred  mosques  in  the  city, 
where  alms  and  thank-offerings  were  not  distributed  in  proportion  to 
their  importance  ?  “No  one  else  remained  to  be  married,”  said  the 
lady  Lurlee,  when  she  had  collected  all  the  poor  couples  she  could 
hear  of,  given  them  clothes,  and  had  them  married  with  her  children. 
And,  Mashalla  !  of  what  had  been  done,  she  was  in  nowise  ashamed. 
No,  indeed ;  and  plenteous  were  the  congratulations  and  blessings 
showered  upon  her,  and  upon  them  all,  by  high  and  low. 

Vyas  Shastree,  Anunda,  and  Radha,  remained  long  enough  to  see 
Tara  reconciled  to  her  new  station  in  life,  and  to  appreciate  how 
irresistibly  charming  the  quiet  natural  dignity  of  the  Brahmun  girl 
became,  among  the  new  society  into  which  her  destiny  had  thrown, 
her.  But,  beloved  as  she  was  by  many  a  sincere  friend  among  her 
new  faith — as  years  passed,  the  devotion  borne  to  her  by  the  retainers 
of  the  house,  the  farmers  on  her  husband’s  vast  estates,  and  the  poor 
everywhere,  was  most  affecting  to  witness,  and  increased  with  tune;, 
and  her  parents  heard  with  joy  and  pride,  far  away  in  their  own 
home,  of  the  bounty  of  the  good  lady,  Ayesha  Khanum. 

They  left  their  daughter,  then,  at  peace ;  and  her  last  connection 
with  the  temple,  where  her  father  served,  and  where  she  was  long^ 
remeinbered,  was  the  presentation  to  the  shrine,  of  the  necklace  she 
had  vowed  to  it,  which  was  taken  there  in  solemn  procession,  and 
hung  round  the  neck  of  the  image.  Some  time  afterwards,  and  when 
all  expiatory  ceremonies  were  completed,  Radha’s  first  child  was  bom 
— a  son,  which  Anunda  adopted  as  her  own :  and  in  her  care  for  it, 
found  love  and  occupation  to  fill  her  heart  and  her  time,  and  to 
supply,  in  some  part,  Tara’s  absence. 

Mother  and  daughter  met,  however,  frequently.  No  entire  year 
elapsed  without  a  reunion,  and  in  the  course  of  time  came  children 
too,  who  climbed  in  turn  about  the  good  dame’s  lap  and  called  her 
grandmother.  Then  her  heart  clave  to  them — strangers  though 
they  were  in  faith — and  after  her  own  simple  fashion  she  lived  much 
among  them  during  the  latter  years  of  a  tranquil  and  happy  life. 
Someth nes  the  Shastree  came  with  her  to  Beejapoor,  but  not  often. 

Fazil  Khan  hved  in  stormy  times  and  bore  his  part  in  them.  Tho 


526 


±  ; 


destimction  of  the  force  under  his  father’s  command  had  not  only 
been  a  sore  loss  to  the  King’s  army,  both  in  materiel  and  in  men,* 
but  a  vital  blow  at  the  very  existence  of  the  kingdom  and  of  the 
Mussulman  power  in  India.  Treacherously  as  it  had.  been  gained, 
the  Rajah  Sivaji  did  not  slumber  on  his  victory.  His  people  were 
assured  it  had  been  suggested  by  divine  counsel,  and  carried  out  by 
divine  aid,  and  that  their  prince  thenceforth  was  an  incarnation  of 
divinity.  He,  pei-haps  aided  by  his  mother,  believed  this  of  himself, 
propagated  the  belief,  and  acted  upon  the  effect  of  it.  He  was 
everywhere  active  and  persevering ;  now  invading  the  kingdom  of 
Beejapoor,  plundering  up  to  the  gates  of  the  capital,  and  inflicting 
rapid  and  terrible  blows  in  all  directions :  now  attacking  the  Moghid 
posts  and  forts,  and  extending  his  authority  until,  though  professing 
subservience  to  both,  he  became  virtually  independent  equally  of 
Dehli  and  Beejapoor,  and  finally  assumed  the  state  and  insignia  of  a 
sovereign. 

Fazil  Khan  had  not  long  concluded  his  marriage  ceremonies,  ere 
he  was  called  upon  to  take  the  command  of  part  of  a  new  army,  with 
which  the  King  took  the  field  in  person.  Tara  would  not  leave  him, 
and  shared  the  fatigue  and  peril  of  the  new  campaign  in  a  manner 
which  called  forth  the  lady  Lurlee’s  warmest  approbation.  She  had 
not  been  more,  she  said,  to  his  father  than  Tara  was  to  his  son,  and 
she  always  contrasted  her  practical  usefulness  and  endurance,  with 
the  behaviour  of  other  ladies  who  could  not  leave  luxurious  palaces, 
and  the  state  and  splendour  which  had  greater  charms  for  them,  than 
the  rough  vicissitudes  of  camp  Hfe. 

For  a  time  the  royal  forces  succeeded  in  checking  the  Mahratta 
incuraions  a,nd  restoring  tranquillity  on  the  borders,  and  Fazil  Khan 
continued,  like  his  father,  to  render  service  as  a  commander  whenever 
he  was  called  upon ;  but  he  could  not  be  induced  to  take  office  in  the 
administration,  and  as  disquiet  and  intrigue  at  the  capital  became 
more  formidable,  retired  for  the  most  part  to  his  estate  of  Afzoolpoor, 
near  the  Bheema  river,  and  usually  lived  there,  visiting  Beejapoor 
only  on  occasions  of  ceremony.  He  never  married  again,  as  the  law 
would  have  allowed,  and  at  his  death  was  buried  beside  his  wife  in 
the  mausoleum  which  his  father  had  built  at  Afzoolpoor,  and  where 
such  of  the  remains  of  the  old  Khan  as  could  be  afterwards  recovered, 
had  been  deposited.  The  mausoleum  still  exists  as  perfect  as  when 
built,  and  on  the  several  anniversaries  of  their  deaths,  flowers  are 
strewn  by  the  Mussulman  priests  of  the  town  and  by  the  people  over 
their  graves,  and  prayers  are  said  for  the  repose  of  their  souls  in 
Paradise. 

We  have  said  that  the  Mussulmans  of  India  received  their  firet 

*  The  loss  of  the  Beejapoor  army  at  Jowly  was  4000  horses,  with  all  the  guns, 
elephants,  camels,  materiel,  and  treasure  of  the  army. 
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material  clieck  in  the  massacre  at  Pertabp^urh,  and  we  state  this 
advisedly.  That  event,  in  1657,  led  as  directly  to  their  ruin,  and  the 
steady  rise  of  the  Mahrattas,  as  did  the  English  victory  of  Plassey,  in 
1757,  to  the  destruction  of  both.  For  though,  by  the  conquests  and 
subversion  of  all  the  independent  Mussulman  kingdoms  of  the  Dekhan 
by  Aurungzeeb,  the  empire  of  Dehli  culminated  to  its  highest  splen¬ 
dour, — it  was  not  maintained  :  and  rapidly  fell  to  pieces  under  the 
effects  of  disastrous  civil  wars  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  increasing 
power  of  the  Mahrattas  on  the  other.  In  1689,  Beejapoor  was  again 
attacked  by  the  Moghul  armies  under  the  Emperor  in  person,  and, 
surrendering  by  capitulation,  ceased  to  be  an  independent  kingdom. 
The  rest  is  matter  of  general  history,  with  which  this  particular 
chronicle  has  no  concern. 

Sivaji  died  in  1680,  after  a  life  which  was  a  stirring  romance  from 
first  to  last,  but  not  before  the  power  he  had  aroused  and  created 
had  become  for  the  present  invincible — fulfilling  his  mother’s 
prophecy,  that  the  Hindu  wax*-cry,  “  Hur,  Hur,  Mahadeo  !  ”  should 
oe  shouted  in  victory  throughout  the  land  of  Hind,  in  triumph  to  the 
goddess  who  led  it  on,  from  Dehli  to  Rameshwur. 

It  was  singular  that  Kowas  Khan,  with  his  father’s  tragical  fate 
fresh  in  his  memory,  should  have  been  unable  to  resist  the  same 
temptations  to  treason  and  treachery.  Though  he  had  ceased  them 
for  a  while,  the  Emperor  Aurungzeeb  renewed  his  intrigues  at  Bee¬ 
japoor  ;  for  Kowas  Khan,  who  became  regent  of  the  State  after  the 
King  Ah  Adil  Shah’s  death,  entered  into  negotiations  with  the 
Moghul  general,  Khan  Jehan,  who  commanded  in  the  adjoining  pro¬ 
vinces,  to  give  a  daughter  of  the  royal  house  in  man’iage  to  a  son  of 
the  Emperor’s,  and  as  the  price  of  this,  to  hold  the  kingdom  of  Bee¬ 
japoor  himself  in  dependence,  which  had  been  his  father’s  aim  also. 
The  plot  was  discovered,  however,  and  Kowa^  Khan  was  assassinated 
in  1675,  eighteen  years  after  the  events  we  have  recorded. 

Some  of  his  lineal  descendants  still  survive,  and  the  memory  of  the 
lady  Zyna  and  of  her  beauty  lives  among  them.  There  is  a  noble 
mausoleum  on  the  west  side  of  the  town  of  Suggur,  in  the  province 
of  Shorapoor,  which,  at  the  period  of  which  we  write,  belonged  to 
this  family.  It  was  begun  by  the  “Wuzeer”  of  Beejapoor,  and 
finished  by  his  son  Kowas  Khan :  and  in  it  the  remains  of  the  lady 
Zyna  and  her  husband  rest,  under  the  care  of  their  descendants,  who, 
now  reduced  in  circumstances,  have  preserved  a  small  village  with 
its  lands,  which  adjoins  the  tomb,  as  the  only  remnant  of  the  once 
princely  estates  which  were  held  by  their  ancestors ;  and  the  revenues 
of  this  village,  which  had  originally  been  assigned  in  payment  of  oil 
for  the  mausoleum,  are  now  their  only  support.  They  are,  however, 
most  respectable.  The  soubriquet  of  Wuzeer  is  still  attached  to 
them ;  and  the  head  of  the  family,  Sofee  Saliib,  still  preserves  much 
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of  the  “aristocratic”  dignity  of  descent.  The  family  palace  at  Bee- 
japoor,  though  deserted,  is  still  standing,  and  is,  or  was,  one  of  the 
very  few  private  buildings  there  of  which  the  roof  is  entire. 
Perhaps  by  this  time,  however,  its  owner  may  have  been  unable  to 
resist  the  price  he  could  obtain  for  its  massive  teak  timbers.  The 
roof  may  have  been  sold,  and  the  handsome  rooms  and  courts  left 
open,  to  decay  rapidly  under  the  influence  of  the  seasons. 

A  few  words  in  relation  to  some  other  characters  in  our  history, 
and  we  have  done. 

Pahar  Singh  did  not  long  maintain  his  promise  of  abstinence  from 
violence.  It  had  become,  together  with  avarice,  the  ruling  passion 
of  his  character,  and  led  him  on,  after  a  while,  to  fresh  outrages ;  and 
though  pardoned  by  the  King  again  and  again,  in  memory  of  his 
strange  services,  it  was  impossible,  in  the  end,  to  overlook  the  daring 
character  of  his  proceedings,  and  his  occupation  of  royal  territories. 
Nor  was  it  long  before  Kowas  Khan  discovered  the  active  share  the 
robber  chief  had  taken  in  his  father’s  murder ;  and  though  the  King’s 
acquiescence  in  that  deed  was  more  surmised  than  ascertained,  the 
fact  of  his  being  acquainted  with  Pahar  Singh’s  part  in  it  was  not 
afterwards  denied.  On  an  occasion,  therefore,  when,  by  a  more  than 
usually  serious  outrage,  the  King’s  pardon  had  been  absolutely  with¬ 
drawn,  his  reduction  and  punishment  became  unavoidable, — Kowas 
Khan  led  an  army  against  the  castle  of  Itga,  Pahar  Singh  was  slain 
in  its  defence,  his  estates  confisQated,  and  the  castle  and  its  walls 
blown  up. 

His  nephew  escaped,  but  returned  to  the  village  to  live  as  a  farmer 
under  reduced  circumstances.  When  Aurungzeeb  conquered  the 
country,  he  became  again  “  Hazaree,”  or  commander  of  a  thousand, 
and  the  title  remained  with  his  descendants,  who,  however,  never 
abandoned  lawless  courses.  Long  afterwards,  a  desct  ndant,  also 
named  Pahar  Singh,  became  a  leader  of  Dekhan  Pindarees,  or  free¬ 
booters,  after  the  Mahratta  war  of  1818-19,  and  when  that  crime  was 
no  longer  practicable,  took  to  a  minor  practice  of  it  in  highway 
robbe^.  In  1828-29,  the  family  were  found  to  be  largely  connected 
with  Dacoity  and  Thuggee,  and  the  leading  members  of  it  were 
tried,  convicted  of  both  crimes,  and  sentenced  to  various  terms  of 
imprisonment,  during  which  their  head,  Pahar  Singh,  died. 

Persevering  to  the  last,  the  other  members,  on  their  release,  again 
took  to  highway  robbery  on  horsebackj  and  for  a  brief  period  were 
the  terror  of  certain  districts  in  the  Dekhan,  extending  their  opera¬ 
tions,  too,  to  distant  points ;  but  they  were  gradually  hunted  down,* 
and  the  last  six  were  brought  to  justice  by  the  writer  of  this 
chronicle  in  1850,  and  sentenced  to  penal  servitude  for  life.  One 

*  They  were  apprehended  by  the  author,  committed  to  the  Zillah  court  of 
Sholapoor,  and  there  tried  by  the  judge. 
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•member  only  of  tbe  family  survives  free,  and,  as  late  as  1860,  was  a 
private  in  the  police  of  the - district. 

Our  friend  the  Lalla,  who  played  a  conspicuous  part  in  the  early 
portion  of  this  history,  became  a  prosperous  and  wealthy  man  ;  but 
the  question  of  his  honesty  remained  an  open  one.  He  sent  for  his 
family,  and  settled  at  Beejapoor,  and  his  talents  gained  him  lucrative 
employment  in  the  state.  He  remained  attached  to  Kowas  Khan, 
whom  he  is  believed  to  have  corrupted ;  and,  finally,  as  the  kingdom 
was  on  the  point  of  dissolution,  he  is  said  to  have  made  peace  with 
his  old  master,  the  Emperor  Aurungzeeb,  by  materially  assisting  his 
designs,  and  tampering  with  the  nobility  and  officers  of  the  state 
previous  to  the  last  investment  of  the  city.  He  probably  returned  to 
Dehli  with  the  royal  camp,  for  no  traces  of  his  family  are  to  be 
found  in  Beejapoor. 

Buhyunt  Rao  remained  as  he  was,  the  leader  of  a  troop  of  his  own 
horses  in  the  Pai^h,  or  household  forces  of  Fazil  Khan.  When  his 
cousin  and  hereditary  enemy,  Tannajee  Maloosray,  was  killed  in  that 
famous  escalade  of  Singhur,  near  Poona,  which  has  furnished  the 
subject  of  many  a  Mahratta  ballad,  Bulwunt  Rao  went  to  Sivaji,  and 
the  circumstances  he  related  being  well  remembered,  he  obtained 
substantial  justice  in  the  restoration  of  his  hereditary  property. 
Sivaji  offered  him  service,  which  was  respectfully  declined,  and  the 
motives  for  refusal  being  appreciated,  he  was  honourably  dismissed. 
He  married  among  his  kinsfolk,  and  his  wife,  a  practical  woman, 
kept  his  house  well.  It  is  questionable,  however,  whether  his  habits 
were  ever  i*eclaimcd,  and  he  died  before  the  dissolution  of  the  Beeja¬ 
poor  kingdom.  His  wife,  finding  the  care  of  the  troop-horses  u'ksome, 
sold  them,  returned  with  her  children  to  the  family  estate,  and 
settled  there,  and  their  descendants  are  now  connected  with  many  of 
the  noble  families  of  the  Dekhar. 

The  hunchback,  Lukshraun,  after  his  return  home,  took  to  Itga 
all  that  he  had  saved,  together  with  a  heavy  purse  of  gold  which 
Fazil  Khan  had  given  him,  which  he  buried  immediately  on  his 
arrival.  Somehow  or  other,  however,  the  fact  of  this  gold  being 
possessed  by  him,  got  wind,  and  the  idea  of  a  mere  retainer  possess¬ 
ing  gold  at  all,  was  too  much  to  be  endured  by  his  avaricious  master, 
who  demanded  to  sec  it.  We  are  sorry  to  record,  that  the  poor  fellow 
was  ol)ligcd  to  submit  to  some  rough  torture,  which  was  more  than 
he  could  bear,  ere  he  A\  ould  surrender  it ;  but  Lukshmun  always 
supposed  that  it  was  by  the  desertion  of  his  master  at  Tooljapoor,  rather 
than  by  the  possession  of  the  gold,  that  evil  eyes  fell  upon  him ;  and 
perhaps  he  was  right.  The  gold  was  given  up  to  his  chief,  and  by 
it  the  last  link  between  them  was  broken ;  and  profiting  by  Pahar 
Singh’s  temporary  absence,  Lukshmun,  taking  his  wife  and  children 
with  him,  leR  Itga  one  day,  and  returned  to  Afzoolpoor,  where  Fazil 
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Khaxi’s  retairijei’s  were  stationed,  and  was  protected  by  them.  Pahar 
Singh  threatened  to  bnrn  the  town  if  he  were  not  giren  up  ;  but 
Fazil  Kham  paid  what  was  demanded  for  him,  and  he  remaiu^. 

Years  afterwards,  and  as  his  lord’s  children  grew  up,  the  huncl 
back  was  their  especial  favourite.  He  taught  the  eldest  boys  athleti 
exercises,  the  use  of  their  weapons,  and  riding ;  and  as  long  a.s  any 
girl  was  allowed  to  go  out  of  the  private  apartments,  he  carried  her 
about  in  his  arms,  told  chai'ming  fairy  stories,  and  manufactured 
playthings — his  doUs,  being  of  all,  the  most  hideous,  and  most  de¬ 
lightful  Nor  was  there  any  greater  treat  to  the  children  po.s.sihle,  tlian 
when  their  mother  sometimes,  and  especially  on  certain  anniversaries, 
sent  for  the  hunchback  and  Ashruf,  now  a  stout  cavalier  in  the  house¬ 
hold  troop,  and  having  seated  them  outside  a  screen,  made  them  sing 
ballads  again  as  tbey  did  once  long  ago;  and  of  all  their  store,  “TL^ 
Vow  of  the  Neckl^e,”  was  ever  the  greatest  favourite  with  the 
children,  because  their  mother’s  name  was  mentioned  in  it.  With  her, 
because — well,  no  matter :  we  know  why,  long  since,  and  ’tis  now 
an  old  story. 

Many  years  before  them,  and  in  ail  honour  among  her  children,  as 
she  always  called  them,  the  lady  Lurlee  passed  awmy.  She  never 
gave  up  astrology,  and  found  perpetual  occupation  in  discovering 
lucky  (lays  for  her  grandchildren’s  wants,  and  for  all  sorts  of  house¬ 
hold  observaaices.  Not  a  tooth  could  be  cut,  or  any  ailment  of  child¬ 
hood  exist  and  pass  away,  without  appropria  te  ceremonials  of  thanks¬ 
giving,  in  the  discovery  of  proper  times  for  which,  the  old  lady  was 
held  to  be  especially  sJdlfuL  Nor  in  tbase  only.  Was  she  not  the 
anthority  of  the  neighbourhood  for  ascertaining  lucky  marriages,  for 
deciding  the  proper  colours  for  proper  days  of  her  grandchildren’s 
dresses ;  and  did  not  she  keep  the  cords  of  all  their  bu’thdaya,  and 
tie  the  knots  in  each  as  the  anniversaries  rotu^-ned?  Was  she  not 
the  undisputed  director  of  all  such  household  family  matters,  and 
the  universal  referee  on  them  by  all  her  acquaintance  ? 

Her  affectiou  for  Zyna  and  her  children  remained  to  the  last, 
though  she  never  cordially  liked  Kowas  Khan,  or  forgave  him  for 
being  the  son  of  one  who  had  been  a  slave.  But  her  love  for  her 
own  child,  Tara — the  child  whom  God  had  sent  her — transcended 
that  for  Zyna.  It  filled  her  heart,  and  overflowed  upon  her  grand¬ 
children,  who  loved  her  dearly,  and  did  with  her  pretty  much  what 
tbey  pleased.  After  Kowas  Khan’s  death  she  went  to  Zyna,  and 
liv^  with  her  tdl  her  son  was  old  enough  to  protect  his  mother  ; 
then  she  settled  finally  into  the  place  she  held  wdth  Tara  and  her 
children ;  and  when  she  breatheci  her  last,  her  head  lay  on  Tara’s 
bosom — resting  peacefully. 

With  her  outward  conversion  to  a  strange  faith,  did  Tara  forget 
the  old  ?  No,  it  was  unp(56sible.  Though  her  studious  disposition 
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enabled  her  to  master  enongb  Arabic,  under  her  husband’s  teaching, 
to  understand  the  daily  prayers,  and  some  simple  ceremonials,  yet 
♦he  grand  old  Hindu  hymns  of  the  Vedas,  and  other  devotional  por- 

■ns  of  the  Shastras,  especially  the  Bhugvvat  Gceta,  tvere  never  for- 
_  „ttcn  ;  and  when  the  purport  of  them  was  explained  to  her  husband, 
he  did  not  object  to  her  reading  them.  She  could  not  either,  change 
her  frugal  mode  of  living ;  and,  to  her  death,  never  overcame  her 
natural  repugnance  to  animal  food.  In  this  respect  also,  her  husband 
indulged  her;  thqugh  perhaps  the  lady  Luiice  thought  it  a  sad  dere¬ 
liction  of  orthodox  observances  in  general,  which  could  only  be  over¬ 
come  on  the  festivals  of  the  Nowroz  or  the  liukreed,  or  other  occasions 
of  religious  ceremonial. 

When  Tara  was  dying,  and  the  Moollas  without  were  chanting 
the  service  for  her  departing  soul,  her  eyes'  seemed  once  to  flash 
with  a  bright  radiance,  and  her  husband  and  children,  who  were 
around  her,  heard  her  say  gently,  “I  come,  O  Mother,”  and  repeat 
some  Sanscrit  words.  The  priests,  jealous  of  her  perfect  conversion, 
would  have  it,  that  she  alluded  to  Miriam,  the  Mother  of  Jesus  of 
Nazareth,  for  there  could  be  no  other  Mother.  It  might,  indeed,  be 
so,  for  she  seemed  of  late  to  have  taken  a  peculiar  delight  and  interest 
in  this  history,  especially  since  some  Christian  monks  fi’om  Goa,  who 
had  established  a  mission*  at  the  town  of  Chittapoor,  only  a  few 
miles  distant,  had  come  to  beg  alms  of  her,  and  had  told  her  of  the 
])nrer  faith  of  Christ,  and  his  loving  mother  Mary.  It  might  have 
been  that  she  spoke  of  this ;  or,  more  probable  perhaps,  that  her 
spirit,  trembling  on  the  brink  of  the  unknown  world,  had  wandered 
back  into  the  old  days  of  her  trials  and  deliverances,  once,  ere  it  de¬ 
parted. 

*  The  mission  still  exists,  aiul  is  visited  periodically  by  priests  from  Goa. 
'J'herc  are,  or  were,  about  seventy  Christians  in  it  who,  with  an  affecting: 
.-simplicity,  preserve  their  faith  in  purity.  They  are  shepherds,  weavers,  and 
disiiUera. 


GLOSSAKY. 


A. 

Alla,  God. 

Alla-hu-Akhiir,  Gcd  is  victorious ! 
Alkah,  honorary  titles  prefixed  to 
letters  according  to  rank. 

Amdn,  mercy. 

Ameen,  amen. 

AsTirvffeeSf'gold  coins—  mohurs. 
Astagh.fur-oolla,  exclamation  of  abhor, 
rence — God  forbid ! 

B. 

Bdhool,  mimosa. 

Beehee,  lady. 

BismtUa,  in  God’s  name ! 

Bhugxvdn,  an  appellation  of  tho 
Divinity. 

Bhugwat  Geeta,  a  devotional  episode  of 
the  Mahabharnt. 

Bhuttofe,Thag  designation  for  strangler. 
Bukreed,  Mnssnlman  festival  in  com¬ 
memoration  of  the  offering  np  of 
Isaac. 

Bunij,  Thug  designation  for  a  victim.. 
Burr,  the  banian  tree. 

Burkhast,  dismissal  of  an  assembly. 
Bye,  Mahratta  term  for  lady. 

Byragee,  one  of  the  Hindu  sects  of 
devotees. 

C. 

Chenna,  a  kind  of  pulse — “gram.” 
Cheyla,  a  disciple. 

Chdbdar,  mace-bearer. 

Coss,  two  miles. 

Coss  bur,  about  two  miles. 

D. 

Daee,  a  nurse. 

Dallal,  a  broker. 

Dgrdgha,  a  superintendent. 

Ddvi,  the  goddess  Bhowani. 

Dhotee,  a  man’s  waistdoth. 

Dooputta,  a  scarf. 


Duffadar,  subordinate  officer  (military). 
Durbar,  a  court  assembly. 

Durora,  gang  robbery  with  violence. 

F. 

Fateha,  thank. offering. 

G. 

Ganja,  hemp  leaves  cured  for  smoking. 
Ghee,  boiled  butter. 

Gooroo,  spiritual  teacher. 

Gopis,  the  nymphs  of  Muttra. 

Goruk  Imlee,  Adansonia  Gigantea. 
Gosai  or  Gosavee,  a  sect  of  Hindu  de¬ 
votees,  who  are  sometimes  bankers. 
Gosha  !  Murdhana  !  Private  !  cried  out 
by  their  attendants  when  Mussul¬ 
man  ladies  leave  their  houses. 

Gowra  (Canarese),  head  authority  of  a 
village. 

H. 

flai,  Hai !  alas,  alas ! 

Hookum,  order,  direction. 

Hoondee,  bill  of  exchange. 

Hurneana,  waist-belt  to  carry  money. 
Hur,  Hur,  Mahadeo !  the  Mahratta  war- 
cry — invocation  to  Mahadeo. 
Hurkara,  a  messenger. 

Huzrut,  prince — my  lord. 

I. 

Inshalla,  please  God ! 

J. 

Jehdd,  religious  war — crusade. 
Jemadar,  military  oflicer  (captain). 

Jo  Hookum,  respectful  affirmative  — 
“  as  ordered.” 

Josee,  astrologer. 

Jowan,  a  young  man,  applied  generally 
to  soldiers. 

Jungum,  priest  of  the  Lingayet  sect. 
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funum.Putr,  literally,  birth  letter — 
“  horoscope  at  birth.” 

Tunwah,  the  sacred  thread  of  a 
Brahmun. 

K. 

Kaboh,  piece  of  meet  fried  or  roasted. 

Kafir,  infidel. 

Kdmden,  the  Indian  Cupid. 

Kasee,  Benares. 

Kazee,  Mahomedan  law  oflBcer. 

Khayet,  one  of  the  Hindu  castes, 
usually  scribes. 

Khilwut,  private  apartments. 

Khdda  Hafiz,  Gk)d  protect  you ! 

Khddawund,  my  lord. 

Khundoha,  an  incarnation  of  Siva. 

KichM,  rice  and  pulse  boiled  to. 
gether. 

Kbtwal,  magistrate  of  a  town  oi 
bazar. 

Kowl,  deed  of  protection  and  as¬ 
surance. 

Kucheri,  court-house. 

Kullal,  publican,  spirit  seller. 

Kullundur,  a  sect  of  fakeers — ‘'calen¬ 
dars.” 

Kuna,  a  ring  for  the  wrist. 

Kurreem,  kind,  merciful. 

L. 

Lakh,  one  hundred  thousand. 

Lota,  a  drinking  vessel. 

Luddoo,  a  sweetmeat  made  of  sugar, 
milk,  and  flour  rolled  into  balls. 

Loivnee,  a  Mahratta  ballad. 

M. 

Mama,  a  confidential  female  attend, 
ant. 

Mdhd,  great. 

Many,  a  low  ca.ste  of  Hindus  in  the 
Dckhan. 

Mdta,  mother. 

Meah,  respectful  title  of  the  eldest 
Bon  of  a  Mussulman  family. 

Mirdha,  court  usher  or  attendant. 

Mobaruk-hdd,  congratulation. 

Moolla,  Mussulman  priest.  . 

Motet,  pearl. 

Mudd,  the  line  drawn  above  an  address 
to  a  superior. 

Muezzin,  the  caller  to  prayer. 


j  Miidud  Khana,  a  shop  where  intoxi- 
I  eating  drugs  are  prepared  and  used. 

Mutsuddec,  a  clerk  or  sci'ibe. 

Mutt,  a  monastery. 

N. 

Ndib,  agent,  deputy. 

Ndik,  a  title  used  by  chiefs  of  the  lower 
tribes. 

Nagara,  large  kettle-drum. 

Narayun,  a  Hindu  epithet  for  the 
divinity. 

Nobut,  honorary  band  of  music. 

Nobut  Khana,  the  place  where  the 
Nobut  plays. 

Now  Ratrce,  the  nine  nights  before  the 
Dnssera  festival. 

Nowroz,  Mussulman  New  Year’s  Day. 

Nullah,  a  watercourse — rivulet. 

Nummo  Narayun !  salutation  to  a  Gosai. 

Numascar !  a  respectful  Hindu  saluta¬ 
tion  to  a  Brahmun. 

Nurruk,  Hades. 

Nuzzur,  offering  to  a  superior 

P. 

Pachecse,  twenty.fi  ve,  a  game  like 
backgammon. 

Padshah,  king — emperor. 

Paigah,  household  troops. 

Palkee,  an  open  litter. 

Pan,  betel-leaf. 

Patel,  chief  authority  of  a  village. 

Peepul,  Ficus  Religiosa. 

Phoolka,  a  light  kind  of  bread — a 
“scone.” 

Pooree,  a  kind  of  light  pancake. 

Pundit,  a  learned  Brahmun. 

Purmdshwar,  a  Hindu  epithet  for  the 
divinity. 

Putwaree,  a  village  registrar  and 
accountant. 

R. 

Ram,  an  ancient  king  of  Ondh,  se- 
teemed  an  incarnation  of  Vishnu. 

Rdmehunder,  an  epithet  of  .divinity. 

Ramdshwar,  a  celebrated  Hindu  shrine 
near  Cape  Comorin. 

Ramoosee,  one  of  the  lower  tribes  in  the 
Dekhan. 

S. 

Sahib,  sir. 

Saree,  a  woman’s  garment  in  one 
piece. 
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Seeta,  tlie  wife  of  “  Eain.” 

Serai,  a  traveller’s  rcstiug-liouse. 

Shahash,  well  clone! 

Shastree,  a  BrahmurK  learned  in  the 
Sliastvas. 

Sheea,  a  heterodox  Mussulman— fol- 
lower  of  All. 

Sheemee,  rice  and  milk  for  thauk-offer- 
ings. 

Slioohr,  thanks. 

Shookr  Vila,  thanks  to  God  ! 

Shxikti,  secret  worship  of  _  Hindu 
demons,  the  rites  of  which  are 
horrible. 

Shytan,  the  devil. 

Sirkar,  the  Government :  authoi-ity. 

Sonar,  a  goldsmith. 

Soolhdn-JJUa,  praise  to  God  1 

Soonnee,  an  orthodox  Mussulman. 

Sowaree,  retinue. 

Sree  Mata,  Holy  Mother. 

Sree  Sicami,  Holy  LorcL 


Siidra,  the  lowest  of  the  four  divisionii 
of  Hindus. 

Sutce,  chaste,  faithful. 

Syn,  rcsjiectful  epithet  of  a  fakeer. 

T. 

Tola,  for  shame ! 

Tusleemdt,  the  three  obekanccs  toper- 
sons  of  high  rank. 

U. 

Ul-Uiirad-ul-illa,  praise  be  to  God  ! 

V. 

Tina,  a  large  lute  or  guitar  with  fret  • 

Y. 

Ya  Alla  kureem,  O  merciful  God. 

Ya  Khubeer-o,  0  giver  oi  information  I— 
one  of  the  ninety -nine  attributes  of 
God. 

Z. 

!  Zemiadar,  a  land-holder. 
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